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INTRODUCTION. 


The  Editors  of  the  Autobiography  feel  little 
explanation  necessary  in  regard  to  their  motives 
for  an  early  publication,  in  this  series,  of  the  very 
interesting  Memoirs  of  the  celebrated  author  of 
the  '  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 
Empire/  Setting  aside  the  great  literary  fame 
of  Gibbon,  the  manner  in  which  he  has  recorded 
the  events  of  his  life,  and  marked  the  formation 
of  his  character  as  a  man  and  as  a  writer,  has  been 
deservedly  regarded  as  in  the  highest  degree  both 
instructive  and  engaging.  Assuming  the  most 
fascinating  form  of  autobiography,  the  reader  is 
conducted  through  all  the  stages  of  the  life  of  a 
man  of  genius  by  himself ;  and  that  with  a  candour 
and  an  ingenuousness  as  rare  as  they  are  agree- 
able. Until  the  present  republication,  the  Memoirs 
of  this  eloquent  and  philosophical  historian  have 
been  included  in  the  collection  of  his  Miscellane- 
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ous  Works,  the  price  of  which  is  considerable  ;  so 
that  this  edition  possesses  not  only  the  advantage 
of  the  cheapness  of  the  adopted  mode  of  publica- 
tion, but  that  of  being  obtainable  without  the 
purchase  of  matter  with  which  it  has  no  necessary 
connection.  In  the  meantime,  moved  by  the 
same  reasons  which  induced  lord  Sheffield  to 
point  and  illustrate  the  Memoirs  of  his  eminent 
friend,  by  a  selection  from  his  correspondence, 
the  Editors  of  the  Autobiography  have  been  led  to 
retain  the  same  epistolary  selection  in  the  way  of 
appendix,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  letters 
which,  although  acceptable  in  the  eagerness  to 
acquire  whatever  is  connected  with  a  great  man, 
are  not  of  a  nature  to  excite  a  lasting  interest. 
Thus  slightly  reduced,  the  present  two  volumes 
will  contain  not  only  the  entire  Memoirs  of 
Gibbon,  and  the  Appendix  of  lord  Sheffield  con- 
nected with  them,  but  every  particular  of  the 
correspondence  supplied  by  that  nobleman,  which 
in  a  biographical  sense  is  illustrative  or  essential. 


EXTRACTS 


LORD    SHEFFIELD  S 
ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION 

OF  THE 

MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS  OF  MR  GIBBON; 

CONTAINING 

ALL    THE    PASSAGES    WHICH     REFER    TO    IlIS 
MEMOIRS    AND    CORRESPONDENCE. 


The  melancholy  duty  of  examining  the  papers  of  my 
deceased  friend  devolved  upon  me  at  a  time  when  I 
was  depressed  by  severe  afflictions. 

In  that  state  of  mind,  I  liesitated  to  undertake  the 
task  of  selecting  and  preparing  his  manuscripts  for 
the  press.  The  warmth  of  my  early  and  long  attach- 
ment to  Mr  Gibbon  made  me  conscious  of  a  partiality 
which  it  was  not  proper  to  indulge,  especially  in  re- 
vising many  of  his  juvenile  and  unfinished  composi- 
tions. I  had  to  guard,  not  only  against  a  sentiment 
like  my  owti,  which  I  found  extensively  diffused,  but 
also  against  the  eagerness  occasioned  by  a  very  gene- 
ral curiosity  to  see  hi  print  every  literary  relic,  how- 
ever imperfect,  of  so  distinguished  a  Avriter. 

Being  aware  how  disgracefully  authors  of  emi- 
nence have  been  often  treated  by  an  indiscreet  post- 
humous publication  of  fragments  and  careless  effu- 
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sions;  when  I  had  selected  those  papers  which  to 
myself  appeared  the  fittest  for  the  public  eye,  I  con- 
sulted some  of  our  common  friends,  whom  I  knew  to 
be  equally  anxious  with  myself  for  Mr  Gibbon's  fame, 
and  fully  competent  from  their  judgment  to  pro- 
tect it. 

Under  such  a  sanction  it  is  that,  no  longer  sus- 
pecting myself  to  view  through  too  favourable  a  me- 
dium the  compositions  of  my  friend,  I  now  venture 
to  publish  them  :  and  it  may  here  be  proper  to  give 
some  information  to  the  reader  respecting  the  con- 
tents of  these  volumes. 

The  most  important  part  consists  of  JMemoirs  of 
Mr  Gibbon's  Life  and  Writings,  a  work  which  he 
seems  to  have  projected  with  peculiar  solicitude  and 
attention,  and  of  which  he  left  six  different  sketches, 
all  in  his  own  hand-writing.  One  of  these  sketches, 
the  most  diffuse  and  circumstantial  so  far  as  it  pro- 
ceeds, ends  at  the  time  when  he  quitted  Oxford.  An- 
other at  the  year  1 764,  when  he  travelled  to  Italy. 
A  third,  at  his  father's  death  in  1 770.  A  fourth, 
which  he  continued  to  IMarch  1791,  appears  in  the 
form  of  annals,  much  less  detailed  than  the  others. 
The  two  remaining  sketches  are  still  more  imperfect. 
But  it  is  difficult  to  discover  the  order  in  which  these 
several  pieces  were  written.  From  all  of  them  the 
following  JMemoirs  have  been  carefully  selected  and 
put  together. 

My  hesitation  in  giving  these  Memoirs  to  the 
world  arose  principally  from  the  circumstance  of 
Mr  Gibbon's  seeming,  in  some  respect,  not  to  have 
been  quite  satisfied  with  them,  as  he  had  so  frequently 
varied  their  form :  yet,  notwithstanding  this  diffi- 
dence, the  compositions,  though  unfinished,  are  60 
excellent,  that  I  think  myself  justified  in  permitting 
my  friend  to  appear  as  his  own  biographer,  rather 
than  to  have  that  office  undertaken  by  any  other  per- 
son less  qualified  for  it. 

This  opinion  has  rendered  me  anxious  to  pubUsh 
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the  present  Memoirs  without  any  unnecessary  delay ; 
for  I  am  persuaded  that  the  author  of  them  cannot 
be  made  to  appear  in  a  truer  light  than  he  does  in  the 
following  pages.  In  them,  and  in  his  different  letters, 
which  I  have  added,  will  be  found  a  complete  picture 
of  his  talents,  his  disposition,  his  studies,  and  his  at- 
tainments. 

Those  slight  variations  of  character,  which  naturally 
arose  in  the  progress  of  his  life,  will  be  unfolded  in  a 
series  of  letters  selected  from  a  correspondence  be- 
tween him  and  myself,  which  continued  full  thirty 
years,  and  ended  with  his  death. 

It  is  to  be  lamented,  that  all  the  sketches  of  the 
Memoirs,  except  that  composed  in  the  form  of  annals, 
cease  about  twenty  years  before  Mr  Gibbon's  death ; 
and  consequently  that  we  have  the  least  detailed  ac- 
count of  the  most  interesting  part  of  his  life.  His 
correspondence  during  that  period  will,  in  great 
measure,  supply  the  deficiency.  It  will  be  separated 
from  the  Memoirs,  and  placed  in  an  Appendix,  that 
those  who  are  not  disposed  to  be  pleased  with  the  re- 
petitions, familiarities,  and  trivial  circumstances,  of 
epistolary  writing,  may  not  be  embarrassed  by  it.  By 
many  the  letters  will  be  found  a  very  interesting 
part  of  the  present  publication.  They  will  prove 
how  pleasant,  friendly,  and  amiable,  Mr  Gibbon  was 
in  private  life  ;  and  if  in  publishing  letters  so  flatter- 
ing to  myself  I  incur  the  imputation  of  vanity,  I 
shall  meet  the  charge  with  a  frank  confession,  that  I 
am  indeed  highly  vain  of  having  enjoyed  for  so  many 
years  the  esteem,  the  confidence,  and  the  affection  of 
a  man,  whose  social  qualities  endeared  him  to  the 
most  accomplished  society,  and  whose  talents,  great 
as  they  were,  must  be  acknowledged  to  have  been 
fully  equalled  by  the  sincerity  of  his  friendship. 

AVhatever  censure  may  be  pointed  against  the  Edi- 
tor, the  public  will  set  a  due  value  on  the  letters  for 
their  intrinsic  merit.  I  must  indeed  be  blinded 
either  by  vanity  or  affection,  if  they  do  not  display 
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the  heart  and  mmd  of  their  author  in  such  a  manner 
as  justly  to  increase  the  nuraher  of  his  admirers. 

I  have  not  been  sohcitous  to  garble  or  expunge 
passages  which  to  some  may  appear  trifling.  Such 
passages  vAW  often,  in  the  opinion  of  the  observing 
reader,  mark  the  character  of  the  writer;  and  the 
omission  of  them  would  materially  take  from  the  ease 
and  familiarity  of  authentic  letters. 

Few  men,  I  believe,  have  ever  so  fully  unveiled 
their  own  character,  by  a  minute  narrative  of  their 
sentiments  and  pursuits,  as  Mr  Gibbon  will  here  be 
found  to  have  done ;  not  with  study  and  labour — not 
with  an  affected  frankness — but  with  a  genuine  confes- 
sion of  his  little  foibles  and  peculiarities,  and  a  good- 
humoured  and  natural  display  of  his  own  conduct  and 
opinions. 

JNIr  Gibbon  began  a  Journal,  a  work  distinct  from 
the  sketches  already  mentioned,  in  the  early  part  of 
his  life,  with  the  follomng  declaration  : 

'*  I  propose  from  this  day  (August  24th,  1761)  to 
keep  an  exact  Journal  of  my  actions  and  studies,  both 
to  assist  my  memory,  and  to  accustom  me  to  set  a 
due  value  on  my  time.  I  shall  begin  by  setting  down 
some  few  events  of  my  past  life,  the  dates  of  which  I 
cp,n  remember." 

This  industrious  project  he  pursued  occasionally  in 
French,  with  the  minuteness,  fidelity,  and  liberality, 
of  a  mind  resolved  to  watch  over  and  improve  itself. 

The  Journal  is  continued  under  different  titles,  and 
is  sometimes  very  concise,  and  sometimes  singularly 
detailed.  One  part  of  it  is  entitled  "  My  Journal," 
another  **  Ephemerides,  or  Journal  of  my  Actions, 
Studies,  and  Opinions,"  The  other  parts  are  entitled 
**  Ephemdrides,  ou  Journal  de  ma  Vie,  de  mes  Etudes, 
et  de  mes  Sentimens."  In  this  Journal,  among  the 
most  trivial  circumstances,  are  mixed  very  interesting 
observations  and  dissertations  on  a  satire  of  Juvenal, 
a  passage  of  Homer  or  of  Longinus,  or  of  any  other 
author  whose  works  he  happened  to  read  in  the 
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course  of  the  day ;  and  he  often  passes  from  a  remark 
on  the  most  common  event,  to  a  critical  disquisition 
of  considerable  learning,  or  an  inquiry  into  some  ab- 
struse point  of  philosophy. 

It  certainly  was  not  his  intention  that  this  private 
and  motley  diary  should  be  presented  to  the  public ; 
nor  have  I  thought  myself  at  liberty  to  present  it  in 
the  shape  in  which  he  left  it.  But  when  reduced  to 
an  account  of  Ids  Uteravi/  occupations,  it  forms  so  sin- 
gular and  so  interesting  a  portrait  of  an  indefatigable 
student,  that  I  persuade  myself  it  will  be  regarded  as 
a  valuable  acquisition  by  the  literary  world,  and  as 
an  accession  of  fame  to  the  memory  of  my  friend.* 

In  the  collection  of  writings  which  I  am  now  send- 
ing to  the  press,  there  is  no  article  that  will  so  much 
engage  the  public  attention  as  the  IMemoirs.  I  will 
therefore  close  all  I  mean  to  say  as  their  Editor,  by 
assuring  the  reader,  that  although  I  have  in  some 
measure  newly  arranged  those  interesting  papers,  by 
forming  one  regular  narrative  from  the  six  different 
sketches,  I  have  nevertheless  adhered  with  scrupulous 
fidelity  to  the  very  words  of  their  Author ;  and  I  use 
the  letter  S  to  mark  such  notes  as  it  seemed  to  me 
necessary  to  add. 

It  remains  only  to  express  a  wish  that,  in  discharg- 
ing this  latest  office  of  affection,  my  regard  to  the 
memory  of  my  friend  may  appear,  as  I  trust  it  will 
do,  proportioned  to  the  high  satisfaction  which  I  en- 
joyed for  many  years  in  possessing  his  entire  confi- 
dence, and  very  partial  attachment. 

SHEFFIELD. 

Sheffield  Place, 
6th  Aug.  1795. 

*  Some  interesting  extracts  from  this  Journal  are  given 
by  way  of  note  to  the  Memoirs ;  but  as  modified  by  lord 
Sheffield,  and  separately  supplied  in  the  collection  of  Mis- 
cellanies, it  can  scarcely  be  regarded  as  autobiographical, 
and  is  therefore  omitted. 
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In  the  fifty-second  year  of  my  age,  after  the  comple- 
tion of  an  arduous  and  successful  work,  I  now  propose 
to  employ  some  moments  of  my  leisure  in  reviewing 
the  simple  transactions  of  a  private  and  literary  life. 
Truth,  naked,  unblushing  truth,  the  first  virtue  of 
more  serious  history,  must  be  the  sole  recommendation 
of  this  personal  narrative.  The  style  shall  be  simple 
and  familiar  :  but  style  is  the  image  of  character  ;  and 
the  habits  of  correct  writing  may  produce,  without 
labom'  or  design,  the  appearance  of  art  and  study.  My 
own  amusement  is  my  motive,  and  will  be  my  reward : 
and  if  these  sheets  are  communicated  to  some  discreet 
and  indulgent  friends,  they  will  be  secreted  from  the 
public  eye  till  the  author  shall  be  removed  beyond  the 
reach  of  criticism  or  ridicule.* 

*  This  passage  is  found  in  one  only  of  the  six  sketches, 
and  in  that  which  seems  to  have  been  the  first  written,  and 
which  was  laid  aside  among  loose  papers.  Mr  Gibbon,  in 
his  communications  with  me  on  the  subject  of  his  Memoirs, 
a  subject  which  he  had  not  mentioned  to  any  other  person, 
expressed  a  determination  of  publishing  them  in  his  lifetime ; 

VOL.    J.  ib 
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A  lively  desire  of  knowing  and  of  recording  our 
ancestors  so  generally  prevails,  that  it  must  depend  on 
the  influence  of  some  common  principle  in  the  minds 
of  men.  We  seem  to  have  lived  in  the  persons  of  our 
forefathers ;  it  is  the  labour  and  reward  of  vanity  to 
extend  the  term  of  this  ideal  longevity.  Our  imagina- 
tion is  always  active  to  enlarge  the  narrow  circle  in 
which  nature  has  confined  us.  Fifty  or  an  hundred 
years  may  be  allotted  to  an  individual ;  but  we  step 
forward  beyond  death  with  such  hopes  as  religion  and 
philosophy  will  suggest;  and  we  fill  up  the  silent 
vacancy  that  precedes  our  birth,  by  associating  our- 
selves to  the  authors  of  our  existence.  Our  calmer 
judgment  will  rather  tend  to  moderate  than  to  suppress 
the  pride  of  an  ancient  and  worthy  race.  The  satirist 
may  laugh,  the  philosopher  may  preach ;  but  Reason 
herself  will  respect  the  prejudices  and  habits  which 
have  been  consecrated  by  the  experience  of  mankind. 
Few  there  are  who  can  sincerely  despise  in  others  an 
advantage  of  which  they  are  secretly  ambitious  to  par- 
take. The  knowledge  of  our  own  family  from  a 
remote  period,  will  be  always  esteemed  as  an  abstract 
pre-eminence,  since  it  can  never  be  promiscuously 
enjoyed ;  but  the  longest  series  of  peasants  and 
mechanics  would  not  afford  much  gratification  to  the 
pride  of  their  descendant.  We  wish  to  discover  our 
ancestors,  but  we  Avish  to  discover  them  possessed  of 
ample  fortunes,  adorned  with  honourable  titles,  and 
holding  an  eminent  rank  in  the  class  of  hereditary 

and  never  appears  to  have  departed  from  that  resolution, 
excepting  in  one  of  his  letters  annexed,  in  which  he  intimates 
a  doubt,  though  rather  carelessly,  whether  in  his  time,  or  at 
any  time,  they  would  meet  the  eye  of  the  public.  In  a  con- 
versation, however,  not  long  before  his  death,  I  suggested  to 
him  that,  if  lie  should  make  them  a  full  image  of  his  mind, 
he  would  not  have  nerves  to  publish  them,  and  therefore  that 
they  should  be  posthumous :  he  answered,  rather  eagerly, 
that  he  was  determined  to  publish  them  in  his  lifetime.     S. 


EDWARD    GIBBON.  3 

nobles,  which  has  been  mahitained  for  the  wisest  and 
most  beneficial  purposes  in  almost  every  climate  of  the 
globe,  and  in  almost  every  modification  of  political 
society. 

Wherever  the  distinction  of  birth  is  allowed  to  form 
a  superior  order  in  the  state,  education  and  example 
should  always,  and  will  often,  produce  among  them  a 
dignity  of  sentiment  and  propriety  of  conduct,  which 
is  guarded  from  dishonour  by  their  own  and  the  public 
esteem.     If  we  read  of  some  illustrious  hne  so  ancient 
that  it  has  no  beginning,  so  worthy  that  it  ought  to 
have  no  end,  we  sympathise  in  its  various  fortunes ; 
nor  can  we  blame  the  generous  enthusiasm,   or  even 
the  harmless  vanity,  of  those  who  are  allied  to  the 
honours  of  its  name.    For  my  own  part,  could  I  draw 
my  pedigree  from  a  general,  a  statesman,  or  a  cele- 
brated author,  I   should  study  their  lives  with   the 
diligence  of  filial  love.     In  the  investigation  of  past 
events  our  curiosity  is  stimulated  by  the  immediate  or 
indirect  reference  to  ourselves ;  but  in  the  estimate  of 
honour  we  should  learn  to  value  the  gifts  of  nature 
above  those  of  fortune  ;  to  esteem  in  our  ancestors  the 
qualities  that  best  promote  the  interests  of  society; 
and  to  pronounce  the  descendant  of  a  king  less  truly 
noble  than  the  offspring  of  a  man  of  genius,  whose 
writings  will  instruct  or  delight  the  latest  posterity. 
The  family  of  Confucius  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  most 
illustrious  in  the  world.     After  a  painful  ascent  of 
eight  or   ten  centuries,    our   barons  and   princes  of 
Europe  are  lost  in  the  darkness  of  the  middle  ages ; 
but  in  the  vast  equality  of  the  empire  of  China,  the 
posterity  of  Confucius  have   maintained   above  two 
thousand  two  hundred  years  their  peaceful  honours 
and  perpetual  succession.     The  chief  of  the  family  is 
still  revered  by  the  sovereign  and  the  people,  as  the 
lively  image  of  the  wisest  of  mankind.     The  nobility 
of  the  Spencers  has  been  illustrated  and  enriched  by 
the  trophies  of  Marlborough ;  but  1  exhort  them  to 
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consider  the  Fairy  Queen*  as  the  most  precious  jewel  of 
their  coronet.  Our  immortal  Fielding  was  of  the 
younger  branch  of  the  earls  of  Denbigh,  who  draw 
their  origin  from  the  counts  of  Habsburg,  the  lineal 
descendants  of  Eltrico,  in  the  seventh  century  duke 
of  Alsace.  Far  different  have  been  the  fortunes  of  the 
English  and  German  divisions  of  the  family  of  Habs- 
burg  :  the  former,  the  knights  and  sheriffs  of  Leicester- 
shire, have  slowly  risen  to  the  dignity  of  a  peerage ; 
the  latter,  the  emperors  of  Germany  and  kings  of 
Spain,  have  threatened  the  liberty  of  the  old,  and  in- 
vaded the  treasures  of  the  new  world.  The  successors 
of  Charles  the  fifth  may  disdain  their  brethren  of 
England  ;  but  the  romance  of  Tom  Jones,  that'exquisite 
picture  of  hmnan  manners,  will  outlive  the  palace 
of  the  Escurial,  and  the  imperial  eagle  of  the  house  of 
Austria. 

That  these  sentiments  are  just,  or  at  least  natural,  I 
am  the  more  inclined  to  believe,  as  I  am  not  myself 
interested  in  the  cause  ;  for  I  can  derive  from  my  an- 
cestors neither  glory  nor  shame.  Yet  a  sincere  and 
simple  narrative  of  my  own  life  may  amuse  some  of 
my  leisure  hours ;  but  it  will  subject  me,  and  perhaps 
with  justice,  to  the  imputation  of  vanity.  I  may 
judge,  however,  from  the  experience  both  of  past  and 
of  the  present  times,  that  the  public  are  always  curious 
to  know  the  men  who  have  left  behind  them  any 
image  of  their  minds :  the  most  scanty  accounts  of 
such  men  are  compiled  with  diligence,  and  perused 
with  eagerness  ;  and  the  student  of  every  class  may 
derive  a  lesson,  or  an  example,  from  the  lives  most 
similar  to  his  own.  My  name  may  hereafter  be  placed 
among  the  thousand  articles  of  a  Biographia  Britan- 
nica ;  and  I  must  be  conscious,  that  no  one  is  so  weH 

*  No  less  praiseworthy  are  the  ladies  three, 
The  honour  of  that  noble  familie 
Of  which  I  meanest  boast  myself  to  be. 

Spenser,  Colin  Clout,  &.c.  y.  538. 
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qualified  as  myself  to  describe  the  series  of  my  thoughts 
and  'actions.  The  authority  of  my  masters,  of  the 
grave  Thuanus  and  the  philosophic  Hume,  might  be 
sufficient  to  justify  my  design ;  but  it  would  not  be 
difficult  to  produce  a  long  list  of  ancients  and  moderns, 
who,  in  various  forms,  have  exhibited  their  omti  por- 
traits. Such  portraits  are  often  the  most  interesting, 
and  sometimes  the  only  interesting  parts  of  their 
writings  ;  and  if  they  be  sincere,  we  seldom  complain 
of  the  minuteness  or  prolixity  of  these  personal  me- 
morials. The  lives  of  the  younger  Pliny,  of  Petrarch, 
and  of  Erasmus,  are  expressed  in  the  epistles  which 
they  themselves  have  given  to  the  world.  The  essays 
of  Montaigne  and  sir  William  Temple  bring  us  home 
to  the  houses  and  bosoms  of  the  authors  :  we  smile 
without  contempt  at  the  headstrong  passions  of  Ben- 
venuto  Cellini,  and  the  gay  follies  of  Colley  Gibber. 
The  confessions  of  St  Augustin  and  Rousseau  disclose 
the  secrets  of  the  human  heart :  the  commentaries  of 
the  learned  Huet  have  survived  his  evangelical  demon- 
stration ;  and  the  memoirs  of  Goldoni  are  more  truly 
dramatic  than  his  Itahan  comedies.  The  heretic  and 
the  churchman  are  strongly  marked  in  the  characters 
and  fortunes  of  Winston  and  bishop  Newton ;  and 
even  the  dulness  of  Michael  de  Marolles  and  Anthony 
Wood  acquires  some  value  from  the  faithful  represen- 
tation of  men  and  manners.  That  I  am  equal  or 
superior  to  some  of  these,  the  effects  of  modesty  or 
aflfectation  cannot  force  me  to  dissemble. 


My  family  is  originally  derived  from  the  county  of 
Kent.  The  southern  district,  which  borders  on  Sussex 
and  the  sea,  was  formerly  overspread  with  the  great 
forest  Anderida,  and  even  now  retains  the  denomina- 
tion of  the  Weald,  or  Wood-land.  In  this  district, 
and  in  the  hundred  and  parish  of  Rolvenden,  the 
Gibbons  were  possessed  of  lands  in  the  year  1326; 

A  2 
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and  the  elder  branch  of  the  family,  without  much  in- 
crease or  diminution  of  property,  still  adheres  to  its 
native  soil.  Fourteen  years  after  the  fii'st  appearance  of 
his  name,  John  Gibbon  is  recorded  as  the  marmorarius 
or  architect  of  king  Edward  the  third  :  the  strong  and 
stately  castle  of  Queensborough,  which  guarded  the 
entrance  of  the  Medway,  was  a  monument  of  his  skill; 
and  the  grant  of  an  hereditary  toll  on  the  passage  from 
Sandwich  to  Stonar  in  the  isle  of  Thanet,  is  the  re- 
ward of  no  vulgar  artist.  In  the  visitations  of  the 
heralds  the  Gibbons  are  frequently  mentioned :  they 
held  the  rank  of  esquire  in  an  age  when  that  title  was 
less  promiscuously  assumed  :  one  of  them,  in  the  reign 
of  queen  Elizabeth,  was  captain  of  the  militia  of  Kent ; 
and  a  free  school  in  the  neighbounng  town  of  Benen- 
den  proclaims  the  charity  and  opulence  of  its  founder. 
But  time,  or  their  own  obscurity,  has  cast  a  veil  of 
oblivion  over  the  virtues  and  vices  of  my  Kentish  an- 
cestors ;  their  character  or  station  confined  them  to 
the  labours  and  pleasures  of  a  rural  life ;  nor  is  it  in 
my  power  to  follow  the  advice  of  the  poet,  in  an 
inquiry  after  a  name — 

"  Go !  search  it  there,  where  to  be  born,  and  die, 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  history," — 

so  recent  is  the  institution  of  our  parish  registers. 
In  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century  a  younger 
branch  of  the  Gibbons  of  Rolvenden  migrated  from 
the  country  to  the  city  ;  and  from  this  branch  I  do  not 
blush  to  descend.  The  law  requires  some  abilities, 
the  church  imposes  some  restraints ;  and  before  our 
army  and  navy,  our  civil  establishments,  and  Indian 
empire,  had  opened  so  many  paths  of  fortune,  the 
mercantile  profession  was  more  frequently  chosen  by 
youths  of  a  liberal  race  and  education,  who  aspired  to 
create  their  own  independence.  Our  most  respectable 
families  have  not  disdained  the  counting-house,  or 
even  the  shop  ;  their  names  are  enrolled  in  the  livery 
and  companies  of  London ;  and  in  England,  as  well  as 
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m  the  Italian  commonwealths,  heralds  have  heen  com- 
pelled to  declare,  that  gentility  is  not  degraded  by 
the  exercise  of  trade. 

The  armorial  ensigns  which  in  the  times  of  chi- 
valry  adorned  the  crest  and  shield  of  the  soldier,  are 
now  become  an  empty  decoration,  which  every  man, 
who  has  money  to  build  a  carriage,  may  paint  accord- 
ing to  his  fancy  on  the  pannels.  My  family  arms  are 
the  same  which  were  borne  by  the  Gibbons  of  Kent 
in  an  age  when  the  college  of  heralds  rehgiously  re- 
garded the  distinctions  of  blood  and  name :  a  lion 
rampant  gardant,  between  three  scallop  shells  argent, 
on  a  field  azure.*  I  should  not  however  have  been 
tempted  to  blazon  my  coat  of  arms,  were  it  not  con- 
nected with  a  whimsical  anecdote. — About  the  reign 
of  James  the  first,  the  three  harmless  scallop  shells  were 
changed  by  Edmund  Gibbon,  esq.  into  three  ogresses, 
or  female  cannibals,  with  a  design  of  stigmatizing 
three  ladies,  his  kinswomen,  who  had  provoked  him 
by  an  unjust  lawsuit.  But  this  singular  mode  of  re- 
venge, for  which  he  obtained  the  sanction  of  sir 
William  Seagar,  king  at  arms,  soon  expired  with  its 
author ;  and  on  his  own  monument  in  the  Temple 
church,  the  monsters  vanish,  and  the  three  scallop 
shells  resume  their  proper  and  hereditary  place. 

Our  alliances  by  marriage  it  is  not  disgraceful  to 
mention.  The  chief  honour  of  my  ancestry  is  James 
Fieas,  baron  Say  and  Scale,  and  lord  high  treasurer 
of  England,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  sixth  ;  from 
whom,  by  the  Phelips,  the  Whetnalls,  and  the  Cro- 
mers,  I  am  lineally  descended  in  the  eleventh  degree. 
His  dismission  and  imprisonment  in  the  Tower  were 
insufficient  to  appease  the  popular  clamour ;  and  the 
treasurer,  with  his  son-in-law  Cromer,  was  beheaded 

*  The  father  of  lord  chancellor  Hardvvicke  married  an 
neiress  of  this  family  of  Gibbon.  The  chancellor's  escut- 
cheon in  the  Temple  hall  quarters  the  arms  of  Gibbon,  as 
does  also  that  in  Lincoln's  Inn  hall,  of  Charles  York,  chan- 
ceJor  in  1770.     S. 
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(1450),  after  a  mock  trial  by  the  Kentish  insurgents. 
The  black  hst  of  his  offences,  as  it  is  exhibited  in 
Shakspeare,  displays  the  ignorance  and  envy  of  a 
plebeian  tyrant.  Besides  the  vague  reproaches  of  sell- 
ing Maine  and  Normandy  to  the  dauphin,  the  trea- 
surer is  especially  accused  of  luxury,  for  riding  on  a 
foot-cloth,  and  of  treason,  for  speaking  French,  the 
language  of  our  enemies.  '*  Thou  hast  most  traiter- 
ously  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm,"  says  Jack 
Cade  to  the  unfortunate  lord,  "  in  erecting  a  grammar 
school ;  and  whereas  before,  our  forefathers  had  no 
other  books  than  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou  hast 
caused  printing  to  be  used ;  and,  contrary  to  the  king, 
his  crown,  and  dignity,  thou  hast  built  a  paper-mill. 
It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face,  that  thou  hast  men 
about  thee,  who  usually  talk  of  a  noun  and  a  verb, 
and  such  abominable  words  as  no  christian  ear  can 
endure  to  hear."  Our  dramatic  poet  is  generally  more 
attentive  to  character  than  to  history ;  and  I  much 
fear  that  the  art  of  printing  was  not  introduced  into 
England  till  several  years  after  lord  Say's  death  :  but 
of  some  of  these  meritorious  crimes  I  should  hope  to 
find  my  ancestor  guilty ;  and  a  man  of  letters  may  be 
proud  of  his  descent  from  a  patron  and  martyr  of 
learning. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  last  century,  Robert  Gib- 
bon, esq.  of  Rolvenden  in  Kent,*  (who  died  in  1618) 
had  a  son  of  the  same  name  of  Robert,  who  settled 
in  London,  and  became  a  member  of  the  clothworkers' 

*  Robert  Gibbon,  my  lineal  ancestor  in  the  fifth  degree, 
was  captain  of  the  Kentish  militia ;  and  as  he  dic^J  in  the 
year  1C18,  it  may  be  presumed  that  he  had  appeared  in 
arms  at  the  time  of  the  Spanish  invasion.  His  wife  was 
Margaret  Phillips,  daughter  of  Edward  Phillips  de  la  Weld 
in  Tenderdcn,  and  of  Rose,  his  wife,  daughter  of  George 
Whitnell,  of  East  Peckham,  esquire,  Peckham,  the  seat 
of  the  Whitnells  of  Kent,  is  mentioned,  not  indeed  much  to 
its  honour,  in  the'Memoires  du  Comte  de  Grammont ;'  a 
classical  work,  the  delight  of  every  man  and  woman  of 
taste  to  whom  the  French  language  is  familiar. 
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company.  His  wife  was  a  daughter  of  the  Edgars, 
who  flourished  about  four  hundred  years  in  the 
county  of  Suffolk,  and  produced  an  eminent  and 
wealthy  serjeant-at-law,  sir  Gregory  Edgar,  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  the  seventh.  Of  the  sons  of  Robert 
Gibbon,  (who  died  in  1643,)  Matthew  did  not  aspire 
above  the  station  of  a  linen-draper  in  Leadenhall 
street ;  but  John  has  given  to  the  public  some  curious 
memorials  of  his  existence,  his  character,  and  his 
family.  He  was  born  on  the  3rd  of  November  in  the 
year  1629;  his  education  was  liberal,  at  a  grammar 
school,  and  afterwards  in  Jesus  College  at  Cambridge  ; 
and  he  celebrates  the  retired  content  which  he  enjoyed 
at  Allesborough  in  Worcestershire,  in  the  house  of 
Thomas  lord  Coventry,  where  he  was  employed  as  a 
domestic  tutor.  But  the  spirit  of  my  kinsman  soon 
immerged  into  more  active  life ;  he  visited  foreign 
countries  as  a  soldier  and  a  traveller,  acquired  the 
knowledge  of  the  French  and  Spanish  languages ; 
passed  some  time  in  the  isle  of  Jersey,  crossed  the 
Atlantic,  and  resided  upwards  of  a  twelvemonth  (J  659) 
in  the  rising  colony  of  Virginia.  In  this  remote  pro- 
vince, his  taste,  or  rather  passion,  for  heraldry  found 
a  single  gratification  at  a  war-dance  of  the  native 
Indians.  As  they  moved  in  measured  steps,  brandish- 
ing their  tomahawks,  his  curious  eye  contemplated 
their  little  shields  of  bark,  and  their  naked  bodies, 
which  were  painted  with  the  colours  and  symbols  of 
his  favourite  science.  "At  which  (says  he)  I  exceed- 
ingly wondered,  and  concluded  that  heraldry  was  in- 
grafted naturally  into  the  sense  of  human  race.  If 
so,  it  deserves  a  greater  esteem  than  now-a-days  is 
put  upon  it,"  His  return  to  England  after  the  resto- 
ration was  soon  followed  by  his  marriage — his  settle- 
ment in  a  house  in  St  Catherine's  Cloister  near  the 
Tower,  which  devolved  to  my  grandfather — and  his 
introduction  into  the  herald's  college  (in  1671)  by 
the  style  and  title  of  Blue-mantle  Pursuivant  at  Arms. 
In  this  office  he  enjoyed,  near  fifty  years,  the  rare 
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felicity  of  uniting,  in  the  same  pursuit,  his  duty  and 
inclination :  his  name  is  remembered  in  the  college, 
and  many  of  his  letters  are  still  preserved.     Several 
of  the  most   respectable  characters   of  the  age,  sir 
William  Dugdale,  Mr  Ashmole,   Dr  John  Belts,  and 
Dr  Nehemiah  Grew,   were  his   friends ;  and   in    the 
society  of  such  men  John  Gibbon  may  be  recorded 
without   disgrace  as  the  member  of  an  astrological 
club.     The  study  of  hereditary  honoiu^s  is  favourable 
to  the  royal  prerogative  ;  and  my  kinsman,  like  most 
of  his  family,  was  a  high  Tory,  both  in  church  and 
state.     In  the  latter  end  of  the  reign  of  Charles  the 
second,  his  pen  was  exercised  in  the  cause  of  the 
duke  of  York ;  the  republican  faction  he  most  cor- 
dially detested ;  and  as  each  animal  is  conscious  of  its 
proper  arms,  the  herald's  revenge  was  emblazened  on 
a  most  diabolical  escutcheon.    But  the  triumph  of  the 
Whig  government  checked  the  preferment  of  Blue- 
mantle  ;  and  he  was  even  suspended  from  his  office 
till  his  tongue   could  learn  to  pronounce  the  oath  of 
abjuration.     His   life  was   prolonged  to  the  age  of 
ninety ;    and,    in  the   expectation   of   the   inevitable 
though  uncertain  hour,  he  wishes   to  preserve  the 
blessings  of  health,  competence,  and  virtue.     In  the 
year  1682  he  published  at  London   his   *  Introductio 
ad  Latinam  Blasonium ;'  an  original  attempt,  which 
Camden  had  desiderated,  to  define,  in  a  Roman  idiom, 
the  terms  and  attributes  of  a  Gothic  institution.     It 
is  not  two  years  since  I  acquired,  in  a  foreign  land, 
some  domestic  intelligence  of  my  own  family ;  and 
this  intelligence  was  conveyed  to   Switzerland  from 
the  heart  of  Germany.    I  had  formed  an  acquaintance 
with  Mr  Langer,  a  lively  and  ingenious  scholar,  while 
he  resided  at  Lausanne  as  preceptor  to  the  hereditary 
prince  of  Bnmswick.      On  his  return  to  his  proper 
station  of  librarian  to  the  ducal  library  of  Wolfen- 
buttel,  he  accidentally  found  among  some  hterary  rub- 
bish a  small  old  English  volume  of  heraldry,  inscribed 
with  the  name  of  John  Gibbon.     From  the  title  only 
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Mr  Langer  judged  that  it  might  be  an  acceptable  pre- 
sent to  his  friend  ;  and  he  judged  rightly.  His  man- 
ner is  quaint  and  aflfected  ;  his  order  is  confused :  but 
he  displays  some  wit,  more  reading,  and  still  more 
enthusiasm  ;  and  if  an  enthusiast  be  often  absurd,  he 
is  never  languid.  An  English  text  is  perpetually  in- 
terspersed with  Latin  sentences  in  prose  and  verse  ; 
but  in  his  own  poetry  he  claims  an  exemption  from 
the  laws  of  prosody.  Amidst  a  profusion  of  genea- 
logical knowledge,  my  kinsman  could  not  be  forgetful 
of  his  own  name  ;  and  to  him  I  am  indebted  for 
almost  the  whole  information  concerning  the  Gibbon 
family.*  From  this  small  work  (a  duodecimo  of  one 
hundred  and  sixty-five  pages)  the  author  expected 
immortal  fame  :  and  at  the  conclusion  of  his  labour 
he  sings,  in  a  strain  of  self- exultation — 

"  Usque  liuc  corrigitur  Romana  Blasonia  per  me ; 

Verborumque  dehinc  barbara  forma  cadat. 
Hie  liber,  in  meritum  si  forsitan  incidct  usum, 

Testis  rit^  mese  sedulitatis  erit. 
Quicquid  agat  Zoilus,  Ventura  fatibitur  setas 

Artis  quod  fueram  non  Clypearis  inops." 

Such  are  the  hopes  of  authors !  In  the  failure  of 
those  hopes  John  Gibbon  has  not  been  the  first  of 
his  profession,  and  very  possibly  may  not  be  the  last 
of  his  name.  His  brother  Mathew  Gibbon,  the  draper, 
had  one  daughter  and  two  sons — my  grandfather 
Edward,  who  v/as  born  in  the  year  1666,  and  Thomas, 
afterwards  dean  of  Carlisle.  According  to  the  mer- 
cantile creed,  that  the  best  book  is  a  profitable  ledger, 
the  writings  of  John  the  herald  would  be  much  less 
precious  than  those  of  his  nephew  Edward :  but  an 
author  professes  at  least  to  Avrite  for  the  public  bene- 
fit ;  and  the  slow  balance  of  trade  can  be  pleasing  to 
those  persons  only  to  whom  it  is  advantageous.     The 

*  Mr  Gibbon  seems,  after  this  was  written,  to  have  col- 
lected much  additional  information  respecting-  his  family  ;  as 
appears  from  a  number  of  manuscripts  in  my  possession.   S. 
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successful  industry  of  my  grandfather  raised  him 
above  the  level  of  his  immediate  ancestors ;  he  ap- 
pears to  have  launched  into  various  and  extensive 
dealings :  even  his  opinions  were  suljordinate  to  his 
interest ;  and  I  find  him  in  Flanders,  clothing  king 
William's  troops,  while  he  would  have  contracted  with 
more  pleasure,  though  not  perhaps  at  a  cheaper  rate, 
for  the  service  of  king  James.  During  his  residence 
abroad,  his  concerns  at  home  were  managed  by  his 
mother  Hester,  an  active  and  notable  woman.  Her 
second  husband  was  a  widower  of  the  name  of  Acton  : 
they  united  the  children  of  their  first  nuptials.  After 
his  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  Richard  Acton, 
goldsmith  in  Leadenhall  street,  he  gave  his  own  sister 
to  sir  \\Tiitmore  Acton,  of  Aldenham  ;  and  I  am  thus 
connected,  by  a  triple  alliance,  with  that  ancient  and 
loyal  family  of  Shropshire  baronets.  It  consisted  about 
that  time  of  seven  brothers,  all  of  gigantic  stature ; 
one  of  whom,  a  pigmy  of  six  feet  two  inches,  confessed 
himself  the  last  and  the  least  of  the  seven  ;  adding,  in 
the  true  spirit  of  party,  that  such  men  were  not  born 
since  the  revolution.  Under  the  Tory  administration 
of  the  four  last  years  of  queen  Anne  (1/10 — 1/14) 
Mr  Edward  Gibbon  was  appointed  one  of  the  com- 
missioners of  the  customs ;  he  sat  at  that  board  with 
Prior  :  but  the  merchant  was  better  qualified  for  his 
station  than  the  poet,  since  lord  Bolingbroke  has 
been  heard  to  declare,  that  he  had  never  conversed 
with  a  man  who  more  clearly  understood  the  com- 
merce and  finances  of  England.  In  the  year  1/16  he 
M^as  elected  one  of  the  directors  of  the  South  Sea  com- 
pany ;  and  his  books  exhibited  the  proof  that,  before 
his  acceptance  of  this  fatal  office,  he  had  acquired 
an  independent  fortune  of  sixty  thousand  pounds. 

But  his  fortune  was  overwhelmed  in  the  shipwreck 
of  the  year  — 20,  and  the  labours  of  thirty  years 
were  blasted  in  a  single  day.  Of  the  use  or  abuse  of 
the  South  Sea  scheme,  of  the  guilt  or  innocence  of 
my  grandfather  and  his  brother  directors,  I  am  nei- 
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ther  a  competent  nor  a  disinterested  judge.  Yet  the 
equity  of  modern  times  must  condemn  the  violent  and 
arbitrary  proceedings  which  -would  have  disgraced 
the  cause  of  justice,  and  would  render  injustice  still 
more  odious.  No  sooner  had  the  nation  awakened 
from  its  golden  dream,  than  a  popular  and  even  a 
parliamentary  clamour  demanded  their  Anctims  :  but 
it  was  acknowledged  on  all  sides,  that  the  South  Sea 
directors,  however  guilty,  could  not  be  touched  by 
any  known  laws  of  the  land.  The  speech  of  lord 
Molesworth,  the  author  of  *  The  State  of  Denmark,' 
may  shew  the  temper,  or  rather  the  intemperance,  of 
the  house  of  commons.  *'  Extraordinary  crimes  (ex- 
claimed tliat  ardent  Whig)  call  aloud  for  extraordi- 
nary remedies.  The  Roman  lawgivers  had  not  fore- 
seen the  possible  existence  of  a  parricide ;  but  as 
soon  as  the  first  monster  appeared,  he  was  sown  in  a 
sack,  and  cast  headlong  into  the  river  ;  and  I  shall  be 
content  to  inflict  the  same  treatment  on  the  authors 
of  our  present  ruin."  His  motion  was  not  literally 
adopted ;  but  a  bill  of  pains  and  penalties  was  intro- 
duced, a  retro-active  statute,  to  punish  the  offences 
w^hich  did  not  exist  at  the  time  they  were  committed. 
Such  a  pernicious  violation  of  liberty  and  law  can  be  ex- 
cused only  by  the  most  imperious  necessity ;  nor  could 
it  be  defended  on  this  occasion  by  the  plea  of  impending 
danger  or  useful  example.  The  legislature  restrained 
the  persons  of  the  directors,  imposed  an  exorbitant 
secm-ity  for  their  appearance,  and  marked  their  cha- 
racters with  a  previous  note  of  ignominy :  they  were 
compelled  to  deliver,  upon  oath,  the  strict  value  of 
their  estates ;  and  were  disabled  from  making  any 
transfer  or  alienation  of  any  part  of  their  property. 
Against  a  bill  of  pains  and  penalties  it  is  the  common 
right  of  every  subject  to  be  heard  by  his  counsel  at 
the  bar :  they  prayed  to  be  heard ;  their  prayer  was 
refused ;  and  their  oppressors,  who  required  no  e\'i- 
dence,  would  hsten  to  no  defence.  It  had  been  at 
first  proposed  that  one-eighth  of  their  respective  estates 
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should  Ije  allowed  for  the  future  support  of  the  direc- 
tors ;  but  it  was  speciously  urged,  tliat  in  the  various 
sliades  of  opulence  and  guilt  such  an  unequal  propor- 
tion would  be  too  light  for  many,  and  for  some  might 
possibly  be  too  heavy.  The  character  and  conduct  of 
each  man  were  separately  weighed ;  but,  instead  of  the 
calm  solemnity  of  a  judicial  inquiry,  the  fortune  and 
honour  of  three  and  thirty  Englishmen  were  made  the 
topic  of  hasty  conversation,  the  sport  of  a  lawless  ma- 
jority;  and  the  basest  member  of  the  committee,  by  a 
malicious  word  or  a  silent  vote,  might  indulge  his  ge- 
neral spleen  or  personal  animosity.  Injury  was  aggra- 
vated by  insult,  and  insult  was  embittered  by  pleasantry. 
Allowances  of  twenty  pounds,  or  one  shilling,  were  fa- 
cetiously moved.  A  vague  report  that  a  director  had 
formerly  been  concerned  in  another  project,  by  which 
some  unknoA\'Ti  persons  had  lost  their  money,  was 
admitted  as  a  proof  of  his  actual  guilt.  One  man 
was  ruined  because  he  had  dropped  a  foolish  speech, 
that  his  horses  should  feed  u]ion  gold ;  another,  be- 
cause he  was  grown  so  proud,  that  one  day  at  the 
treasury  he  had  refused  a  civil  answer  to  persons 
much  above  him.  All  were  condemned,  absent  and 
unheard,  in  arbitrary  fines  and  forfeitures,  which 
swept  away  the  greatest  part  of  their  substance.  Such 
bold  oppression  can  scarcely  be  shielded  by  the  omni- 
potence of  parliament .  and  yet  it  may  be  seriously 
questioned,  whether  the  judges  of  the  South  Sea  di- 
rectors were  the  true  and  legal  representatives  of  their 
country.  The  first  parliament  of  George  the  first 
had  been  chosen  (1715)  for  three  years  :  the  term  had 
elapsed,  their  trust  was  expired ;  and  the  four  addi- 
tional years  (1/18 — 17-^)  during  which  they  conti- 
nued to  sit,  were  derived  not  from  the  people,  but 
from  themselves ;  from  the  strong  measure  of  the 
septennial  bill,  which  can  only  be  paralleled  by  Uscrar 
di  conslg-Uo  of  the  Venetian  history.  Yet  candour  will 
own  that  to  the  same  ])arliament  every  Englishman  is 
deeply  hidebted :  the  septennial  act,  so  vicious  in  its 
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origin,  lias  been  sanctioned  by  time,  experience,  and 
the  national  consent.  Its  first  operation  secured  the 
house  of  Hano^'er  on  the  throne,  and  its  permanent 
influence  maintains  the  peace  and  stability  of  govern- 
ment. As  often  as  a  repeal  has  been  moved  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  I  have  given  in  its  defence  a 
clear  and  consciencious  vote. 

My  grandfather  could  not  expect  to  be  treated  with 
more  lenity  than  his  companions.  His  Tory  principles 
and  connections  rendered  him  obnoxious  to  the  ruling 
powers :  his  name  is  reported  in  a  suspicious  secret ; 
and  his  well-known  abilities  could  not  plead  the  ex- 
cuse of  ignorance  or  error.  In  the  first  proceedings 
against  the  South  Sea  directors,  Mr  Gibbon  is  one  of 
the  few  who  were  taken  into  custody;  and,  in  the 
final  sentence,  the  measure  of  his  fine  proclaims  him 
eminently  giiilty.  The  total  estimate  which  he  deli- 
vered on  oath  to  the  House  of  Commons  amounted  to 
106,543/.  5^.  6r/.  exclusive  of  antecedent  settlements'^ 
Two  different  allowances  of  15  and  of  10,000/.  were 
moved  for  Mr  Gibbon ;  but,  on  the  question  being 
put,  it  was  carried  without  a  division  for  the  smaller 
sum.  On  these  ruins,  with  the  skill  and  credit  of 
which  parliament  had  not  been  able  to  despoil  him, 
my  grandfather  at  a  mature  age  erected  the  edifice  of 
a  new  fortune :  the  labours  of  sixteen  years  were 
amply  rewarded ;  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
the  second  structure  was  not  much  inferior  to  the 
first.  He  had  reahzed  a  very  considerable  property 
in  Sussex,  Hampshire,  Buckinghamshire,  and  the  New 
River  Company ;  and  had  acquired  a  spacious  house,* 
with  gardens  and  lands,  at  Putney  in  Surry,  where 
he  resided  in  decent  hospitality.  He  died  in  Decem- 
ber 1736,  at  the  age  of  seventy;  and  by  his  last  will, 
at  the  expense  of  Edward,  his  only  son,  (with  whose 
marriage  he  was  not  perfectly  reconciled,)   enriched 

«  Since  inhabited  by  Mr  Wood,  sir  John  Shelley,  the 
duke  of  Norfolk,  &c.     S. 
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his  two  daughters,  Catherine  and  Hester.  The 
former  became  the  wife  of  INJr  Edward  ElHston  ;  their 
daughter  and  heiress,  Catherine,  was  married  in  the 
year  1756,  to  Edward  Eliot,  esq.  (now  lord  Eiiot) 
of  Port  EUot  in  the  county  of  Cornwall;  and  their 
three  sons  are  my  nearest  male  relations  on  the 
father's  side.  A  life  of  devotion  and  celibacy  was  the 
choice  of  my  aunt,  IMrs  Hester  Gibbon,  who,  at  the 
age  of  eighty-five,  still  resides  in  a  hermitage  at  ClifFe 
in  Northamptonshire ;  having  long  sm'vived  her  spi- 
ritual guide  and  faithful  companion,  I\Jr  William  Law, 
who,  at  an  advanced  age,  about  the  year  1/61,  died  in 
her  house.  In  our  family  he  had  left  the  reputation  of 
a  worthy  and  pious  man,  who  believed  all  that  he  pro- 
fessed, and  practised  all  that  he  enjoined.  The  cha- 
racter of  a  non-juror,  which  he  maintained  to  the 
last,  is  a  sufficient  evidence  of  his  principles  in  church 
and  state;  and  the  sacrifice  of  interest  to  conscience 
will  be  always  respectable.  His  theological  writings, 
which  our  domestic  connection  has  tempted  me  to  pe- 
ruse, preserve  an  imperfect  sort  of  life,  and  I  can  pro- 
nounce with  more  confidence  and  knowledge  on  the 
merits  of  the  author.  His  last  compositions  are  darkly 
tinctured  by  the  incomprehensible  visions  of  Jacob 
Behmen ;  and  his  discourse  on  the  absolute  unlawful- 
ness of  stage-entertainments  is  sometimes  quoted  for 
a  ridiculous  intemperance  of  sentiment  and  language. 
— "The  actors  and  spectators  must  all  be  damned; 
the  playhouse  is  the  porch  of  Hell,  the  place  of  the 
Devil's  abode,  where  he  holds  his  filthy  court  of  evil 
spirits:  a  play  is  the  Devil's  triumph,  a  sacrifice  per- 
formed to  his  glory,  as  much  as  in  the  heathen  temples 
of  Bacchus  or  Venus,"  &c.  &c.  But  these  sallies  of 
religious  phrensy  must  not  extinguish  the  praise 
which  is  due  to  Air  ^^'illiam  Law  as  a  wit  and  and  a 
scholar.  His  argument  on  topics  of  less  absurdity  is 
specious  and  acute,  his  manner  is  lively,  his  style  for- 
cible and  clear;  and  iiad  not  his  vigorous  mind  been 
clouded  by  enthusiasm,  he  might  be  ranked  with  the 
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most  agreeable  and  ingenious  writers  of  the  times. 
While  the  Bangorian  controversy  was  a  fashionable 
theme,  he  entered  the  lists  on  the  subject  of  Christ's 
kingdom,  and  the  authority  of  the  priesthood  : 
against  the  plain  account  of  the  sacrament  of  the 
Lord's  Supper,  he  resumed  the  combat  with  bishop 
Hoadley,  the  object  of  Whig  idolatry  and  Tory  abhor- 
rence ;  and  at  every  weapon  of  attack  and  defence  the 
nonjuror,  on  the  ground  which  is  common  to  both, 
approves  himself  at  least  equal  to  the  prelate.  On  the 
appearance  of  the  *  Fable  of  the  Bees',  he  drew  his  pen 
against  the  licentious  doctrine  that  private  vices  are 
public  benefits ;  and  morality  as  well  as  religion  must 
join  in  his  applause.  INIr  Law's  master-Avork,  the 
'  Serious  Call',  is  still  read  as  a  popular  and  powerful 
book  of  devotion.  His  precepts  are  rigid, but  they  are 
founded  on  the  gospel :  his  satire  is  sharp,  but  it  is 
draNvn  from  the  knowledge  of  human  life ;  and  many 
of  his  portraits  are  not  unworthy  of  the  pen  of  La 
Bruyere,  If  he  finds  a  spark  of  piety  in  his  reader's 
mind,  he  will  soon  kindle  it  to  a  flame ;  and  a  philo- 
sopher must  allow  that  he  exposes,  with  equal  severity 
and  truth,  the  strange  contradiction  between  the  faith 
and  practice  of  the  Christian  world.  Under  the  names 
of  Flavia  and  Miranda  he  has  admirably  described  my 
two  aunts — the  Heathen  and  the  Christian  sister. 

My  father,  Edward  Gibbon,  was  born  in  October 
1707  :  at  the  age  of  thirteen  he  could  scarcely  feel  that 
he  was  disinherited  by  act  of  parliament ;  and,  as  he 
advanced  towards  manhood,  new  prospects  of  fortune 
opened  to  his  view.  A  parent  is  most  attentive  to 
supply  ill  his  children  the  deficiencies  of  which  he  is 
conscious  in  himself:  my  grandfather's  knowledge 
was  derived  from  a  strong  understanding,  and  the  ex- 
perience of  the  ways  of  men  ;  but  my  father  enjoyed 
the  benefits  of  a  liberal  education  as  a  scholar  and  a 
gentleman.  At  Westminster  school,  and  afterwards 
at  Emanuel  college  in  Cambridge,  he  passed  through 
a  regular  course  of  academical  discipline ;  and  the  cars 
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of  his  learning  and  morals  was  entrusted  to  his  pri- 
vate tutor,  the  same  Mr  William  Law.  But  the  mind 
of  a  saint  is  above  or  below  the  present  world;  and 
while  the  pupil  proceeded  on  his  travels,  the  tutor  re- 
mained at  Putney,  the  much-honoured  friend  and 
spiritual  director  of  the  whole  family.  My  father 
resided  some  time  at  Paris,  to  acquire  the  fashionable 
exercises ;  and  as  his  temper  was  warm  and  social,  he 
indulged  in  those  pleasures  for  which  the  strictness 
of  his  former  education  had  given  him  a  keener  relish. 
He  afterwards  visited  several  provinces  of  France;  but 
his  excursions  were  neither  long  nor  remote  ;  and  the 
slender  knowledge  which  he  had  gained  of  the  French 
language  was  gradually  obliterated.  His  passage 
through  Besancon  is  marked  by  a  singular  consequence 
in  the  chain  of  limuan  events.  In  a  dangerous  illness 
Mr  Gibbon  was  attended,  at  his  own  request,  by  one 
of  his  kinsmen  of  the  name  of  Acton,  the  younger 
brother  of  a  younger  brother,  who  had  applied  himself 
to  the  study  of  physic.  During  the  slow  recovery  of 
his  patient,  the  physician  himself  was  attacked  by  the 
malady  of  love :  he  married  his  mistress,  renounced 
liis  country  and  religion,  settled  at  Besanc^on,  and  be- 
came the  father  of  three  sons ;  the  eldest  of  whom, 
general  Acton,  is  conspicuous  in  Europe  as  the  prin- 
cipal minister  of  the  king  of  the  Two  Sicilies.  By  an 
uncle  whom  another  stroke  of  fortune  had  transplanted 
to  Leghorn,  he  was  educated  in  the  naval  service  of 
the  emperor ;  and  his  valour  and  conduct  in  the  com- 
mand of  the  Tuscan  frigates  protected  the  retreat  of 
the  Spaniards  from  Algiers.  On  my  father's  return  to 
England,  he  was  chosen,  in  the  general  election  of 
1734,  to  serve  in  parliament  for  the  borough  of  Pe- 
tersfield;  a  burgage  tenure,  of  which  my  grandfather 
possessed  a  weighty  share,  till  he  alienated  (I  know 
not  why)  such  important  property.  In  the  opposition 
to  sir  Robert  Walpole  and  the  Pelhams,  prejudice  and 
society  connected  his  son  with  the  Tories, — shall  I  say 
Jacobites — or,  as  they  were  pleased  to  style  them- 
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selves,  the  country  gentlemen  ?  With  tliem  he  gave 
many  a  vote ;  with  them  he  drank  many  a  bottle. 
Without  acquiring  the  fame  of  an  orator  or  a  states- 
man, he  eagerly  joined  in  the  great  opposition  which, 
after  a  seven  years'  chase,  hunted  down  sir  Robert 
Walpole  :  and  in  the  pursuit  of  an  unpopular  minister, 
he  gratified  a  private  revenge  against  the  oppressor  of 
his  family  m  the  South  Sea  persecution. 

I  was  born  at  Putney,  in  the  county  of  Surry,  the 
27th  of  April,  O.  S.  in  the  year  1/3/;  the  first  child 
of  the  marriage  of  Edward  Gibbon,  esq.  and  of  Judith 
Porten.*  My  lot  might  have  been  that  of  a  slave,  a 
savage,  or  a  peasant;  nor  can  I  reflect  without  plea- 
sure on  the  bounty  of  nature,  which  cast  my  birth  in 
a  free  and  civilized  country,  in  an  age  of  science  and 
philosophy,  in  a  family  of  honourable  rank,  and  de- 
cently endowed  with  the  gifts  of  fortune.  From  my 
birth  I  have  enjoyed  the  right  of  primogeniture ;  but 
I  was  succeeded  by  five  brothers  and  one  sister,  all  of 
whom  were  snatched  away  in  tlieu'  infancy.  My  five 
brothers,  whose  names  may  be  found  in  the  parish 
register  of  Putney,  I  shall  not  pretend  to  lament :  but 
from  my  childhood  to  the  present  hour  I  have  deeply 
and  sincerely  regretted  my  sister,  whose  life  was 
somewhat  prolonged,  and  whom  I  remember  to  have 
seen  an  amiable  infant.  The  relation  of  a  brother  and 
a  sister,  especially  if  they  do  not  marry,  appears  to  me 
of  a  very  singular  riaturte.  It  is  a  famihar  and  tender 
friendship  with  a  female  much  about  our  own  age ; 

*  The  union  to  which  I  owe  my  birth  was  a  marriage  of 
inclination  and  esteem.  Mr  James  Porten,  a  merchant  of 
London,  resided  with  his  family  at  Putney,  in  a  house  ad- 
joining to  the  bridge  and  church-yard,  where  I  have  passed 
many  happy  hours  of  my  childhood.  He  left  one  son  (the 
late  Hir  Stanier  Porten)  and  three  daughters;  Catherine, 
who  preserved  her  maiden  name,  and  of  whom  I  shall  here- 
after speak  ;  another  daughter  married  Mr  Barrel  of  Rich- 
mond, and  left  two  sons,  Edward  and  Robert:  the  youngest 
of  (he  three  sisters  was  Judith,  my  mother. 
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an  affection  perhaps  softened  by  the  secret  influence 
of  sex,  but  pure  from  any  mixture  of  sensual  desire ; 
the  sole  species  of  platonic  love  that  can  be  indulged 
with  truth  and  witliout  danger. 

At  the  general  election  of  1/41,  Mr  Gibbon  and  Mr 
Delm^  stood  an  expensive  and  successful  contest  at 
Southampton,  ag;ainst  Mr  Dummer  and  Mr  Henly, 
afterwards  lord  chancellor  and  earl  of  Northington. 
The  Whig  candidates  had  a  majority  of  the  resident 
voters ;  but  the  corporation  was  firm  in  the  Tory  in- 
terest: a  sudden  creation  of  1/0  new  freemen  turned 
the  scale ;  and  a  supply  was  readily  obtained  of 
respectable  volunteers,  who  flocked  from  all  parts  of 
England  to  support  the  cause  of  their  political  friends. 
The  new  parliament  opened  with  the  victory  of  an 
opposition  which  was  fortified  by  strong  clamour  and 
strange  coalitions.  From  the  event  of  the  first  divi- 
sions, sir  Robert  Walpole  perceived  that  he  could  no 
longer  lead  a  majority  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
prudently  resigned  (after  a  dominion  of  one  and  twenty 
years)  the  guidance  of  the  state  ( 1 742) .  But  the  fall 
of  an  unpopular  mmisterwasnot  succeeded,  according 
to  general  expectation,  by  a  millennium  of  happiness 
and  virtue :  some  comtiers  lost  their  places,  some  pa- 
triots lost  their  characters;  lord  Orford's  offences 
vanished  with  his  power  j  and  after  a  short  vibration, 
the  Pelham  government  was  fixed  on  the  old  basis  of 
the  Whig  aristocracy.  In  the  year  1/45  the  throne 
and  the  constitution  were  attacked  by  a  rebellion, 
which  does  not  reflect  much  honour  on  the  national 
spirit:  since  the  English  friends  of  the  Pretender 
wanted  courage  to  join  his  standard,  and  his  enemies 
(the  bulk  of  the  people)  allowed  him  to  advance  into 
the  heart  of  the  kingdom.  Without  daring,  perhaps 
without  desiring,  to  aid  the  rebels,  my  father  inva- 
riably adhered  to  the  Tory  opposition.  In  the  most 
critical  season  he  accepted,  for  the  service  of  the 
party,  the  office  of  alderman  in  the  city  of  London,' 
but  the  duties  were  so  repugnant  to  his  inchnation 
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and  habits,  that  he  resigned  his  gown  at  the  end  of  a 
few  months.  The  second  parUament  in  which  he  sat 
was  prematurely  dissolved  (1747:)  and  as  he  was  un- 
able or  unwilling  to  maintain  a  second  contest  for 
Southampton,  the  life  of  the  senator  expired  in  that 
dissolution. 

The  death  of  a  new-born  child  before  that  of  its 
parents  may  seem  an  unnatural,  but  it  is  strictly  a 
probable  event :  since  of  any  given  number  the  greater 
part  are  extinguished  before  their  ninth  year,  before 
they  possess  the  faculties  of  the  mind  or  body.  With- 
out accusing  the  profuse  waste  or  imperfect  workman- 
ship of  nature,  I  shall  only  observe,  that  this  unfa- 
vourable chance  was  multiplied  agahist  my  infant 
e.vistence.  So  feeble  was  my  constitution,  so  preca- 
rious my  life,  that  in  the  baptism  of  my  brothers 
my  father's  prudence  successively  repeated  my  chris- 
tian name  of  Edward,  that,  in  case  of  the  departure 
of  the  eldest  son,  tiiis  patronymic  appellation  might 
be  still  perpetuated  in  the  family. 

Uno  avulso  non  deficit  alter. 

To  preserve  and  to  rear  so  frail  a  being,  the  most 
tender  assiduity  was  scarcely  sufficient ;  and  my  mo- 
ther's attention  was  somewhat  diverted  by  her  frequent 
pregnancies,  by  an  exclusive  passion  for  her  husband, 
and  by  the  dissipation  of  the  world,  in  which  his  taste 
and  authority  obhged  her  to  mingle.  But  the  maternal 
office  was  supplied  by  my  aunt,  iVIrs  Catherine  Porten ; 
at  whose  name  I  feel  a  tear  of  gratitude  trickling  down 
my  cheek.  A  life  of  celibacy  transferred  her  vacant 
affection  to  her  sister's  first  child ;  my  weakness  ex- 
cited her  pity ;  her  attachment  was  fortified  by  labour 
and  success  ;  and  if  there  be  any,  as  I  trust  there  are 
some,  who  rejoice  that  I  live,  to  that  dear  and  excel- 
lent woman  they  must  hold  themselves  indebted. 
Many  anxious  and  solitary  days  did  she  consume  in 
the  patient  trial  of  every  m.ode  of  relief  and  amuse- 
ment.    Many  wakeful  nights  did  she  sit  by  my  bed- 
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:jide  in  trembling  expectation  that  each  hour  would  be 
my  last.  Of  the  various  and  frequent  disorders  of  my 
childhood  my  own  recollection  is  dark,  nor  do  I  wish 
to  expatiate  on  so  disgusting  a  topic.  Suffice  it  to 
say,  that  while  every  practitioner,  from  Sloan e  and 
Ward  to  the  chevalier  Taylor,  was  successively  sum- 
moned to  torture  or  relieve  me,  the  care  of  my  mind 
was  too  frequently  neglected  for  that  of  my  health; 
compassion  always  suggested  an  excuse  for  the  indul- 
gence of  the  master  or  the  idleness  of  the  pupil;  and 
the  chain  of  my  education  was  broken  as  often  as  I 
was  recalled  from  the  school  of  learning  to  the  bed  of 
sickness. 

As  soon  as  the  use  of  speech  had  prepared  my  in- 
fant reason  for  the  admission  of  knowledge,  I  was 
taught  the  arts  of  reading,  -writing,  and  arithmetic. 
So  remote  is  the  date,  so  vague  is  the  memory,  of  their 
origin  in  myself,  that,  were  not  the  error  corrected  by 
analogy,  I  should  be  tempted  to  conceive  them  as 
innate.  In  my  childhood  1  was  praised  for  the  rea- 
diness with  which  I  could  multiply  and  divide,  by 
memory  alone,  two  sums  of  several  figures :  such 
praise  encouraged  my  growing  talent ;  and  had  I 
persevered  in  this  line  of  application,  I  might  have 
acquired  some  fame  in  mathematical  studies. 

After  this  previous  instruction  at  home,  or  at  a  day- 
school  at  Putney,  I  was  delivered  at  the  age  of  seven 
into  the  hands  of  Mr  Jolui  Kirby,  who  exercised 
about  eighteen  months  the  otlice  of  my  domestic  tutor. 
His  own  words,  which  I  shall  here  transcribe,  ins]iire 
in  his  favour  a  sentiment  of  pity  and  esteem. — "  Du- 
ring my  abode  in  my  native  county  of  Cumberland, 
in  quality  of  an  indigent  curate,  I  used  now  and  then 
in  a  summer,  when  the  pleasantness  of  the  season 
invited,  to  take  a  solitary  walk  to  tlie  sea-shore, 
which  lies  about  two  miles  from  the  town  where  I 
lived.  Here  I  would  amuse  myself,  one  while  in 
viewnig  at  large  the  agreeable  prospect  which  sur- 
rounded me,  and  another  while,  confining  my  sight  to 
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nearer  objects,  in  admiring  the  vast  variety  of  beau- 
tiful shells  thrown  upon  the  beach;  some  of  the 
choicest  of  which  I  always  picked  up,  to  divert  my 
little  ones  upon  my  return.  One  time  amonf?  the 
rest,  taking  such  a  journey  in  my  head,  I  sat  down 
upon  the  declivity  of  the  beach  with  my  face  to  the 
sea,  v/hich  was  now  come  up  within  a  few  yards  of 
my  feet;  when  immediately  the  sad  thoughts  of  the 
wretched  condition  of  my  family,  and  the  un success- 
fulness  of  all  endeavours  to  amend  it,  came  crowding 
into  my  mind,  which  drove  me  into  a  deep  melan- 
choly, and  ever  and  anon  forced  tears  from  my  eyes." 
Distress  at  last  forced  him  to  leave  the  country.  His 
learning  and  virtue  introduced  him  to  my  father; 
and  at  Putney  he  might  have  found  at  least  a  tempo- 
rary shelter,  had  not  an  act  of  indiscretion  again 
driven  him  into  the  world.  One  day  reading  prayers 
in  the  parish  church,  he  most  unluckily  forgot  the 
name  of  king  George ;  his  patron,  a  loyal  subject, 
dismissed  him  with  some  reluctance,  and  a  decent 
reward ;  and  how  the  poor  man  ended  his  days  I  have 
never  been  able  to  learn.  Mr  John  Kirkby  is  the 
author  of  two  small  volumes  ;  the  Life  of  Automathes 
(London,  17-15,)  and  an  English  and  Latin  Grammar 
(London,  1/46;)  which,  as  a  testimony  of  gratitude, 
he  dedicated  (November  5,  17-15)  to  my  father.  The 
books  are  before  me  ;  from  them  the  pupil  may  judge 
the  preceptor;  and,  upon  the  whole,  his  judgment 
will  not  be  unfavourable.  The  grammar  is  executed 
with  accuracy  and  skill,  and  I  know  not  whether  any 
better  existed  at  the  time  in  our  language ;  but  the 
life  of  Automathes  aspires  to  the  honours  of  a  philoso- 
phical fiction.  It  is  the  story  of  a  youth,  the  son  of  a. 
shipwrecked  exile,  who  lives  alone  on  a  desert  island 
from  infancy  to  the  age  of  manhood.  A  hind  is  his 
nurse ;  he  inherits  a  cottage,  with  many  useful  and 
curious  instruments  ;  some  ideas  remain  of  the  educa- 
tion of  his  two  first  years ;  some  arts  ai'e  borrowed 
from  the  beavers  of  a  neighbouring  lake;  some  truths 
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are  revealed  in  supernatural  visions.  With  these  helps, 
and  his  own  industry,  Automathes  becomes  a  self- 
taught  though  speechless  philosopher,  who  had  inves- 
tigated with  success  his  0's\ti  mind,  the  natural  world, 
the  abstract  sciences,  and  the  great  principles  of  mora- 
lity and  religion.  The  author  is  not  entitled  to  the 
merit  of  invention,  since  he  has  blended  the  English 
story  of  Robinson  Crusoe  with  the  Arabian  romance 
of  Hai  Ebu  Yokhdan,  which  he  might  have  read  in 
the  Latin  version  of  Pocock.  Jn  the  Automathes  I 
cannot  praise  either  the  depth  of  thought  or  elegance 
of  style ;  but  the  book  is  not  devoid  of  entertainment 
or  instruction  ;  and  among  several  interesting  passages 
I  would  select  the  discovery  of  fire,  which  produces 
by  accidental  mischief  the  discovery  of  conscience.  A 
man  who  had  thought  so  much  on  the  subjects  of 
language  and  education  was  surely  no  ordinary  pre- 
ceptor; my  childish  years,  and  his  hasty  departure, 
prevented  me  from  enjoying  the  full  benefit  of  his 
lessons ;  but  they  enlarged  my  knowledge  of  arith- 
metic, and  left  me  a  clear  impression  of  the  English 
and  Latin  rudiments. 

In  my  ninth  year,  (January  1746,)  in  a  lucid  interval 
of  comparative  health,  my  father  adopted  the  conve- 
nient and  customary  mode  of  English  education  ;  and 
I  was  sent  to  Kingston-upon-Tliames,  to  a  school  of 
about  seventy  boys,  which  was  kept  by  Dr  Wooddeson 
and  his  assistants.  Every  time  I  have  since  passed 
over  Putney  common,  I  have  always  noticed  the  spot 
where  my  mother,  as  we  drove  along  in  the  coach, 
admonished  me  that  I  was  now  going  into  the  world, 
and  must  learn  to  think  and  act  for  myself.  The  ex- 
pression may  appear  ludicrous,  yet  there  is  not  in  the 
course  of  life  a  more  remarkable  change  than  the 
removal  of  a  child  from  the  luxury  and  freedom  of  a 
wealthy  house  to  the  frugal  diet  and  strict  subordina- 
tion of  a  school ;  from  the  tenderness  of  parents,  and 
obsequiousness  of  servants,  to  the  rude  familiarity  of 
his  equals,  the  insolent  tyranny  of  his  seniors,  and  the 
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rod  perhaps  of  a  cruel  and  capricious  pedagogue.  Such 
hardships  may  steel  the  mind  and  body  against  the  in- 
"uries  of  fortune  ;  but  my  timid  reserve  was  astonished 
y  the  crowd  and  tumult  of  the  school;  'the  want  of 
strength  and  activity  disqualified  me  for  the  sports  of 
play-field  ;  nor  have  I  forgotten  how  often  in  the  year 
forty-six  I  was  reviled  and  hufteted  for  the  sins  of  my 
Tory  ancestors.  By  the  common  methods  of  discipline, 
at  the  expense  of  many  tears  and  some  blood,  I  pur- 
chased the  knowledge  of  the  Latin  syntax :  and  not 
long  since  I  was  possessed  of  the  dirty  volumes  of 
Phaedrus  and  Cornelius  Nepos,  which  I  painfully  con- 
strued and  darkly  understood.  Tiie  choice  of  these 
authors  is  not  injudicious.  The  lireji  of  Cornelius 
Nepos,  the  friend  of  Atticus  and  Cicero,  are  composed 
in  the  style  of  the  purest  age  ;  his  simplicity  is  elegant, 
his  brevity  copious ;  he  exhibits  a  series  of  men  and 
manners  ;  and  with  such  illustrations  as  every  pedant 
is  not  indeed  qualified  to  give,  this  classic  biographer 
may  initiate  a  young  student  in  the  history  of  Greece 
and  Rome.  The  use  of  fables  or  apologues  has  been 
approved  in  every  age  from  ancient  India  to  modern 
Europe.  They  convey  in  familiar  images  the  truths  of 
morality  and  prudence  ;  and  the  most  childish  under- 
standing (I  advert  to  the  scruples  of  Rousseau)  will 
not  suppose  either  that  beasts  do  speak,  or  that  men 
mat/  lie.  A  fable  represents  the  genuine  characters  of 
animals;  and  a  skilful  master  might  extract  from 
Pliny  and  BufFon  some  pleasing  lessons  of  natural 
history,  a  science  well  adapted  to  the  taste  and  capacity 
of  children.  The  latinity  of  Phsedrus  is  not  exempt 
from  an  alloy  of  the  silver  age  ;  but  his  manner  is 
concise,  terse,  and  sententious  :  the  Thracian  slave 
discreetly  breathes  the  spirit  of  a  freeman  ;  and  when 
the  text  is  sound,  the  style  is  perspicuous.  But  his 
fables,  after  a  long  oblivion,  were  first  published  by 
Peter  Pithou,  from  a  corrupt  manuscript.  The  labours 
of  fifty  editors  confess  the  defects  of  the  copy,  as  well 
as  the  value  of  the  original ;  and  the  school-boy  may 
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have  been  whipt  for  misapprehending  a  passage  which 
Bentley  could  not  restore,  and  which  Burman  could 
not  explain. 

My  studies  were  too  frequently  interrupted  by  sick- 
ness ;  and  after  a  real  or  nominal  residence  at  Kingston 
school  for  near  two  years,  I  was  finally  recalled  (De- 
cember 1747)  by  my  mother's  death,  which  was 
occasioned,  in  her  thirty-eighth  year,  by  the  conse- 
quences of  her  last  labour.  I  was  too  young  to  feel  the 
importance  of  my  loss ;  and  the  image  of  her  person 
and  conversation  is  faintly  imprinted  in  my  memory. 
The  affectionate  heart  of  my  aunt,  Catherine  Porten, 
bewailed  a  sister  and  a  friend  ;  but  my  poor  father  was 
inconsolable,  and  the  transport  of  grief  seemed  to 
threaten  his  life  or  his  reason.  I  can  never  forget  the 
scene  of  our  first  interview  some  weeks  after  the  fatal 
event ;  the  awful  silence,  the  room  hung  with  black, 
the  mid-day  tapers  ;  his  sighs  and  tears  ;  his  praises  of 
my  mother,  a  saint  in  heaven  ;  his  solemn  adjuration 
that  I  would  cherish  her  memory  and  imitate  her  vir- 
tues ;  and  the  fervour  with  which  he  kissed  and  blessed 
me  as  the  sole  surviving  pledge  of  their  loves.  The 
storm  of  passion  insensibly  subsided  into  calmer  me- 
lancholy. At  a  convivial  meeting  of  his  friends,  Mr 
Gibbon  might  affect  or  enjoy  a  gleam  of  cheerfulness  ; 
but  his  plan  of  happiness  was  for  ever  destroyed  :  and 
after  the  loss  of  his  companion,  he  was  left  alone  in  a 
world,  of  which  the  business  and  pleasures  were  to 
him  irksome  or  insipid.  After  some  unsuccessful  trials, 
he  renounced  the  tumult  of  London  and  the  hospitality 
of  Putney,  and  buried  himself  in  the  rural,  or  rather 
rustic,  solitude  of  Buriton  ;  from  which,  during  several 
years,  he  seldom  emerged. 

As  far  back  as  I  can  remember,  the  house,  near 
Putney-bridge  and  the  church-yard,  of  my  maternal 
grandfather,  appears  in  the  light  of  my  proper  and 
native  home.  Jt  was  there  that  I  was  allowed  to 
spend  the  greatest  part  of  my  time,  in  sickness  or  in 
health,  during  my  school  vacations  and  my  parents' 
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residence  in  London,  and  finally,  after  my  mother's 
death.  Three  months  after  that  event,  in  the  spring 
of  17-48,  the  commercial  ruin  of  her  father,  Mr  James 
Porten,  was  accomplished  and  declared.  As  his  effects 
were  not  sold,  nor  the  house  evacuated  till  the  Christ- 
mas following,  I  enjoyed  during  the  whole  year  the 
society  of  my  aunt,  without  much  consciousness  of  her 
impending  fate.  I  feel  a  melancholy  pleasure  in  re- 
peating my  obligations  to  that  excellent  woman,  Mrs 
Catherine  Porten,  the  true  mother  of  my  mind  as  well 
as  of  my  health.  Her  natural  good  sense  was  improved 
by  the  perusal  of  the  best  books  in  the  English  lan- 
guage ;  and  if  her  reason  was  sometimes  clouded  by 
prejudice,  her  sentiments  were  never  disguised  by 
hypocrisy  or  affectation.  Her  indulgent  tenderness, 
the  frankness  of  her  temper,  and  my  innate  rising 
curiosity,  soon  removed  all  distance  between  us ;  like 
friends  of  an  equal  age,  we  freely  conversed  on  every 
topic,  familiar  or  abstruse  ;  and  it  was  her  delight  and 
reward  to  observe  the  first  shoots  of  my  young  ideas. 
Pain  and  languor  were  often  soothed  by  the  voice  of 
instruction  and  amusement ;  and  to  her  kind  lessons  I 
ascribe  my  early  and  invincible  love  of  reading,  which 
I  would  not  exchange  for  the  treasures  of  India.  I 
should  perhaps  be  astonished,  were  it  possible  to 
ascertain  the  date  at  which  a  favourite  tale  was  en- 
graved by  frequent  repetition  in  my  memory  ; — the 
Cavern  of  the  Winds ;  the  Palace  of  Felicity ;  and 
the  fatal  moment,  at  the  end  of  three  months  or  cen- 
turies, when  Prince  Adolphus  is  overtaken  by  Time, 
:vho  had  worn  out  so  many  pair  of  wings  in  the 
pursuit.  Before  1  left  Kingston  school  I  was  well 
acquainted  with  Pope's  Homer,  and  the  Arabian 
Night's  Entertainments,  two  books  which  will  always 
please  by  the  moving  picture  of  human  maimers  and 
specious  miracles  :  nor  was  I  then  capable  of  discern- 
ing that  Pope's  translation  is  a  portrait  endowed  with 
every  merit  excepting  that  of  likeness  to  the  original. 
The  verses  of  Pope  accustomed  my  ear  to  the  sound 
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of  poetic  harmony :  in  the  death  of  Hector,  and  ths 
shipwreck  of  Ulysses,  I  tasted  the  new  emotions  of 
terror  and  pity ;  and  seriously  disputed  with  my  aunt 
on  the  vices  and  virtues  of  the  heroes  of  the  Trojan 
war.  From  Pope's  Homer  to  Dryden's  Virgil  was  an 
easy  transition ;  but  I  know  not  how,  from  some  fault 
in  the  author,  the  translator,  or  the  reader,  the  pious 
iEneas  did  not  so  forcibly  seize  on  my  imagination ; 
and  I  derived  more  pleasure  from  Ovid's  Metamor- 
phoses, especially  in  the  fall  of  Phaeton,  and  the 
speeches  of  Ajax  and  Ulysses.  My  grandfather's  flight 
unlocked  the  door  of  a  tolerable  library ;  and  I  turned 
over  many  English  pages  of  poetry  and  romance,  of 
history  and  travels.  Where  a  title  attracted  my  eye, 
without  fear  or  awe,  I  snatched  the  volume  from  the 
shelf;  and  J\Jrs  Porten,  who  indulged  herself  in  moral 
and  religious  speculations,  was  more  prone  to  en- 
courage than  to  check  a  curiosity  above  the  strength 
of  a  boy.  This  year  (1748)  the  twelfth  of  my  age,  I 
shall  note  as  the  most  propitious  to  the  growth  of  my 
intellectual  stature. 

The  relics  of  my  grandfather's  fortune  afforded  a 
bare  annuity  for  his  own  maintenance ;  and  his 
daughter,  my  worthy  aunt,  who  had  already  passed 
her  fortieth  year,  was  left  destitute.  Her  noble  spirit 
scorned  a  life  of  obligation  and  dependance ;  and  after 
revolving  several  schemes,  she  preferred  the  humble 
industry  of  keeping  a  boai'ding-house  for  Westminster 
school,*  where  she  laboriously  earned  a  competence 
for  her  old  age.  This  singular  opportunity  of  blending 
the  advantages  of  private  and  public  education  decided 
my  father.  After  the  Christmas  hohdays,  in  January 
1749,  I  accompanied  Mrs  Porten  to  her  new  house  in 
College  street,    and  was   unmediately  entered  in  the 

*  It  is  said  in  the  family,  that  she  was  principally  induced 
to  this  undertaking  by  her  affection  for  her  nephew,  whose 
weak  constitution  required  her  constant  and  unremitteMi 
attention.     S. 
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school,  of  which  Dr  John  Nicoll  was  at  that  time  head 
master.  At  first  I  was  alone  ;  but  my  aunt's  resolution 
was  praised,  her  character  was  esteemed,  her  friends 
were  numerous  and  active.  In  the  course  of  some 
years  she  became  the  mother  of  forty  or  fifty  boys,  for 
the  most  part  of  family  and  fortune ;  and  as  her 
primitive  habitation  was  too  narrow,  she  built  and 
occupied  a  spacious  m.ansion  in  Dean's  yard.  1  shall 
always  be  ready  to  join  in  the  common  opinion,  that 
our  public  schools,  which  have  produced  so  many 
eminent  characters,  are  the  best  adapted  to  the  genius 
and  constitution  of  the  English  people.  A  boy  of 
spirit  may  acquire  a  previous  and  practical  experience 
of  the  world ;  and  his  playfellows  may  be  the  future 
friends  of  his  heart  or  his  interest.  In  a  free  inter- 
course with  his  equals,  the  habits  of  truth,  fortitude, 
and  prudence,  will  insensibly  be  matured.  Birth  and 
riches  are  measured  by  the  standard  of  personal 
merit ;  and  the  mimic  scene  of  a  rebellion  has  dis- 
played, in  their  true  colours,  the  ministers  and  patriots 
of  the  rising  generation.  Our  seminaries  of  learning 
do  not  exactly  correspond  with  the  precept  of  a  Spar- 
tan king,  *'  that  the  child  should  be  instructed  in  the 
arts  which  will  be  useful  to  the  man  ;"  since  a  finished 
scholar  may  emerge  from  the  head  of  Westminster  or 
Eton,  in  total  ignorance  of  the  business  and  conversa- 
tion of  English  gentlemen  in  the  latter  end  of  the 
eighteenth  century.  But  these  schools  may  assume 
the  merit  of  teaching  all  that  they  pretend  to  teach, 
the  Latin  and  Greek  languages  :  they  deposit  in  the 
hands  of  a  disciple  the  keys  of  two  valuable  chests  ; 
nor  can  he  complain,  if  they  are  afterwards  lost  or 
neglected  by  his  own  fault.  The  necessity  of  leading 
in  equal  ranks  so  many  unequal  powers  of  capacity 
and  application,  will  prolong  to  eight  or  ten  years  the 
juvenile  studies  which  might  be  dispatched  in  half 
that  time  by  the  skilful  master  of  a  single  pupil.  Yet 
even  the  repetition  of  exercise  and  discipline  contri- 
butes to  fix  in  a  vacant  m^ind  the  verbal  science  of 

0   2 
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grammar  and  prosody :  and  the  private  or  voluntary 
student,  who  possesses  the  sense  and  spirit  of  the 
classics,  may  onend  by  a  false  quantity  the  scrupulous 
ear  of  a  well-flogged  critic.  For  myself,  I  must  be  con- 
tent with  a  very  small  share  of  the  civil  and  literary 
fruits  of  a  public  school.  In  the  space  of  two  years, 
(1/49,  1/50)  interrupted  by  danger  and  debihty,  I 
painfully  climbed  into  the  third  form ;  and  my  riper 
age  was  left  to  acquire  the  beauties  of  the  Latin,  and 
the  rudiments  of  the  Greek  tongue.  Instead  of  auda- 
ciously mingling  in  the  sports,  the  quarrels,  and  the 
connections,  of  our  little  world,  I  was  still  cherished  at 
home  under  the  maternal  wing  of  my  aunt ;  and  my 
removal  from  Westminster  long  preceded  the  approach 
of  manhood. 

The  violence  and  variety  of  my  complaints,  which 
had  excused  my  frequent  absence  from  Westminster 
school,  at  length  engaged  Mrs  Porten,  with  the 
advice  of  physicians,  to  conduct  me  to  Bath :  at 
the  end  of  the  Michaelmas  vacation  (1750)  she 
quitted  me  with  reluctance,  tmd  I  remained  several 
months  under  the  care  of  a  trusty  maid-servant.  A 
strange  nervous  afiection,  which  alternately  con- 
tracted my  legs,  and  produced,  without  any  visible 
symptoms,  the  most  excruciating  pain,  was  ineffec- 
tually opposed  by  the  various  methods  of  bathing  and 
pumping.  From  Bath  I  was  transported  to  Win- 
chester, to  the  house  of  a  physician ;  and  after  the 
failure  of  his  medical  skill,  we  had  again  recourse  to 
the  virtues  of  the  Bath  waters.  During  the  intervals 
of  these  fits  I  moved  with  my  father  to  Buriton  and 
Putney  ;  and  a  short  unsuccessful  trial  was  attempted 
to  renew  my  attendance  at  Westminster  school.  But 
my  infirmities  could  not  be  reconciled  with  the  hours 
and  discipline  of  a  public  seminary ;  and  instead  of  a 
domestic  tutor,  who  might  have  watched  the  favour- 
able moments,  and  gently  advanced  the  progress  of 
my  leai'ning,  my  father  was  too  easily  content  with 
such  occasional  teachers  as  the  different  places  of  my 
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residence  could  supply,  I  was  never  forced,  and 
seldom  was  I  persuaded,  to  admit  these  lessons  :  yet 
I  read  with  a  clergyman  at  Bath  some  odes  of  Horace, 
and  several  episodes  of  Virgil,  which  gave  me  an  im- 
perfect and  transient  enjoyment  of  the  Latin  poets.  It 
might  now  be  apprehended  that  I  should  continue  for 
life  an  illiterate  cripple  ;  but,  as  I  approached  my 
sixteenth  year,  nature  displayed  in  my  favour  her 
mysterious  energies  :  my  constitution  was  fortified  and 
fixed ;  and  my  disorders,  instead  of  growing  with  my 
growth,  and  strengthening  with  my  strength,  most 
wonderfully  vanished.  I  have  never  possessed  or 
abused  the  insolence  of  health :  but  since  that  time 
few  persons  have  been  more  exempt  from  real  or 
imaginary  ills ;  and,  till  I  am  admonished  by  the  gout, 
the  reader  will  no  more  be  troubled  with  the  history 
of  my  bodily  complaints.  IVIy  unexpected  recovery 
again  encouraged  the  hope  of  my  education  ;  and  I 
was  placed  at  Eslier,  in  Surrey,  in  the  house  of  the 
reverend  Mr  Philip  Francis,  in  a  pleasant  spot  which 
promised  to  unite  the  various  benefits  of  air,  ex- 
ercise, and  study  (January  1752).  The  translator 
of  Horace  might  have  taught  me  to  relish  the  Latin 
poets,  had  not  my  friends  discovered,  in  a  few  weeks, 
that  he  preferred  the  pleasures  of  London  to  the  in- 
struction of  his  pupils.  My  father's  perplexity  at  this 
time,  rather  than  his  prudence,  was  urged  to  embrace 
a  singular  and  desperate  measure.  AVithout  prepara- 
tion or  delay  he  carried  me  to  Oxford;  and'  I  was 
matriculated  in  the  university  as  a  gentleman  com- 
moner of  Magdalen  college,  before  I  had  accomplished 
the  fifteenth  year  of  my  age  (April  3,  1752.) 

The  curiosity  which  had  been  implanted  in  my 
infant  mind,  was  still  alive  and  active ;  but  my  reason 
was  not  sufficiently  informed  to  understand  the  value, 
or  to  lament  the  loss,  of  three  precious  years  from  my 
entrance  at  Westminster  to  my  admission  at  Oxford. 
Instead  of  repining  at  my  long  and  frequent  confine- 
ment to  the  chamber  or  the  couch,  I  secretly  rejoiced 
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in  those  infirmities  which  dehvered  me  from  the 
exercises  of  the  school  and  the  society  of  ray  equals. 
As  often  as  I  was  tolerably  exempt  from  danger  and 
pain,  reading,  free  desultory  reading,  was  the  employ- 
ment and  comfort  of  my  solitary  hours.  At  West- 
minster my  aunt  sought  only  to  amuse  and  indulge 
me ;  in  my  stations  at  Bath  and  Winchester,  at 
Buriton  and  Putney,  a  false  compassion  respected  my 
sufferings;  and  I  was  allowed,  without  control  or 
advice,  to  gratify  the  wanderings  of  an  unripe  taste. 
My  indiscriminate  appetite  subsided  by  degrees  in  the 
historic  hue :  and  since  philosophy  has  exploded  all 
innate  ideas  and  natural  propensities,  I  must  ascribe 
this  choice  to  the  assiduous  perusal  of  the  Universal 
History,  as  the  octavo  volumes  successively  appeared. 
This  unequal  work,  and  a  treatise  of  Hearne,  the 
*  Ductor  Historicus,'  referred  and  introduced  me  to  the 
Greek  and  Roman  historians,  to  as  many  at  least  as 
were  accessible  to  an  English  reader.  All  that  I 
could  find  were  greedily  devoured.,  from  Littlebury's 
lame  Herodotus,  and  Spelman's  valuable  Xenophon, 
to  the  pompous  folios  of  Gordon's  Tacitus,  and  a 
ragged  Procopius  of  the  beginning  of  the  last  century. 
The  cheap  acquisition  of  so  much  knowledge  con- 
firmed my  dislike  to  the  study  of  languages  ;  and  I 
argued  with  Mrs  Porten,  that  were  I  master  of  Greek 
and  Latin,  I  must  interpret  to  myself  in  English  the 
thoughts  of  the  original,  and  that  such  extemporary 
versions  must  be  inferior  to  the  elaborate  translations 
of  professed  scholars;  a  silly  sophism,  which  could 
not  easily  be  confuted  by  a  person  ignorant  of  any 
other  language  than  her  own.  From  the  ancient  I 
leaped  to  the  modern  world :  many  crude  lumps  of 
Speed,  Rapin,  Mezeray,  Davila,  Alachiavel,  father 
Paul,  Bower,  &c.,  I  devoured  like  so  many  novels  ; 
and  I  swallowed  with  the  same  voracious  appetite  the 
descriptions  of  Fndia  and  China,  of  Mexico  and  Peru. 
My  first  introduction  to  the  historic  scenes  which 
liave  since  engaged  so  many  years  of  my  hfe,  must  be 
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ascribed  to  an  accident.  In  the  summer  of  1751  I 
accompanied  my  father  on  a  visit  to  Mr  Hoare's  in 
Wiltshire;  but  I  was  less  delighted  with  the  beauties 
of  Stourhead  than  with  discovering  in  the  library  a 
common  book,  the  Continuation  of  Echard's  Roman 
History,  which  is  indeed  executed  wnth  more  skill  and 
taste  than  the  previous  work.  To  me  the  reigns  of 
the  successors  of  Constantine  were  absolutely  new ; 
and  I  was  immersed  in  the  passage  of  the  Goths  over 
the  Danube,  when  the  summons  of  the  dinner-bell 
reluctantly  dragged  me  from  my  intellectual  feast. 
This  transient  glance  served  rather  to  irritate  than  to 
appease  my  curiosity ;  and  as  soon  as  I  returned  to 
Bath,  I  procured  the  second  and  third  volumes  of 
Howel's  History  of  the  \Vorld,  which  exhibit  the 
Byzantine  period  on  a  larger  scale.  Mahomet  and  his 
Saracens  soon  fixed  my  attention ;  and  some  instinct 
of  criticism  directed  me  to  the  genuine  sources.  Simon 
Ockley,  an  original  in  every  sense,  first  opened  my 
eyes  ;  and  I  was  led  from  one  book  to  another  till  I 
had  ranged  round  the  circle  of  Oriental  history.  Be- 
fore I  was  sixteen,  I  had  exhausted  all  that  could  be 
learned  in  English  of  the  Arabs  and  Persians,  the 
Tartars  and  Turks;  and  the  same  ardour  urged  me  to 
guess  at  the  French  of  D'Herbelot,  and  to  construe 
the  barbarous  Latin  of  Pocock's  Abulfaragius.  Such 
vague  and  multifarious  reading  could  not  teach  me  to 
think,  to  write,  or  to  act ;  and  tlie  only  principle  that 
darted  a  ray  of  light  hito  the  indigested  chaos,  was 
an  early  and  rational  application  to  the  order  of  time 
and  place.  The  maps  of  Cellarius  and  Wells  im- 
printed in  my  mind  the  picture  of  ancient  geography: 
from  Stranchius  I  imbibed  the  elements  of  chrono- 
logy; the  Tables  of  Helvicus  and  Anderson,  the 
Annals  of  Usher  and  Prideaux,  distinguished  the  con- 
nection of  events,  and  engraved  the  multitude  of 
names  and  dates  in  a  clear  and  indelible  series.  But 
in  the  discussion  of  the  first  ages  I  overleaped  the 
bounds  of  modesty  and  use.     In  my  childish  balance 
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I  presumed  to  weigh  the  systems  of  Scahger  and 
Petavius,  of  IMarsham  and  Newton,  which  I  could 
seldom  study  in  the  originals;  and  my  sleep  has  been 
disturbed  by  the  difficulty  of  reconciling  the  Septua- 
gint  with  the  Hebrev/  computation.  I  arrived  at 
Oxford  with  a  stock  of  erudition  that  might  have 
puzzled  a  doctor,  and  a  degree  of  ignorance  of  which 
a  school-boy  would  have  been  ashamed. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  first  period  of  my  life,  I 
am  tempted  to  enter  a  protest  against  the  trite  and 
lavish  praise  of  the  happiness  of  our  boyish  year.-?, 
which  is  echoed  with  so  much  affectation  in  the  world. 
That  happiness  I  have  never  known,  that  time  I  have 
never  regretted;  and  were  my  poor  aunt  still  alive, 
she  would  bear  testimony  to  the  early  and  constant 
uniformity  of  my  sentiments.  It  will  indeed  be  re- 
plied, that  /  am  not  a  competent  judge ;  that  pleasure 
is  incompatible  with  pain  ;  that  joy  is  excluded  from 
sickness ;  and  that  the  felicity  of  a  school-boy  consists 
in  the  perpetual  motion  of  thoughtless  and  playful 
agility,  in  which  I  was  never  qualified  to  excel.  My 
name,  it  is  most  true,  could  never  be  enrolled  among 
the  sprightly  race,  the  idle  progeny  of  Eton  or  West- 
minster, 

"  Who  foremost  might  delight  to  cleave, 
With  pliant  arm,  the  glassy  wave, 
Or  urge  the  flying  ball." 

The  poet  may  gaily  describe  the  short  hours  of  recre- 
ation ;  but  he  forgets  the  daily  tedious  labours  of  the 
school,  which  is  approached  each  morning  with 
anxious  and  reluctant  steps. 

A  traveller  who  visits  Oxford  or  Cambridge  is 
surprised  and  edified  by  the  apparent  order  and  tran- 
quillity that  prevail  in  the  seats  of  the  English  muses. 
In  the  most  celebrated  universities  of  Holland,  Ger- 
many, and  Italy,  the  students,  Avho  swarm  from 
different  countries,  are  loosely  dispersed  in  private 
lodgings  at  the  houses  of  the  burghers ;  they  dress 
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according  to  their  fancy  and  fortune ;  and  in  the 
intemperate  quarrels  of  youth  and  wine,  their  swords, 
though  less  frequently  than  of  old,  are  sometimes 
stained  with  each  other's  hlood.  The  use  of  arms  is 
hanished  from  our  English  universities ;  the  uniform 
hahit  of  the  academics,  the  square  cap  and  black 
gown,  is  adapted  to  the  civil  and  even  the  clerical 
profession ;  and  from  the  doctor  in  divinity  to  the 
under-graduate,  the  degrees  of  learning  and  age  are 
externally  distinguished.  Instead  of  being  scattered 
in  a  town,  the  students  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge  are 
united  in  colleges;  their  maintenance  is  provided  at 
their  own  expense,  or  that  of  the  founders ;  and  the 
stated  hours  of  the  hall  and  chapel  represent  the  dis- 
cipline of  a  regular,  and,  as  it  were,  a  religious  com- 
munity. The  eyes  of  the  traveller  are  attracted  by 
the  size  or  beauty  of  the  public  edifices ;  and  the 
principal  colleges  appear  to  be  so  many  palaces,  which- 
a  liberal  nation  has  erected  and  endowed  for  the  habi- 
tation of  science.  IMy  own  introduction  to  the  uni- 
versity of  Oxford  forms  a  new  era  in  my  life  ;  and  at 
the  distance  of  forty  years  I  still  remember  my  first 
emotions  of  surprise  and  satisfaction.  In  my  fifteenth 
year  I  felt  myself  suddenly  raised  from  a  boy  to  a  man ;. 
the  persons  whom  1  respected  as  my  superiors  in  age 
and  academical  rank,  entertained  me  with  every  mark 
of  attention  and  civility ;  and  my  vanity  was  flattered 
by  the  velvet  cap  and  silk  gown  which  distinguish  a 
gentleman-commoner  from  a  plebeian  student.  A 
decent  allowance,  more  money  than  a  school-boy  had 
ever  seen,  was  at  my  own  disposal ;  and  I  might  com- 
mand, among  the  tradesmen  of  Oxford,  an  indefinite 
and  dangerous  latitude  of  credit.  A  key  was  de- 
livered into  my  hands,  which  gave  me  the  free  use  of 
a  numerous  and  learned  library  :  my  apartment  con- 
sisted of  three  elegant  and  well-furnished  rooms  in 
the  new  building — a  stately  pile — of  Magdalen  college  ; 
and  the  adjacent  walks,  had  they  been  frequented  by 
Plato's  disciples,  might  have  been  compared  to  the 
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Attic  shade  on  the  banks  of  the  Ilissus.  Such  was 
the  fair  prospect  of  my  entrance  (April  3,  1 752)  into 
the  university  of  Oxford. 

A  venerable  prelate,  whose  taste  and  erudition 
must  reflect  honour  on  the  society  in  which  they 
were  formed,  has  drawn  a  very  interesting  picture  of 
his  academical  life,  "  I  Avas  educated,"  says  bishop 
Lowth,  •*  in  the  university  of  Oxford.  I  enjoyed  all 
the  advantages,  both  public  and  private,  which  that 
famous  seat  of  learning  so  largely  affords.  I  spent 
many  years  in  that  illustrious  society,  in  a  well-regu- 
lated course  of  useful  discipline  and  studies,  and  in 
the  agreeable  and  improving  commerce  of  gentlemen 
and  of  scholars  ;  in  a  society  where  emulation  without 
envy,  ambition  without  jealousy,  contention  without 
animosity,  incited  industry,  and  awakened  genius ; 
where  a  liberal  pursuit  of  knowledge,  and  a  genuine 
freedom  of  thought,  was  raised,  encouraged,  and 
pushed  forward  by  example,  by  commendation,  and  by 
authority.  I  breathed  the  same  atmosphere  that  the 
Hookers,  the  Cliillingworths,  and  the  Lockes,  had 
breathed  before;  whose  benevolence  and  humanity 
were  as  extensive  as  their  vast  genius  and  comprehen- 
sive knowledge;  who  always  treated  their  adver- 
saries with  civility  and  respect ;  who  made  candour, 
moderation,  and  liberal  judgment,  as  much  the  rule 
and  law  as  the  subject  of  their  discourse.  And  do 
you  reproach  me  with  my  education  in  this  place,  and 
with  my  relation  to  this  most  respectable  body,  which 
I  shall  always  esteem  my  greatest  advantage  and  my 
highest  honour?"  I  transcribe  with  pleasure  this 
eloquent  passage,  without  examining  what  benefits  or 
what  rewards  were  derived  by  Hooker,  or  Chilling- 
worth,  or  Locke,  from  their  academical  institution  ; 
without  inquiring  whether  in  this  angry  controversy 
the  spirit  of  Lowth  himself  is  purified  from  the  in- 
tolerant zeal  which  Warburton  had  ascribed  to  the 
genius  of  the  place.  It  may  indeed  be  observed,  that 
the   atmosphere    of  Oxford   did  not  agree  with  Mr 
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Locke's  constitution,  and  that  the  philosopher  justly 
despised  the  academical  higots  who  expelled  his  per- 
son and  condemned  his  principles.  The  expression  of 
gratitude  is  a  virtue  and  a  pleasure :  a  liberal  mind  will 
delight  to  chei'ish  and  celebrate  the  memory  of  its 
parents ;  and  the  teachers  of  science  are  the  parents 
of  the  mind.  1  applaud  the  filial  piety  which  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  imitate ;  since  I  must  not  confess 
an  imaginary  debt,  to  assume  the  merit  of  a  just  or 
generous  retribution.  To  the  university  of  Oxford  I 
acknowledge  no  obligation  ;  and  she  will  as  cheerfully 
renounce  me  for  a  son,  as  I  am  willing  to  disclaim  her 
for  a  mother.  I  spent  fourteen  months  at  Magdalen 
college  ;  they  proved  the  fourteen  months  the  most 
idle  and  unprofitable  of  my  whole  life.  The  reader 
will  pronounce  between  the  school  and  the  scholar  ; 
but  I  cannot  affect  to  believe  that  Nature  had  dis- 
qualified me  for  all  literary  pursuits.  The  specious 
and  ready  excuse  of  my  tender  age,  imperfect  pre- 
paration, and  hasty  departure,  may  doubtless  be 
alleged ;  nor  do  I  wish  to  defraud  such  excuses  of 
their  proper  weight.  Yet  in  my  sixteenth  year  1  was 
not  devoid  of  capacity  or  application ;  even  my 
childish  reading  had  displayed  an  early  though  blind 
propensity  for  books  ;  and  the  shallow  flood  might 
have  been  taught  to  flow  in  a  deep  channel  and  a 
clear  stream.  In  the  discipline  of  a  well-constituted 
academy,  under  the  guidance  of  skilful  and  vigilant 
professors,  I  should  gradually  have  risen  from  trans- 
lations to  originals,  from  the  Latin  to  the  Greek 
classics,  from  dead  languages  to  living  science  :  my 
hours  would  have  been  occupied  by  useful  and  agree- 
able studies,  the  wanderings  of  fancy  would  have 
been  restrained,  and  I  should  have  escaped  the 
temptations  of  idleness,  which  finally  precipitated  my 
departure  from  Oxford. 

Perhaps  in  a  separate  annotation  I  may  coolly 
examine  the  fabulous  and  real  antiquities  of  our  sister 
universities,  a  question  which  has  kindled  such  fierce 
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and  foolish  disputes  among  their  fanatic  sons.  In  the 
meanwhile  it  will  be  acknowledged,  that  these  \''ener- 
able  bodies  are  sufficiently  old  to  partake  of  all  the 
prejudices  and  infirmities  of  age.  The  schools  of 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  were  founded  in  a  dark  age  of 
false  and  barbarous  science  ;  and  they  are  still  tainted 
with  the  rices  of  their  origin.  Their  primitive  dis- 
cipline was  adapted  to  the  education  of  priests  and 
monks ;  and  the  government  still  remains-  in  the 
hands  of  the  clergy,  an  order  of  men  whose  manners 
are  remote  from  the  present  world,  and  whose  eyes 
are  dazzled  by  the  light  of  philosophy.  The  legal 
incorporation  of  these  societies  by  the  charters  of 
popes  and  kings  had  given  them  a  monopoly  of  the 
public  instruction;  and  the  spirit  of  monopolists  is 
narrow,  lazy,  and  oppressive :  their  work  is  more 
costly  and  less  productive  than  that  of  independent 
artists  ;  and  the  new  improvements  so  eagerly  grasped 
by  the  competition  of  freedom,  are  admitted  with  slow 
and  sullen  reluctance  in  those  proud  corporations, 
above  the  fear  of  a  rival,  and  below  the  confession  of 
an  error.  We  may  scarcely  hope  that  any  reforma- 
tion will  be  a  voluntary  act ;  and  so  deeply  are  they 
rooted  in  law  and  prejudice,  that  even  the  omnipo- 
tence of  parliament  would  shrink  from  an  inquiry  into 
the  state  and  abuses  of  the  two  universities. 

The  use  of  academical  degrees,  as  old  as  the 
thirteenth  century,  is  visibly  borrowed  from  the 
mechanic  corporations,  in  which  an  apprentice,  after 
serving  his  time,  obtains  a  testimonial  of  his  skill,  and 
a  licence  to  practice  his  trade  and  mystery.  It  is  not 
my  design  to  depreciate  those  honours,  which  could 
never  gratify  or  disappoint  my  ambition ;  and  I 
should  applaud  the  institution,  if  the  degrees  of 
bachelor  or  licentiate  were  bestowed  as  the  reward  of 
manly  and  succesful  study;  if  the  name  and  rank  of 
doctor  or  master  were  strictly  reserved  for  the  profes- 
sors of  science  who  have  approved  their  title  to  the 
public  esteem. 
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In  all  the  universities  of  Europe,   excepting  our 
own,  the  languages  and  sciences  are  distributed  among 
a  numerous  list  of  effective  professors  :  the  students, 
according  to  their  taste,  their  calling,  and  their  dili- 
gence, apply  themselves  to  the  proper  masters  ;  and 
in  the  annual  repetition  of  public  and  private  lectures 
these  masters  are  assiduously  employed.     Our  curi- 
osity may  inquire  what  number  of  professors  has  been 
instituted  at  Oxford  ?    (for  I  shall  now  confine  myself 
to  my  own  university  ;)  by  whom  are  they  appointed, 
and  what  may  be  the  probable  chances  of  merit  or 
incapacity  ?  how  many  are  stationed  to  the  three  fa- 
culties,  and  how  many  are  left  for  the  liberal  arts  ? 
what  is  the  form,   and  what  the  substance,  of  their 
lessons?     But  all  these  questions  are  silenced  by  one 
short  and  singular  answer,  "  That  in  the  university 
of  Oxford  the  greater  part   of  the  public  professors 
have  for  these  many  years  given  up  altogether  even 
the  pretence    of   teaching/'      Incredible  as  the  fact 
may  appear,  I  must  rest  my  belief  on  the  positive  and 
impartial  evidence  of  a  master  of  moral  and  political 
wisdom,   who  had   himself  resided   at   Oxford.     Dr 
Adam  Smith  assigns  as  the  cause  of  their  indolence, 
that  instead  of  being  paid  by  voluntary  contributions, 
which  would  urge  them  to  increase  the  number  and 
to  deserve  the  gratitude  of  their  pupils,   the  Oxford 
professors  are  secure  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  fixed  sti- 
pend,  without  the  necessity  of  labour,  or  the  appre- 
hension of  control.      It  has  indeed  been  observed, 
nor  is  the  observation  absurd,  that  excepting  in  expe- 
rimental sciences,  which  demand  a  costly  apparatus 
and  a  dexterous  hand,  the  many  valuable  treatises 
that  have  been  published  on  every  subject  of  learn- 
ing, may  now  supersede  the   ancient  mode  of  oral 
instruction.     Were  this  principle  true  in  its  utmost 
latitude,  I  should  only  infer  that  the  offices  and  salaries 
which  are  become  useless,    ought  without  delay  to 
be  abolished.     But  there  still  remains  a  material  dif- 
ference between  a  book  and  a  professor ;  the  hour  of 
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the  lecture  enforces  attendance  ;  attention  is  fixed  by 
the  presence,  the  voice,  and  the  occasional  questions, 
of  the  teacher ;  the  most  idle  will  carry  something 
away;  and  the  more  diligent  will  compare  the  in- 
structions which  they  have  heard  in  the  school,  ^vith 
the  volumes  which  they  peruse  in  their  chamber. 
The  advice  of  a  skilful  professor  will  adapt  a  course 
of  reading  to  every  mind  and  every  situation ;  his 
authority  will  discover,  admonish,  and  at  last  chas- 
tise, the  negligence  of  his  disciples ;  and  his  vigilant 
inquiries  will  ascertain  the  steps  of  their  literary  pro- 
gress. Whatever  science  he  professes  he  may  illus- 
trate in  a  series  of  discourses,  composed  in  the  leisure 
of  his  closet,  pronounced  on  public  occasions,  and 
finally  delivered  to  the  press.  I  observe  with  pleasure, 
that  in  the  university  of  Oxford  Dr  Lowth,  with 
equal  eloquence  and  erudition,  has  executed  this  task 
in  his  incomparable  Prselectiones  on  the  Poetry  of 
the  Hebrews. 

The  college  of  St  Mary  Magdalen  was  founded  in 
the  fifteenth  century  by  Wainfleet,  bishop  of  Winches- 
ter ;  and  now  consists  of  a  president,  forty  fellows, 
and  a  number  of  inferior  students.  It  is  esteemed 
one  of  the  largest  and  most  wealthy  of  our  academi- 
cal corporations,  which  may  be  compared  to  the 
Benedictine  abbeys  of  catholic  countries ;  and  I  have 
loosely  heard  that  the  estates  belonging  to  Magdalen 
college,  which  are  leased  by  those  indulgent  landlords 
at  small  quit-rents  and  occasional  fines,  might  be 
raised,  in  the  hands  of  private  avarice,  to  an  annual 
revenue  of  nearly  thirty  thousand  pounds.  Our  col- 
leges are  supposed  to  be  schools  of  science,  as  well  as 
of  education  ;  nor  is  it  unreasonable  to  expect  that  a 
body  of  literary  men,  devoted  to  a  life  of  celibacy, 
exempt  from  the  care  of  their  own  subsistence,  and 
amply  provided  with  books,  should  devote  their  lei- 
sure to  the  prosecution  of  study,  and  that  some 
effects  of  their  studies  should  be  manifested  to  the 
world.     The  shelves  of  their  library  groan  under  the 
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weight  of  the  Benedictine  folios,  of  the  editions  of 
the  fathers,  and  the  collections  of  the  middle  ages, 
which  have  issued  from  the   single  abbey  of  St  Ger- 
main de  Pr^z  at  Paris.    A  composition  of  genius  must 
be  the  offspring  of  one  mind ;  but  such  works  of  in- 
dustry as  may  be  divided  among  many  hands,   and 
must  be  continued  during  many  years,  are  the  pecu- 
liar province  of  a  laborious  community.     If  I  inquire 
into  the  manufactures  of  the  monks  of  Magdalen,  if 
I  extend  the  inquiry  to  the  other  colleges  of  Oxford 
and  Cambridge,  a  silent  blush,  or  a  scornful  frown, 
will  be  the  only  reply.     The  fellows  or  monks  of  my 
time  were  decent  easy  men,  who  supinely  enjoyed  the 
gifts  of  the  founder  :  their  days  were  filled  by  a  series 
of  uniform  employments — the' chapel  and  the  hall,  the 
coffee-house  and  the  common  room,  till  they  retired, 
weary  and  well  satisfied,  to  a  long  slumber.    From  the 
toil  of  reading,  or  thinking,  or  writing,  they  had  ab- 
solved their  consciences ;  and  the  first  shoots  of  learn- 
ing and  ingenuity  withered  on  the  ground,  without 
yielding  any  fruits  to  the  o^vners  or  the  public.     As 
a  gentleman-commoner,  I  was  admitted  to  the  society 
of  the  fellows,  and  fondly  expected  that  some  ques- 
tions of  literature  would  be  the  amusing  and  insti-uc- 
tive   topics  of  their  discourse.      Their  conversation 
stagnated  in  a  round  of  college  business,  Tory  po- 
litics, personal  anecdotes,  and  private  scandal :  their 
dull  and  deep  potations  excused  the  brisk  intemperance 
of  youth :    and  their  constitutional  toasts  were  not 
expressive  of  the  most  lively  loyalty  for  the  house  of 
Hanover.     A  general  election  was  now  approaching  : 
the  great  Oxfordshire  contest  already  blazed  with  all 
the  malevolence  of  party  zeal.     Magdalen  college  was 
devotedly   attached    to    the   old    interest;    and    the 
names  of  Wenman  and  Dashwood  were  more  fre- 
quently pronounced,  than  those  of  Cicero  and  Chry- 
sostom.     The  example  of  the  senior  fellows  could  not 
inspire  the  under-graduates  with  a  liberal  spirit  or 
etudious  emulation ;  and  I  cannot  describe,  as  I  never 
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knew,  the  discipline  of  college.  Some  duties  may 
possibly  have  been  imposed  on  the  poor  scholars, 
whose  ambition  aspired  to  the  peaceful  honours  of  a 

fellowship  (ascribi  qinetis  ord'inihus Deoriim ;) 

but  no  independent  members  were  admitted  below  the 
rank  of  a  gentleman-commoner,  and  our  velvet  cap 
was  the  cap  of  liberty.  A  tradition  prevailed  that 
some  of  our  predecessors  had  spoken  Latin  declama- 
tions in  the  hall ;  but  of  this  ancient  custom  no  ves- 
tige remained  :  the  obvious  methods  of  public  ex- 
ercises and  examinations  were  totally  unknown  ,-  and 
I  have  never  heard  that  either  the  president  or  the 
society  interfered  in  the  private  economy  of  the  tutors 
and  their  jmpils. 

The  silence  of  the  Oxford  professors,  which  deprives 
the  youth  of  public  instruction,  is  imperfectly  sup- 
plied by  the  tutors,  as  they  are  styled,  of  the  several 
colleges.  Instead  of  confining  themselves  to  a  sin- 
gle science,  which  had  satisfied  the  ambition  of  Bur- 
man  or  Bernoulli,  they  teach,  or  promise  to  teach, 
either  history  or  mathematics,  or  ancient  literature, 
or  moral  philosophy ;  and  as  it  is  possible  that  they 
may  be  defective  in  aU,  it  is  highly  probable  that  of 
some  they  will  be  ignorant.  They  are  paid  indeed  by 
private  contributions,  but  their  appointment  depends 
on  the  head  of  the  house  :  their  diligence  is  volun- 
tary, and  will  consequently  be  languid,  while  the 
pupils  themselves,  or  their  parents,  are  not  indulged 
in  the  liberty  of  choice  or  change.  The  first  tutor 
into  whose  hands  1  was  resigned,  appears  to  have 
been  one  of  the  best  of  the  tribe  :  Dr  Waldegrave 
was  a  learned  and  pious  man,  of  a  mild  disposition, 
strict  morals,  and  abstemious  life,  who  seldom  min- 
gled in  the  politics  or  the  jollity  of  the  cohege.  But 
his  knowledge  of  the  world  was  confined  to  the  uni- 
versity ;  his  learning  was  of  the  last  rather  than  of 
the  present  age ;  his  temper  was  indolent ;  his  fa- 
culties, which  were  not  of  the  first  rate,  had  been  re- 
laxed by  the  climate ;  and  he  was  satisfied,  like  his 
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fellows,  with  the  shght  and  superficial  discharge  of 
an  important  trust.  As  soon  as  my  tutor  had  sounded 
the  insufficiency  of  his  disciple  in  school-learning,  he 
proposed  that  we  should  read,  every  morning  from 
ten  to  eleven,  the  comedies  of  Terence.  The  sum  of 
my  improvement  in  the  university  of  Oxford  is  con- 
fined to  three  or  four  Latin  plays  ;  and  even  the  study 
of  an  elegant  classic,  which  might  have  been  illus- 
trated hy  a  comparison  of  ancient  and  modern  theatres, 
was  reduced  to  a  dry  and  literal  interpretation  of  the 
author's  text.  During  the  first  weeks  I  constantly 
attended  these  lessons  in  my  tutor's  room ;  but  as 
they  appeared  equally  devoid  of  profit  and  pleasure, 
I  was  once  tempted  to  try  the  experiment  of  a  formal 
apology.  The  apology  was  accepted  with  a  smile.  I 
repeated  the  offence  Avith  less  ceremony ;  the  excuse 
was  admitted  with  the  same  indulgence  :  the  slightest 
motive  of  laziness  or  indisposition,  the  most  trifling 
avocation  at  home  or  abroad,  was  allowed  as  a  worthy 
impediment ;  nor  did  my  tutor  appear  conscious  of 
my  absence  or  neglect.  Had  the  hour  of  lecture  beeii 
constantly  filled,  a  single  hour  was  a  small  portion  of 
my  academic  leisure.  IVo  plan  of  study  was  recom- 
mended for  my  use  ;  no  exercises  were  prescribed  for 
his  inspection ;  and  at  the  most  precious  season  of 
youth  whole  days  and  weeks  were  suffered  to  elapse 
without  labour  or  amusement,  without  advice  or  ac- 
count. I  should  have  listened  to  the  voice  of  reason 
and  of  my  tutor  ;  his  mild  behaviour  had  gained  my 
confidence.  I  preferred  his  society  to  that  of  the 
younger  students  ;  and  in  our  evening  walks  to  the 
top  of  Heddington-hill  we  freely  conversed  on  a 
variety  of  subjects.  Since  the  days  of  Pocock  and 
Hyde,  oriental  learning  has  always  been  the  pride  of 
Oxford,  and  I  once  expressed  an  inclination  to  study 
Arabic.  His  prudence  discouraged  this  childish  fancy  ; 
but  he  neglected  the  fair  occasion  of  directing  the 
ardour  of  a  curious  mind.  During  my  absence  in  the 
summer  vacation  Dr  Waldegrave  accepted  a  college 
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living  at  Washington  in  Sussex,  and  on  my  return  I 
no  longer  found  him  at  Oxford.  From  that  time  I 
have  lost  sight  of  my  first  tutor ;  but  at  the  end  of 
thirty  years  (1/81)  he  was  still  alive  ;  and  the  prac- 
tice of  exercise  and  temperance  had  entitled  him  to 
a  healthy  old  age. 

The  long  recess  between  the  Trinity  and  Michaelmas 
terms  empties  the  colleges  of  Oxford,  as  well  as  the 
courts  of  Westminster.  I  spent,  at  ray  father's  house 
at  Buriton  in  Hampshire,  the  two  months  of  August 
and  September.  It  is  whimsical  enough,  that  as  soon 
as  I  left  Magdalen  college,  my  taste  for  books  began 
to  revive ;  but  it  was  the  same  blind  and  boyish  taste 
for  the  pursuit  of  exotic  history.  Unprovided  with 
original  learning,  unformed  in  the  habits  of  thinking, 
unskilled  in  the  arts  of  composition,  I  resolved — to 
write  a  book.  The  title  of  this  first  essay  '  The  Age 
of  Sesostris,'  was  perhaps  suggested  by  Voltaire's 
*  Age  of  Louis  XIV,'  which  was  new  and  popular ;  but 
my  S(;le  object  was  to  investigate  the  probable  date  of 
the  life  and  reign  of  the  conqueror  of  Asia.  I  was 
then  enamoured  of  sir  John  Marsham's  '  Canon 
Chronicus ;'  an  elaborate  work,  of  whose  merits  and 
defects  I  was  not  yet  qualified  to  judge.  According 
to  this  specious  though  narrow  plan,  I  settled  my 
hero  about  the  time  of  Solomon,  in  the  tenth  cen- 
tury before  the  Christian  era.  It  was  therefore  in- 
cumbent on  me,  unless  I  would  adopt  sir  Isaac  New- 
ton's shorter  chronology,  to  remove  a  formidable  ob- 
jection ;  and  my  solution,  for  a  youth  of  fifteen,  is 
not  devoid  of  ingenuity.  In  his  version  of  the  sacred 
books,  Manetho  the  high  priest  has  identified  Sethosis, 
or  Sesostris,  with  the  elder  brother  of  Danaus,  who 
landed  in  Greece,  according  to  the  Parian  Marble, 
fifteen  hundred  and  ten  years  before  Christ.  But  in 
my  supposition  the  high  priest  is  guilty  of  a  voluntary 
error ;  flattery  is  the  prolific  parent  of  falsehood. 
jManetho's  History  of  Egypt  is  dedicated  to  Ptolemy 
Philadelphus,  who  derived  a  fabulous  or  illegitimate 
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pedigree  from  the  Macedonian  kings  of  the  race  of 
Hercules.  Danaus  is  the  ancestor  of  Hercules  ;  and 
after  the  failure  of  the  elder  branch,  his  descendants, 
the  Ptolemies,  are  the  sole  representatives  of  the 
royal  family,  and  may  claim  by  inheritance  the  king- 
dom which  they  hold  by  conquest.  Such  were  my 
juvenile  discoA^eries  ;  at  a  riper  age,  I  no  longer  pre- 
sume to  connect  the  Greek,  the  Jewish,  and  the 
Egyptian  antiquities,  which  are  lost  in  a  distant  cloud. 
Nor  is  this  the  only  instance  in  which  the  belief  and 
knov/ledge  of  the  child  are  superseded  by  the  more 
rational  ignorance  of  the  man.  During  my  stay  at 
Buriton,  my  infant  labour  was  diligently  prosecuted, 
without  much  interruption  from  company  or  country 
diversions  ;  and  I  already  heard  the  music  of  public 
applause.  The  discovery  of  my  own  weakness  was 
the  first  symptom  of  taste.  On  my  return  to  Oxford, 
the  *  Age  of  Sesostris '  was  wisely  relinquished  ;  but 
itie  imperfect  sheets  remained  twenty  years  at  the 
bottom  of  a  drawer,  till,  in  a  general  clearance  of 
papers  (November  1/72)  they  were  committed  to 
the  flames. 

After  the  departure  of  Dr  Waldegrave,  I  was  trans- 
terred,  with  his  otlier  pupils,  to  his  academical  heir, 
whose  literary  character  did  not  command  the  respect 
of  the  college,  Dr  ****  well  remembered  that  he 
had  a  salary  to  receive,  and  only  forgot  that  he  had  a 
duty  to  perform.  Instead  of  guiding  the  studies,  and 
watching  over  the  behaviour  of  his  disciple,  I  was 
never  summoned  to  attend  even  the  ceremony  of  a 
lecture;  and,  excepting  one  voluntary  visit  to  his 
rooms,  during  the  eight  months  of  his  titular  office, 
the  tutor  and  pupil  lived  in  the  same  college  as 
strangers  to  each  other.  The  want  of  experience,  of 
advice,  and  of  occupation,  soon  betrayed  me  into 
some  im]3roprieties  of  conduct,  ill-chosen  company, 
late  hours,  and  inconsiderate  expense.  My  growing 
debts  might  be  secret;  but  my  frequent  absence  was 
visible  and  scandalous    and  a  tour  to  Bath,  a  visit  into 
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Buckinghamshire,  and  four  excursions  to  London,  in 
the  same  Avinter,  were  costly  and  dangerous  froHcs* 
They  were,  indeed,  without  a  meaning,  as  without 
an  excuse.  Tlie  irksomeness  of  a  cloistered  life  re- 
peatedly tempted  me  to  wander ;  but  my  chief  plea- 
sure was  that  of  tra\-elling ;  and  I  was  too  young  and 
bashful  to  enjoy,  like  a  manly  Oxonian  in  town,  the 
pleasures  of  London.  In  all  these  excursions  I  eloped 
from  Oxford ;  I  returned  to  college  :  in  a  few  days  I 
eloped  again,  as  if  I  had  been  an  independent  stranger 
in  a  hired  lodging,  M'ithout  once  hearing  the  voice  of 
admonition,  without  once  feeling  the  hand  of  control. 
Yet  my  time  was  lost,  my  expenses  were  multiplied, 
my  behaviour  abroad  was  unknown ;  folly  as  well  as 
vice  should  have  awakened  the  attention  of  my  supe- 
riors, and  my  tender  years  would  have  justified  a  more 
than  ordinary  degree  of  restraint  and  discipline. 

It  might  at  least  be  expected,  that  an  ecclesiastical 
school  should  inculcate  the  orthodox  principles  of  reli- 
gion. But  our  venerable  mother  had  contrived  to 
unite  the  opposite  extremes  of  bigotry  and  indifference  : 
an  heretic,  or  unbeliever,  was  a  m.onster  in  her  eyes  ; 
but  she  was  always,  or  often,  or  sometimes,  remiss  in 
the  spiritual  education  of  her  ou-n  children.  According 
to  the  statutes  of  the  imiversity,  every  student,  before 
he  is  matriculated,  must  subscribe  his  assent  to  the 
thirty-nine  articles  of  the  church  of  England,  which 
are  signed  by  more  than  read,  and  read  by  more  than 
believe  them.  INIy  insufficient  age  excused  me,  how- 
ever, from  the  immediate  performance  of  this  legal 
ceremony;  and  the  vice-chancellor  directed  me  to 
return  as  soon  as  I  should  have  accom.plished  my 
fifteenth  year ;  recommending  me,  in  the  meanwhile, 
to  the  instruction  of  my  coUege.  ]\Jy  college  forgot 
to  instruct :  I  forgot  to  return,  and  was  myself  for- 
gotten by  the  first  magistrate  of  the  university.  With- 
out a  single  lecture,  either  public  or  private,  either 
Christian  or  Protestant,  without  any  academical  sub- 
scription, without  any  episcopal  confirmation,  I  was  left 
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by  the  dim  light  of  my  catechism  to  grope  my  way  to 
the  chapel  and  communion  tahle,  where  I  was  admitted 
without  a  question  how  far,  or  by  what  means,  I 
might  be  qualified  to  receive  the  sacrament.  Such 
almost  incredible  neglect  was  productive  of  tlie  worst 
mischiefs.  From  my  childhood  1  had  been  fond  of 
religious  disputation :  my  poor  aunt  has  been  often 
puzzled  by  the  mysteries  which  she  strove  to  believe ; 
nor  had  the  elastic  spring  been  totally  broken  by  the 
weight  of  the  atmosphere  of  Oxford.  The  blind  acti- 
vity of  idleness  urged  me  to  advance  without  armour 
into  the  dangerous  mazes  of  controversy;  and  at  the 
age  of  sixteen  I  bewildered  myself  into  the  errors  of 
the  church  of  Rome. 

The  progress  of  my  conversion  may  tend  to  illus- 
trate, at  least,  the  history  of  my  own  mind.  It  was  not 
long  since  Dr  JMiddleton's  Free  Inquiry  had  sounded  an 
alarm  in  the  theological  world  :  much  ink  and  much 
gall  had  been  spilt  in  the  defence  of  the  primitive  mi- 
racles ;  and  the  two  dullest  of  their  champions  were 
crowned  with  academic  honours  by  the  university  of 
Oxford.  The  name  of  Middleton  was  unpopular ;  and 
his  proscription  very  naturally  led  me  to  penise  his 
writings,  and  those  of  his  antagonists.  His  bold  criti- 
cism, which  approaches  the  precipice  of  infidelity, 
produced  on  my  mind  a  singular  eflfect ;  and  had  I 
persevered  in  the  communion  of  Rome,  I  should  now 
apply  to  my  oAvn  fortune  the  prediction  of  the  Syl  il, 

Via  prima  salutis. 

Quod  miniine  reris,  GraiS,  pandetur  ab  urbe. 

The  elegance  of  style  and  freedom  of  argument  were 
repelled  by  a  shield  of  prejudice.  I  still  revered  the 
character,  or  rather  the  names,  of  the  saints  and 
fathers  whom  Dr  Middleton  exposes  ;  nor  could  he 
destroy  my  implicit  belief,  that  the  gift  of  miraculous 
powers  was  continued  in  the  church  during  the  first 
four  or  five  centuries  of  Christianity.  But  I  was  un- 
able to  resist  the  weight  of  historical  evidence,  that 
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within  the  same  period  most  of  the  leading  doctrines 
of  popery  were  already  introduced  in  theory  and  prac- 
tice :  nor  was  my  conclusion  absm'd — that  miracles  are 
the  test  of  truth,  and  that  the  church  must  be  ortho- 
dox and  pm'e,  which  was  so  often  approved  by  the 
visible  interposition  of  the  Deity,  The  marvellous  tales 
which  are  so  boldly  attested  by  the  Basils  and  Cliry- 
sostoms,  the  Augustins  and  Jeromes,  compered  me  to 
embrace  the  superior  merits  of  celibacy,  the  irstitution 
of  the  monastic  life,  the  use  of  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
of  holy  oil,  and  even  of  images,  the  invocation  of 
saints,  the  worship  of  relics,  the  rudiments  of  purga- 
tory in  prayers  for  the  dead,  and  the  tremendous  mys- 
tery of  the  sacrifice  of  the  body  and  blood  of  Christ, 
which  insensibly  swelled  into  the  prodigy  of  transub- 
stantiation.  In  these  dispositions,  and  already  more 
than  half  a  convert,  I  formed  an  unlucky  intimacy 
with  a  young  gentleman  of  our  college.  With  a  cha- 
racter less  resolute,  JMr  IMolesworth  had  imbibed  the 
same  religious  opinions;  and  some  Popish  books,  I 
know  not  through  what  channel,  were  conveyed  into 
his  possession.  I  read,  I  applauded,  I  believed ;  the 
English  translation  of  two  famous  works  of  Bossuet 
l)ishop  of  Meaux,  the  *  Exposition  of  the  Catholic  Doc- 
trine,' and  the  'History  of  the  Protestant  Variations,' 
achieved  my  conversion ;  and  I  surely  fell  by  a  noble 
hand.*  I  have  since  examined  the  originals  with  a 
more  discerning  eye,  and  shall  not  hesitate  to  pro- 
nounce, that  Bossuet  is  indeed  a  master  of  all  the 
weapons  of  controversy.  In  the  Exposition,  a  spe- 
cious apology,  the  orator  assumes,  with  consummate 
art,  the  tone  of  candour  and  simplicity  ;  and  the  ten- 
horned  monster  is  transformed,   at  his  magic  touch, 

*  Mr  Gibbon  never  talked  with  me  on  the  subject  of  his 
conversion  to  Popery  but  once:  and  then  he  imputed  his 
change  to  the  works  of  Parsons  the  Jesuit,  who  lived  in  the 
reign  of  Elizabeth,  and  who,  he  said,  had  urged  all  the  bebt 
arguments  in  favour  of  the  Roman  Catholic  roligion.     S. 
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into  the  milk-white  hind  who  must  be  loved  as  soon 
as  she  is  seen.  In  the  History,  a  bold  and  well-aimed 
attack,  he  displays,  with  a  happy  mixture  of  narrative 
and  argunient,  the  faults  and  follies,  the  changes  and 
contradictions,  of  our  first  reformers  ;  whose  variations 
(as  he  dexterously  contends)  are  the  mark  of  histo- 
rical error,  while  the  perpetual  unity  of  the  Catholic 
church  is  the  sign  and  test  of  infallible  truth.  'Jo  my 
present  feelings  it  seems  incredible  that  I  should  ever 
behcve  that  I  believed  in  transubstantiation.  But  my 
conqueror  oppressed  me  with  the  sacramental  words, 
"Hoc  est  corpus  meum,"  and  dashed  against  each 
other  the  figurative  half-meanings  of  the  Protestant 
sects  :  every  objection  was  resolved  into  omnipotence  ; 
and  after  repeating  at  St  Mary's  the  Athanasian 
creed,  I  humbly  acquiesced  in  the  mystery  of  the  real 
presence. 

•*  To  take  up  half  on  trust,  and  half  to  try, 
Name  it  not  faith,  but  bungling-  bigotry. 
Both  knave  and  fool  the  merchant  we  may  call, 
To  pay  great  sums,  and  to  compound  the  small : 
For  who  would  break  with  Heaven,  and  would  not  break 
for  all?" 

No  sooner  had  I  settled  my  new  religion,  than  I  re- 
solved to  profess  myself  a  CathoHc.  Youth  is  sincere 
and  inipetuous  j  ana  a  momentary  glow  of  enthusiasm 
had  raised  me  above  all  temporal  considerations* 

By  the  keen  Protestants,  who  would  gladly  retahate 
the  example  of  persecution,  a  clamour  is  raised  of  the 
increase  of  Popery :  and  they  are  always  loud  to  de- 
claim against  the  toleration  of  priests  and  Jesuits,  who 
pervert  so  many  of  his  majesty's  subjects  from  their 
religion  and  allegiance.  On  the  present  occasion  the 
fall  of  one  or  more  of  her  sons  directed  this  clamour 
against  the  university;  and  it  was  confidently  affirmed 

lie  described  the  letter  to  his  father,  announcing  his 
conversion,  as  written  with  all  the  pomp,  the  dignity,  and 
self  satisfaction,  of  a  martyr.     S. 

s 
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that  Popish  missionaries  were  suffered,  under  various 
disguises,  to  introduce  themselves  into  the  colleges  of 
Oxford.  But  justice  obliges  me  to  declare  that,  as 
far  as  relates  to  myself,  this  assertion  is  false ;  and 
that  I  never  conversed  with  a  priest,  or  even  \vdth  a 
Papist,  till  my  resolution  from  books  was  absolutely 
fixed.  In  my  last  excursion  to  London  I  addressed 
myself  to  JMr  Lewis,  a  Roman  Catholic  bookseller  in 
Russell  street,  Covent  garden,  who  recommended  me 
to  a  priest,  of  whose  name  and  order  I  am  at  present 
ignorant.*  In  our  first  interview  he  soon  discovered 
that  persuasion  was  needless.  After  sounding  the  mo- 
tives and  merits  of  my  conversion,  he  consented  to 
admit  me  into  the  pale  of  the  church  ;  and  at  his  feet, 
on  the  eighth  of  June  1 753,  I  solemnly,  though  pri- 
vately, abjured  the  errors  of  heresy.  The  seduction 
of  an  English  youth  of  family  and  fortune  was  an  act 
of  as  much  danger  as  glory;  but  he  bravely  over- 
looked the  danger,  of  which  I  was  not  then  sufficiently 
informed.  "  \\liere  a  person  is  reconciled  to  the  see 
of  Rome,  or  procures  others  to  be  reconciled,  the 
offence  (says  Blackstone)  amounts  to  high  treason." 
And  if  the  humanity  of  the  age  woidd  prevent  the  ex- 
ecution of  this  sanguinary  statute,  there  were  other 
laws  of  a  less  odious  cast,  which  condemned  the  priest 
to  perpetual  imprisonment,  and  transferred  the  prose- 
lyte's estate  to  his  nearest  relation.  An  elaborate 
controversial  epistle,  approved  by  my  director,  and 
addressed  to  my  father,  announced  and  justified  the 
step  which  I  had  taken.  JMy  father  was  neither  a 
bigot  nor  a  philosopher ;  but  his  affection  deplored  the 
loss  of  an  only  son,  and  his  good  sense  was  astonished 

*  His  name  was  Baker,  a  Jesuit,  and  one  of  the  chap- 
lains of  the  Sardinian  ambassador.  Mr  Gibbon's  conver- 
sion made  some  noise ;  and  Mr  Lewis,  the  Roman  Catholic 
bookseller  of  Russell  street,  Corent  garden,  was  summoned 
before  the  privy  council,  and  interrogated  on  the  subject. 
This  was  communicated  by  Mr  Lewis's  son.     1814. 
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at  rny  strange  departure  from  the  religion  of  my 
country.  In  the  first  sally  of  passion  he  divulged  a 
secret  which  prudence  might  have  suppressed,  and  the 
gates  of  jMagdalen  college  were  for  ever  shut  against 
my  return.  Many  years  afterwards,  when  the  name 
of  Gibbon  was  become  as  notorious  as  that  of  Middle- 
ton,  it  was  industriously  whispered  at  Oxford,  that  the 
historian  had  formerly  "turned  Papist;"  my  cha- 
racter stood  exposed  to  the  reproach  of  inconstancy; 
and  this  invidious  topic  would  have  been  handled 
without  mercy  by  my  opponents,  could  they  have  se- 
parated m.y  cause  from  that  of  the  university.  For 
my  owTi  part,  I  am  proud  of  an  honest  sacrifice  of  in- 
terest to  conscience.  I  can  never  blush,  if  my  tender 
mind  was  entangled  in  the  sophistry  that  seduced  the 
acute  and  manly  understandings  of  Chillingworth 
and  Bayle,  who  afterwards  emerged  from  superstition 
to  scepticism. 

While  Charles  the  first  governed  England,  and  was 
himself  governed  by  a  Catholic  queen,  it  cannot  be 
denied  that  the  missionaries  of  Rome  laboured  with 
impunity  and  success  in  the  court,  the  country,  and 
even  the  universities.     One  of  the  sheep, 

Whom  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 

Daily  devours  apace,  and  nothing  said, 

is  Mr  William  Chillingworth,  Master  of  Arts,  and 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford;  who,  at  the  ripe 
age  of  twenty-eight  years,  was  persuaded  to  elope 
from  Oxford  to  the  JSnglish  seminary  at  Douay  in 
Flanders.  Some  disputes  with  Fisher,  a  subtle  Jesuit, 
might  first  awaken  him  from  the  prejudices  of  educa- 
tion ;  but  he  yielded  to  his  own  victorious  argument, 
"that  there  must  be  somewhere  an  infallible  ]udge; 
and  that  the  church  of  Rome  is  the  only  Christian 
society  which  either  does  or  can  pretend  to  that  cha- 
racter." After  a  short  trial  of  a  few  months,  Mr 
Chillingworth  was  again  tormented  by  religious  scru- 
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pies :  he  returned  home,  resumed  his  studies,  unra- 
velled his  mistakes,  and  delivered  his  mind  from  the 
yoke  of  authority  and  superstition.  His  new  creed 
was  built  on  the  principle,  that  the  Bible  is  our  sole 
judge,  and  private  reason  our  sole  interpreter;  and  he 
ably  maintains  this  principle  in  the  *  Religion  of  a  Pro- 
testant,' a  book  Avhich,  after  startling  the  doctors  of 
Oxford,  is  still  esteemed  the  most  solid  defence  of  the 
Reformation.  The  learning,  the  virtue,  the  recent 
merits  of  the  author,  entitled  him  to  fair  preferment  ; 
but  the  slave  had  now  broken  his  fetters,  and  the 
more  he  weighed,  the  less  was  he  disposed  to  sub- 
scribe to  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  of  the  church  of 
England.  In  a  private  letter  he  declares,  with  all  the 
energy  of  language,  that  he  could  not  subscribe  to 
them  without  subscribing  to  his  o^vn  damnation  ;  and 
that  if  ever  he  should  depart  from  this  immoveable 
resolution,  he  would  allow  his  friends  to  think  him  a 
madman  or  an  atheist.  As  the  letter  is  without  a 
date,  we  cannot  ascertain  the  number  of  weeks  or 
months  that  elapsed  between  this  passionate  abhor- 
rence and  the  Salisbury  Register,  which  is  still  extant. 
*'  Ego,  Gulielmus  Chillingworth, ....  omnibus  hisce 
articulis,  ....  et  singulis  in  iisdem  contentis,  volens  et 
ex  animo  subscribo,  et  consensum  meum  iisdem 
praebeo.  20  die  Julii  1638."  But  alas!  the  chancellor 
and  prebendary  of  Sarum  soon  deviated  from  his  own 
subscription :  as  he  more  deeply  scrutinized  the  article 
of  the  Trinity,  neither  scripture  nor  the  primitive 
fathers  could  long  uphold  his  orthodox  belief;  and  he 
could  not  but  confess,  *'  that  the  doctrine  of  Arius  is 
either  a  truth,  or  at  least  no  damnable  heresy."  From 
this  middle  region  of  the  air  the  descent  of  his  reason 
would  naturally  rest  on  the  firmer  ground  of  the  Soci- 
nians  ;  and  if  we  may  credit  a  doubtful  story,  and  the 
popular  opinion,  his  anxious  inquiries  at  last  subsided 
in  philosophic  indifference.  So  conspicuous  however 
were  the  candour  of  his  nature  and  the  innocence  of 
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his  heart,  that  this  apparent  levity  did  not  affect  the 
reputation  of  ChiUingworth.     His   frequent  chanjres 

Sroceeded  from  too  nice  an  inquisition  into  truth.  His 
oubts  grew  out  of  himself;  he  assisted  them  with  all 
the  strength  of  his  reason  ;  he  was  then  too  hard  for 
himself;  but  finding  as  little  quiet  and  repose  in  those 
victories,  he  quickly  recovered  by  a  new  appeal  to  his 
own  judgment;  so  that  in  all  his  sallies  and  retreats 
he  was  in  fact  his  own  convert. 

Bayle  was  the  son  of  a  Calvinist  minister  in  a  remote 
province  in  France,  at  the  foot  of  the  Pyrenees.  For 
the  benefit  of  education,  the  Protestants  were  tempted 
to  risk  their  children  in  the  Catholic  universities  ;  and 
in  the  twenty-second  year  of  his  age  young  Bayle  was 
seduced  by  the  arts  and  argimienls  of  the  Jesuits  of 
Thoulouse.  He  remained  about  seventeen  months 
(19th  March  1669— 19th  August  1670)  in  their  hands 
a  voluntary  captive ;  and  a  letter  to  his  parents,  which 
the  new  convert  composed  or  subscribed  (15th  April 
16/0)  is  darkly  tinged  with  the  spirit  of  Popery.  But 
nature  had  designed  him  to  think  as  he  pleased,  and 
to  speak  as  he  thought  ;  his  piety  was  offended  by 
the  excessive  %vorship  of  creatures  ;  and  the  study  of 
physics  convinced  him  of  the  impossibility  of  transub- 
stantiation,  which  is  abundantly  refvited  by  the  testi- 
mony of  our  senses.  His  return  to  the  com_munion 
of  a  falling  sect  \vas  a  bold  and  disinterested  step,  that 
exposed  him  to  the  rigour  of  the  laws ;  and  a  speedy 
flight  to  Geneva  protected  him  from  the  resentment 
of  his  spiritual  tyrants,  unconscious  as  they  were  of 
the  full  value  of  the  prize  which  they  had  lost.  Had 
Bayle  adhered  to  the  Cathohc  church,  had  he  em- 
braced the  ecclesiastical  profession,  the  genius  and 
fervour  of  such  a  proselyte  might  have  aspired  to 
Wealth  and  honours  in  his  native  country;  but  the 
}iypocrite  would  have  found  less  happiness  in  the  com- 
forts of  a  benefice,  or  the  dignity  of  a  mitre,  than  he 
enjoyed  at  Rotterdam  in  a  private  state  of  exile,  indi- 
gence, and  freedom.    Without  a  country,  or  a  patron, 

e2 
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or  a  prejudice,  he  claimed  the  hberty  and  subsisted  by 
the  labours  of  his  pen :  the  inequality  of  his  volumi- 
nous works  is  explained  and  excused  by  his  alternately 
writing  for  himself,  for  the  booksellers,  and  for  pos- 
terity ;  and  if  a  severe  critic  would  reduce  him  to  a 
single  folio,  that  relic,  like  the  books  of  the  Sybils, 
would  become  still  more  valuable.  A  calm  and 
lofty  spectator  of  the  religious  tempest,  the  philoso- 
pher of  Rotterdam  condemned  with  eq\ial  firmness 
the  persecutions  of  Louis  the  fourteenth,  and  the  re- 
publican maxims  of  the  Calvinists,  their  vain  prophe- 
cies, and  the  intolerant  bigotry  which  sometimes  vexed 
liis  solitary  retreat.  In  reviewing  the  controversies  of 
the  times,  he  turned  against  each  other  the  arguments 
of  the  disputants ;  successively  wielding  the  arms  of 
the  Catholics  and  Protestants,  he  proves  that  neither 
the  way  of  authority,  nor  the  way  of  examination,  can 
afford  the  multitude  any  test  of  religious  truth  ;  and 
dexterously  concludes  that  custom  and  education 
must  be  the  sole  grounds  of  popular  belief.  The 
ancient  paradox  of  Plutarch,  that  atheism  is  less  per- 
nicious than  superstition,  acquires  a  tenfold  vigour, 
when  it  is  adorned  with  the  colours  of  his  wit,  and 
pointed  with  the  acuteness  of  his  logic.  His  Critical 
Dictionary  is  a  vast  repository  of  facts  and  opinions ; 
and  he  balances  the  false  religions  in  his  sceptical 
scales,  till  the  opposite  quantities  (if  I  may  use  the 
language  of  algebra)  annihilate  each  other.  The  won- 
derful power  which  he  so  boldly  exercised,  of  assem- 
bling doubts  and  objections,  had  tempted  him  jocosely 
to  assume  the  title  of  the  vKpsXYtyspsTx.  Zivs^  the  cloud- 
compelling  Jove ;  and  in  a  conversation  with  the 
ingenious  abb^  (afterwards  cardinal)  de  Polignac,  he 
freely  disclosed  his  universal  Pyrrhonism.  '*  I  am 
most  truly  (said  Bayle)  a  Protestant ;  for  I  protest  in- 
differently against  all  systems  and  all  sects." 

The  academical  resentment  which  I  may  possibly 
have  provoked,  will  prudently  spare  this  plain  narra- 
tive of  my  studies,  or  rather  of  my  idleness,  and  of 
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the  unfortunate  event  which  shortened  the  term  of 
my  residence  at  Oxford.  But  it  may  be  suggested, 
that  my  father  was  unlucky  in  the  choice  of  a  society 
and  the  chance  of  a  tutor.  It  will  perhaps  be  asserted, 
that  in  the  lapse  of  forty  years  many  improvements 
have  taken  place  in  the  college  and  in  the  university. 
I  am  not  unwilling  to  believe  that  some  tutors  might 
have  been  found  more  active  than  Ur  Waldegrave,  and 
less  contemptible  than  Dr  ****.  At  a  more  recent 
period  many  students  have  been  attracted  by  the  merit 
and  reputation  of  sir  William  Scott,  then  a  tutor  in 
University  college,  and  now  conspicuous  in  the  pro- 
fession of  the  civil  law :  my  personal  acquaintance 
with  that  gentleman  has  inspired  me  with  a  just 
esteem  for  his  abilities  and  knowledge ;  and  I  am 
assured  that  his  lectures  on  history  would  compose, 
were  they  given  to  the  public,  a  most  valuable  treatise. 
Under  the  auspices  of  the  late  deans  a  more  regular 
discipline  has  been  introduced,  as  I  am  told,  at  Christ 
Church  ;*  a  course  of  classical  and  philosophical  studies 
is  proposed,  and  even  pui'sued,  in  that  numerous  semi- 

*  This  was  written  on  the  information  Mr  Gibbon  had 
received,  and  the  observation  he  had  made,  previous  to  his 
late  residence  at  Lausanne.  During'  his  last  visit  to  Eng- 
land, Re  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  at  Sheffield  Place  some 
young  men  of  the  college  above  alluded  to;  he  had  great 
satisfaction  in  conversing  with  them,  made  many  inquiries 
respecting  their  course  of  study,  applauded  the  discipline  of 
Christ  Church,  and  the  liberal  attention  shewn  by  the  dean 
to  those  whose  only  recommendation  was  their  merit.  Had 
Mr  Gibbon  lived  to  revise  this  work,  I  am  sure  he  would 
have  mentioned  the  name  of  Dr  Jackson  with  the  highest 
commendation  :  and  also  that  of  Dr  Bagot,  bishop  of  St 
Asaph,  whose  attention  to  the  duties  of  his  office  while  he 
was  dean  of  Christ  Church  was  unremitted,  and  to  whom 
perhaps  that  college  is  more  indebted  for  the  good  discipline 
introduced  there,  than  to  any  other  person  whatever.  There 
are  other  colleges  at  Oxford,  with  whose  discipline  my  friend 
was  unacquainted,  to  which,  without  doubt,  he  would  will- 
ingly have  allowed  their  due  praise,    particularly  Brazen 
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nary ;  learning  has  been  made  a  duty,  a  pleasure,  and 
even  a  fashion ;  and  several  young  gentlemen  do 
honour  to  the  college  in  which  they  have  been  edu- 
cated.    According  to  the  will  of  the  donor,  the  profit 

Nose  and  Oriel  colleges  ;  the  former  under  the  care  of  Dr 
Cleaver,  bishop  of  Chester,  the  latter  under  that  of  Dr  Eve- 
leigh.  It  is  still  greatly  to  be  wished  that  the  general 
expense,  or  rather  extravagance,  of  young  men  at  our 
English  universities  may  be  more  etfeotually  restrained.  The 
expense  in  which  they  are  permitted  to  indulge,  is  incon- 
sistent not  only  with  a  necessary  degree  of  study,  but  wilh 
those  habits  of  morality  which  should  be  promoted,  by  all 
means  poesiijle,  at  an  early  period  of  life.  An  academical 
education  in  England  is  at  present  an  object  of  alarm  and 
terror  to  every  thinking  parent  of  moderate  fortune.  It  is 
the  apprehension  of  the  expense,  of  the  dissipation,  and 
other  evil  consequences  which  arise  from  the  want  of  proper 
restraint  at  our  own  universities,  that  forces  a  number  of 
our  English  youths  lo  those  of  Scotland,  and  utterly  excludes 
many  from  any  sort  of  academical  instruction.  If  a  chaige 
be  true,  w  hicli  I  have  heard  insisted  on,  that  the  heads  of 
our  colleges  in  Oxford  and  Cambridge  are  vain  of  having 
under  their  care  chieHy  men  of  opulence,  who  may  be  sup- 
posed exempt  from  the  necessity  of  economical  control,  they 
are  indeed  highly  censurable  ;  since  the  mischief  of  allowing 
early  habits  of  expense  and  dissipation  is  great  in  various 
respects,  even  to  those  possessed  of  large  property;  and  the 
most  serious  evil  from  this  indulgence  must  happen  to  youths 
of  humbler  fortuiie,  who  certainly  form  the  majority  of  stu- 
dents both  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge.     S. 

Since  these  observations  appeared,  a  sermon,  with  very 
copious  notes,  has  been  published  by  the  reverend  Dr  Parr, 
wherein  he  complains  of  the  scantiness  of  praise  bestowed 
on  those  who  were  educated  at  the  universities  of  England. 
I  digressed  merely  to  speak  of  the  few  heads  of  colleges  of 
whom  I  had  at  that  time  heard,  or  with  whom  I  was  ac- 
quainted, and  I  did  not  allude  to  any  others  educated  there. 
I  have  further  to  observe,  that  I  have  not  met  with  any 
person  who  lived  at  the  time  to  which  Mr  Gibbon  alludes, 
who  was  not  of  opinion  that  his  representation,  at  least  of 
his  oyvn  college,  was  just;  and  such  was  the  opinion  of  that 
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of  the  second  part  of  lord  Clarendon's  History  has 
been  applied  to  the  establishment  of  a  riding-school, 
that  the  polite  exercises  might  be  taught,  I  know  not 
with  what  success,  in  the  university.  The  Viiierian 
professorship  is  of  far  more  serious  importance  ;  the 
laws  of  his  country  are  the  first  science  of  an  English- 
man of  rank  and  fortune,  who  is  called  to  be  a 
magistrate,  and  may  hope  to  be  a  legislator.  This 
judicious  institution  was  coldly  entertained  by  the 
graver  doctors,  who  complained  (I  have  heard  the 
complaint)  that  it  would  take  the  young  people  from 
their  books  :  but  j\Ir  Viner's  benefaction  is  not  unpro- 
fitable, since  it  has  at  least  produced  the  excellent 
commentaries  of  sir  William  Blackstone, 

After  carrying  me  to  Putney,  to  the  house  of  his 
friend  Mr  Mallet,*  by  whose  philosophy  I  was  rather 
scandalized  than  reclaimed,  it  was  necessary  for  my 
father  to  form  a  new  plan  of  education,  and  to  devise 
some  method  which,  if  possible,  might  effect  the  cure 
of  my  spiritual  malady.  After  much  debate  it  was 
determined,  from  the  advice  and  personal  experience 
of  Mr  Ehot,  (now  lord  Eiiot,)  to  fix  me,  during  some 
years,  at  Lausanne  in  Switzerland.  Mr  Frey,  a  Swiss 
gentleman  of  Basil,  undertook  the  conduct  of  the 
journey  :  we  left  London  the  19th  of  June,  crossed 
the  sea  from  Dover  to  Calais,  travelled  post  through 
several  provinces  of  France,  by  the  direct  road  of  St 
Quentin,  Rheims,  Langres,  and  Besan^on,  and  arrived 
the  30th  of  June  at  Lausanne,  where  I  was  immedi- 

aocomplished,  ingenious,  and  zealous  friend  of  the  university, 
the  late  Mr  Windham  ;  but  every  man,  acquainted  with  the 
former  and  present  state  of  the  university,  will  acknowledge 
the  vast  improvements  which  have  of  late  been  introduced 
into  the  plan  and  conduct  of  education  in  the  university. 

*  The  author  of  a  Life  of  Bacon,  which  has  been  rated 
above  its  value  ;  of  some  forgotten  poems  and  plays  ;  and  of 
the  pathetic  ballad  of  William  and  Margaret.  His  tenets 
were  deistical ;  perhaps  a  stronger  term  might  have  been 
used.     S. 
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ately  settled  under  the  roof  and  tuition  of  Mr  Pavilliard, 
a  Calvinist  minister. 

The  first  marks  of  my  father's  displeasure  rather 
astonished  than  afflicted  me  :  when  he  threatened  to 
banish,  and  disown,  and  disinherit,  a  rebellious  son, 
I  cherished  a  secret  hope  that  he  would  not  be  able  or 
willing  to  effect  his  menaces  ;  and  the  pride  of  con- 
science encouraged  me  to  sustain  the  honourable  and 
important  part  which  I  was  now  acting.  My  spirits 
were  raised  and  kept  alive  by  the  rapid  motion  of  my 
journey,  the  new  and  various  scenes  of  the  Continent, 
and  the  civility  of  Mr  Frey,  a  man  of  sense,  who  was 
not  ignorant  of  books  or  the  world.  But  after  he  had 
resigned  me  into  Pavilliard's  hands,  and  I  was  fixed  in 
my  new  habitation,  1  had  leisure  to  contemplate  the 
strange  and  melancholy  prospect  before  me.  My  first 
complaint  arose  from  my  ignorance  of  the  language. 
In  my  childhood  I  had  once  studied  the  French  gram- 
mar, and  I  could  imperfectly  understand  the  easy  prose 
of  a  familiar  subject.  But  when  I  was  thus  suddenly 
cast  on  a  foreign  land,  I  found  myself  deprived  of  the 
use  of  speech  and  of  hearing,  and,  during  some  weeks, 
incapable  not  only  of  enjoying  the  pleasures  of  conver- 
sation, but  even  of  asking  or  answering  a  question  in 
the  common  intercourse  of  life.  To  a  home-bred  En- 
glishman every  object,  every  custom,  was  offensive ;  but 
the  native  of  any  country  might  have  been  disgusted 
with  the  general  aspect  of  his  lodging  and  entertain- 
ment.  I  had  now  exchanged  my  elegant  apart- 
ment in  Magdalen  college,  for  a  narrow,  gloomy 
street,  the  most  unfrequented  of  an  unhandsome  town, 
for  an  old  inconvenient  house,  and  for  a  small 
chamber,  ill-contrived  and  ill-furnished,  which,  on  the 
approach  of  winter,  instead  of  a  companionable  fire, 
must  be  warmed  by  the  dull  invisible  heat  of  a  siove. 
From  a  man  T  was  again  degraded  to  the  dependence 
of  a  school-boy.  Mr  Pavilliard  managed  my  expenses, 
which  had  been  reduced  to  a  diminutive  state.  I  re- 
ceived  a  small   monthly  allowance  for   my  pocket- 
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money ;  and,  helpless  and  awlcward  as  I  have  ever 
been,  I  no  longer  enjoyed  the  indispensable  comfort 
of  a  servant.  My  condition  seemed  as  destitute  of 
hope,  as  it  was  devoid  of  pleasure  :  I  was  separated 
for  an  indefinite,  which  appeared  an  infinite,  term  from 
my  native  country ;  and  I  had  lost  all  connection  with 
my  Cathohc  friends.  I  have  since  reflected  with  sur- 
prise, that  as  the  Romish  clergy  of  every  part  of 
Europe  maintain  a  close  correspondence  with  each 
other,  they  never  attempted,  by  letters  or  messages, 
to  rescue  me  from  the  hands  of  tlie  heretics,  or  at 
least  to  confirm  my  zeal  and  constancy  in  the  pro- 
fession of  the  faith.  Such  was  my  first  introduction 
to  Lausanne ;  a  place  where  I  spent  nearly  five  years 
with  pleasure  and  profit,  which  I  afterwards  revisited 
without  compulsion,  and  which  1  have  finally  selected 
as  the  most  grateful  retreat  for  the  decline  of  my 
life. 

But  it  is  the  peculiar  felicity  of  youth  that  the  most 
unpleasing  objects  and  events  seldom  make  a  deep  or 
lasting  impression  ;  it  forgets  the  past,  enjoys  the 
present,  and  anticipates  the  future.  At  the  flexible 
age  of  sixteen  I  soon  learned  to  endure,  and  gradually 
to  adopt,  the  new  forms  of  arbitrary  manners  :  the 
real  hardships  of  my  situation  were  alienated  by  time. 
Had  I  been  sent  abroad  in  a  more  splendid  style,  such 
as  the  fortune  and  bounty  of  my  father  might  have 
supplied,  I  might  have  returned  home  with  the  same 
stock  of  language  and  science  which  our  countrymen 
usually  import  from  the  continent.  An  exile  and  a 
prisoner  as  I  was,  their  example  betrayed  me  into 
some  irregularities  of  wine,  of  play,  and  of  idle  ex- 
cursions ;  but  I  soon  felt  the  impossibility  of  associat- 
ing with  them  on  equal  terms  ;  and  after  the  departure 
of  my  first  acquaintances,  I  held  a  cold  and  civil  cor- 
respondence with  their  successors.  This  seclusion 
from  Enghsh  society  was  attended  with  the  most 
soKd  benefits.  In  the  Pays  de  Vaud  the  French 
language  is  used  with  less  imperfection  than  in  most 
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of  the  distant  provinces  of  France  :  in  Pavilliard's 
family  necessity  compelled  me  to  listen  and  to  speak ; 
and  if  I  was  at  first  disheartened  by  the  appai'ent 
slowness,  in  a  few  months  1  was  astonished  by  the 
rapidity  of  my  progress.  JMy  pronunciation  was 
formed  by  the  constant  repetition  of  the  same  sounds ; 
the  variety  of  words  and  idioms,  the  rules  of  gram- 
mar, and  distinctions  of  genders,  were  impressed  in 
my  memory;  ease  and  freedom  were  obtained  by 
practice,  correctness  and  elegance  by  labour;  and 
before  I  was  recalled  home,  French,  in  which  I  spon- 
taneously thought,  was  more  familiar  than  English  to 
my  ear,  my  tongue,  and  my  pen.  The  first  effect  of 
this  opening  knowledge  was  the  revival  of  my  love  of 
reading,  which  had  been  chilled  at  Oxford;  and  I 
soon  turned  over,  without  much  choice,  almost  all 
the  French  books  in  my  tutor's  library.  Even  these 
amusements  Avere  productive  of  real  advantage  :  my 
taste  and  judgment  were  now  somewhat  riper.  I  was 
introduced  to  a  new  mode  of  style  and  literature ;  by 
the  comparison  of  manners  and  opinions,  my  views 
were  enlarged,  my  prejudices  were  corrected ;  and  a 
copious  voluntary  abstract  of  the  *  Histoire  de  I'Eglise 
et  de  I'Empire,'  by  le  Suer,  may  be  placed  in  a  middle 
line  between  my  childish  and  my  manly  studies.  As 
soon  as  I  was  able  to  converse  with  the  natives,  I 
began  to  feel  some  satisfaction  in  their  company ;  my 
awkward  timidity  was  polished  and  emboldened,  and 
I  frequented,  for  the  first  time,  assemblies  of  men  and 
women.  The  acquaintance  of  the  Pavilliards  prepared 
me  by  degrees  for  more  elegant  society.  I  w.is 
received  with  kindness  and  indulgence  in  the  best 
families  of  Lausanne ;  and  it  was  in  one  of  these  that 
I  formed  an  intimate  and  lasting  connection  with  Mr 
Deyverdun,  a  young  man  of  an  amiable  temper  and 
excellent  understanding.  In  the  arts  of  fencing  and 
dancing  small  indeed  was  my  proficiency  ;  and  some 
months  were  idly  wasted  in  the  riding-school.  My 
unfitness  to  bodily  exercise  reconciled  me  to  a  seden- 
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tary  life  ;  and  the  horse,  the  favourite  of  my  country- 
men, never  contributed  to  the  pleasures  of  my 
youth. 

My  obUgations  to  the  lessons  of  INIr  Pavilliard 
gratitude  will  not  suffer  me  to  forget;  he  was  endowed 
with  a  clear  head  and  a  warm  heart;  his  innate 
benevolence  had  assuaged  the  spirit  of  the  church  ; 
he  was  rational,  because  he  was  moderate  ;  in  the 
course  of  his  studies  he  had  acquired  a  just  though 
superficial  knowledge  of  most  branches  of  literature  ; 
by  long  practice  he  was  skilled  in  the  arts  of  teach- 
ing ;  and  he  laboured  with  assiduous  patience  to  know 
the  character,  gain  the  affection,  and  open  the  mind, 
of  his  English  pupil.*    As  soon  as  we  began  to  under- 

*  Extract  of  a  Letter  from  M.  Pavilliard  to 
Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

A  Lausanne,  ce  25  Juillet  1753. 

Monsieur  de  Gibbon  se  porte  ties  bien  par  la  grace  do 
Dieu,  et  il  me  paroit  qu'il  ne  se  trouve  pas  mal  de  notre 
maison;  j'ai  nieme  lieu  de  penser  qu'il  prend  de  I'attache- 
ment  pour  moi,  ce  dont  je  suis  charme  et  que  je  travaillerai 
k  augmenter,  parcequ'il  aura  plus  de  confiance  en  moi, 
dans  ce  que  je  me  propose  de  lui  dire. 

Je  n'ai  point  encore  entrepris  de  lui  parler  sur  les  ma- 
ti^res  de  religion,  parceque  je  n'entends  pas  assez  la  langue 
Angloise  pour  soutenir  une  longue  conversation  en  cette 
langue,  quoique  je  lise  les  auteurs  Anglois  avec  assez  de 
facility  ;  et  Monsieur  de  Gibbon  n'entend  pas  assez  de 
Fran9ois,  mais  il  y  fait  beaucoup  de  progres. 

Je  suis  fort  content  de  la  politesse  et  de  la  douceur  de 
caract^re  de  Monsieur  votre  fils,  et  je  me  flatte  que  je 
pourrai  toujours  vous  parler  de  lui  avec  61oge  ;  il  s'applique 
beaucoup  k  la  lecture. 

[translation.] 

Lausanne,  25tli  July  1753. 
Mr  Gibbon,  by  the  grace  of  God,  is  in  good  health,  and 
apparently  feels  himself  not  uncdnfortable  in  our  house.     I 

F 
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stand  each  other,  he  gently  led  me,  from  a  blind  and 
undistinguished  love  of  reading,  into  the  path  of  in- 
struction.   I  consented  with  pleasure  that  a  portion  of 

"ave  even  reason  to  think  that  he  has  imbibed  some  regard 
for  me,  which  gives  me  great  pleasure;  and  I  wi)I  labour 
to  encrease  it,  in  order  to  inspire  him  with  more  confidence 
in  what  I  purpose  to  say  to  him. 

I  have  not  yet  addressed  him  on  the  subject  of  religion, 
because  I  do  not  understand  the  English  language  suffi- 
ciently to  sustain  a  long  conversation  in  it,  although  I  can 
read  English  authors  with  tolerable  facility ;  neither  does 
Mr  Gibbon  yet  understand  enough  of  French,  in  which 
however  he  is  making  a  rapid  progress. 

I  am  much  satisfied  with  the  politeness  and  gentleness  of 
your  son's  character;  and  I  flatter  myself  that  I  shall  be 
always  able  to  speak  of  him  with  approbation ;  he  applies 
much  to  reading. 

Fi'OiH  M.  Pavilliarj>  to  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

A  Lausanne,  ce  13  Aout  1753. 
Monsieur  de  Gibbon  se  porte  bien  par  la  grace  de  Dieu  ; 
je  I'aime,  et  je  me  suis  extr^mement  attach^  k  lui  parcequ'il 
est  doux  et  tranquille.  Pour  ce  qui  regarde  ses  sentimens, 
quoique  je  ne  lui  aye  encore  rien  dit  la-dessus,  j'ai  lieu 
d'esperer  qu'il  ouvrira  les  yeux  a  la  verite.  Je  le  pense 
ainsi,  parcequ'  (^4ant  dans  mon  cabinet,  il  a  choisi  deux  livres 
de  controversie  qu'jl  a  pris  dans  sa  chanibre,  et  qu'il  les  lit. 
II  m*a  charg^  de  vous  ofTrir  ses  tri^s  humbles  respects,  et  de 
vous  demander  la  permission  de  le  laisser  monter  au  ma- 
nege :  cet  exercise  pourroit  contribuer  a  donner  de  la  force 
k  son  corps,  e'est  I'idee  qu'il  en  a. 

[translation.] 

Lausanne,  13th  August  1753. 

Mr  Gibbon  enjoys  good  health,  by  the  grace  of  God.  I 
love,  and  am  extremely  attached  to  him,  because  he  is  gentle 
and  tranquil.    As  regards  his  opinions,  although  I  have  not 
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the  morning  hours  should  he  consecrated  to  a  plan  of 
modem  history  and  geography,  and  to  the  critical 

yet  addressed  him  on  the  subject,  I  have  reason  to  hope 
that  he  will  open  his  eyes  to  the  truth.  I  am  led  to  think  80 
by  his  selection  of  two  books  of  controversy  from  my 
library,  which  he  has  taken  into  his  own  chamber  to  read. 
He  has  charged  me  to  offer  you  his  humble  respects,  and  to 
request  you  to  allow  him  to  attend  the  riding-school,  as  he 
thinks  the  exercise  will  increase  his  bodily  strength. 

From  M.  Pavilliard  to  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

Monsieur,  A  Lausanne,  ce  31  Octobre  1753. 

Depuis  ma  lettre  du  15nie  Aout,  je  recus  le  18«>e  du  mSme 
mois  la  lettre  que  vous  m'avez  fait  I'honneur  de  m'ecrire  en 
datte  du  2-1^  Juillet.  Je  I'ai  lue  avec  attention  :  permettez 
moi  de  vous  marquer  les  reflexions  que  j'y  ai  fait. 

Vous  souhaitez  que  je  tienne  IVIonsieur  votre  fils  k  la 
maison  attach^  a  ses  Etudes,  et  qu'il  sorte  peu.  Vous  fites 
p^re,  par  1^  meme,  Monsieur,  vous  avez  droit  de  prescrire 
la  maniere  dont  vous  voulez  qu'on  le  conduise.  Sans  doute 
vous  ne  prenez  ce  parti,  que  parceque  vous  croyez  qu'.on 
reussira  mieux  par  cette  voie,  k  le  ramener  des  prejug^s 
auxquels  il  s'est  livr^.  Mais  je  vous  prie  de  consid^rer  que 
Monsieur  votre  fils  est  d'un  caractere  serieux,  qu'il  se  plait 
^  refl^chir,  qu'^tantdans  sa  chambre  occup^  k  lire,  il  suivra 
ses  id^es,  et  il  s'y  attachera  toujours  plus,  parceque  per- 
sonne  ne  le  contredira :  d'ailleurs  regardant  comme  une 
peine  I'obligation  qu'on  lui  impose,  il  sera  toujours  moins 
porte  k  ^couter  favorablement  ce  que  je  lui  dirai :  il  envi- 
sagera  tons  mes  discours,  comme  venant  d'un  homme  qui 
est  dans  des  id^es  qu'il  ddsapprouve,  et  qui  veut,  cependant, 
les  lui  faire  recevoir,  parcequ'il  est  paie  pour  cela. 

Je  crois,  Monsieur,  qu'il  seroit  plus  ^  propos  de  ledistraire 
un  peu,  de  I't^gaier  un  peu,  pour  lui  faire  passer  ce  qu'il  a 
de  trop  sombre  dans  le  caractere :  en  voyant  bonne  com- 
pagnie,  il  appercevroit  qu'on  pense  juste  sur  bien  de  sujets : 
il  s'accoutumeroit  a  ^tre  contredit  quelquefois,  et  k  cdder 
aussi  dans  I'Dcoasion,  il   examineroit  avec  plus  de  soin  et 
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perusal  of  the  French  and  Latin  classics  ;  and  at  each 
step  I  felt  myself  invigorated  by  the  habits  of  applica- 

avec  moins  de  preoccupation  les  principes  qu'il  adopte,  et 
les  Yoyant  souvent  condamnds  par  des  personnes  qu'il  voit 
qui  ont  du  jroiit  pour  la  verity,  il  ne  les  regarderoit  pas 
comme  infaillibles,  et  convaincu  qu'on  ne  le  halt  pas  h.  cause 
de  ses  sentimens,  il  ^couteroit  ce  qu'on  lui  diroit  avec  plus 
de  confiance.  Tout  ce  que  je  viens  de  dire  est  une  suite 
des  remarques  que  j'ai  fait  sur  son  caractere,  et  sur  ce  que 
vous  m'avez  fait  I'honneur  de  m'en  dire  dans  votre  lettre. 
Je  me  suis  appercu  qu'il  ^toit  attach^  au  parti  du  Pr^ten- 
dant :  il  s'en  est  d^clar^  assez  ouvertement  dans  la  suite. 
Ja'i  combattu  ses  id^es  sans  faire  semblant  que  c'^toit  les 
siennes,  et  sans  marquer  aucune  intention  de  lui  faire  de  la 
peine :  il  a  r^pHqu^  plusieurs  fois,  mais  k  la  fin  j'ai  telle^ 
ment  renvers^  tous  ses  raisonnemens  qu'il  n'en  parle  plus, 
et  qu'il  s'exprirae  sur  le  sujet  du  roi  d'une  maniere  bien 
diffi^rente  de  ce  qu'il  faisoit  autrefois.  Je  n'assurerai  pas 
cependant  qu'il  ait  entierement  change  d'idees,  parcequ'il 
parle  peu,  et  que  je  n'ai  pas  voulu  faire  connoltre  que 
j'avois  dessein  de  I'emporter  sur  lui. 
Monsieur, 
Votre  ires  humble  et  obeissant  serviteur, 

Pavilhard,  Pasteur. 

[translation.] 

Sir,  Lausanne,  31st  October  1753. 

Since  n-!y  letter  of  the  15th  August,  I  received  on  the  18th 
of  the  same  month  the  letter  which  you  did  me  the  honour 
to  write,  of  the  date  of  the  24th  July.  Having  read  it  with 
attention,  allow  me  to  represent  to  you  the  reflections  which 
have  occurred  to  me. 

You  desire  that  your  son  should  go  cut  little,  hut  be 
retained  within  doors,  and  obliged  to  occupy  himself  in  his 
studies.  You  are  his  parent,  sir,  and  consequently  have  a 
right  to  prescribe  the  manner  in  which  he  should  be  treated. 
Without  doubt  you  select  this  course  because  you  think 
that  it  will  succeed  better  in  removing  the  prejudices  to 
which  he  has  resigned  himself.     I  leg  you,  however,   to 
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lion  and  method.  His  prudence  repressed  and  dis- 
sembled some  youthful  sallies;  and  as  soon  as  I  was 

consider  that  your  son  is  of  a  serious  character,  that  he  is 
fond  of  redection,  and  that,  being  so  much  in  his  chamber 
employed  in  reading,  he  will  follow  his  own  ideas  exclu- 
sively, to  which  he  will  be  the  more  attached,  as  there  will 
be  no  one  to  contradict  him  ;  moreover,  regarding  the  obliga- 
tion as  a  species  of  restraint  imposed  upon  hiin,  he  will  be 
less  inclined  to  listen  to  what  1  shall  say  to  him,  and  will 
regard  all  my  conversation  as  coming  from  a  man  who 
entertains  notions  which  he  disapproves,  and  who  is  paid 
for  endeavouring  to  make  him  of  the  same  opinion. 

I  believe,  sir,  that  it  would  be  more  advisable  for  him  to 
unbend  a  little,  and  seek  additional  amusement,  in  order  to 
dissipate  a  portion  of  the  too  great  gravity  of  his  character. 
By  seeing  good  conjpany  he  would  learn  what  is  deemed 
correct  in  regard  to  a  variety  of  su])iects;  he  would  be 
accustomed  to  contradiction,  and  to  the  necessity  of  occa- 
sionally yielding,  and  would  thereby  be  led  to  examine  with 
serious  care,  and  with  less  pre-occupation,  the  principles 
which  he  adopts.  Often  finding  them  condemned  by  persons 
whom  he  will  see  evince  a  solicitude  to  be  correct,  he  will 
not  regard  them  as  infallible  ;  and  convinced  that  they  who 
differ  from  him  do  not  dislike  him  for  his  opinions,  he  will 
listen  to  them  with  more  confidence.  All  that  I  have  just 
said  has  been  suggested  by  my  observations  on  his  cha- 
racter, and  my  consideration  of  what  you  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  say  in  your  letter.  Having  perceived  that  he 
was  attached  to  the  party  of  the  Pretender,  which  he 
openly  acknowledged  in  the  sequel,  I  have  combatted  his 
opinions,  without  seeming  to  regard  them  as  entertained  by 
bim,  and  without  exhibiting  any  intention  to  annoy  him. 
He  has  frequently  replied ;  but  I  have  finally  so  repelled  his 
arguments,  that  he  speaks  no  more  in  this  strain,  and  ex- 
presses himself  very  differently  in  relation  to  the  king  from 
what  he  did  formerly.  I  am  not  sure,  however,  that  his 
opinions  are  altogether  changed,  as  he  speaks  little,  and  I 
have  never  wished  him  to  think  that  I  had  any  design  to 
dictate  to  or  overrule  him. 
Sir, 
Your  very  humble  and  obedient  servant, 

PAviLLiARD,  Pastor. 
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confirmed  in  the  habits  of  industry  and  temperance, 
he  gave  the  reins  into  my  own  hands.  His  favourable 
report  of  my  behaviour  and  progress  gradually  ob- 
tained some  latitude  of  action  and  expense  ;  and  he 
wished  to  alleviate  the  hardships  of  my  lodging  and 
entertainment.  The  principles  of  philosophy  were 
associated  with  the  examples  of  taste  ;  and  by  a  sin- 
gular chance,  the  book,  as  well  as  the  man,  which 
contributed  the  most  effectually  to  my  education,  has 
a  stronger  claim  on  my  gratitude  than  on  my  admira- 
tion. M.  De  Crousaz,  the  adversary  of  Bayle  and 
Pope,  is  not  distinguished  by  lively  fancy  or  profound 
reflection  ;  and  even  in  his  own  country,  at  the  end  of 
a  few  years,  his  name  and  writings  are  almost  oblite- 
rated. But  his  philosophy  had  been  formed  in  the 
school  of  Locke,  his  divinity  in  that  of  Limborch  and 
Le  Clerc  ;  in  a  long  and  laborious  life,  several  genera- 
tions of  pupils  were  taught  to  think,  and  even  to  write  ; 
his  lessons  rescued  the  academy  of  Lausanne  from  Cal- 
vinistic  prejudice;  and  he  had  the  rare  merit  of  diffus- 
ing a  more  liberal  spirit  among  the  clergy  and  people 
of  the  Pays  de  Vaud.  His  system  of  logic,  which  in 
the  last  editions  has  swelled  to  six  tedious  and  prolix 
volumes,  may  be  praised  as  a  clear  and  methodical 
abridgment  of  the  art  of  reasoning,  from  our  simple 
ideas  to  the  most  complex  operations  of  the  human 
understanding.  This  system  I  studied,  and  meditated, 
and  abstracted,  till  I  obtained  the  free  command  of  an 
universal  instrument,  which  I  soon  presumed  to  exer- 
cise on  my  Catholic  opinions.  Pavilliard  was  not 
unmindful  that  his  first  task,  his  most  important 
duty,  was  to  reclaim  me  from  the  errors  of  popery. 
The  intermixture  of  sects  has  rendered  the  Swiss 
clergy  acute  and  learned  on  the  topics  of  controversy  ; 
and  I  have  some  of  his  letters  in  which  he  celebrates 
the  dexterity  of  his  attack,  and  my  gradual  conces- 
sions after  a  firm  and  well-managed  defence.*     I  was 

*  M.  Pavilliard  has  described  to  me  the  astonishment  with 
which  he  gazed  on  Mr  Gibbon  standing  before  him  ;  a  thin 
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willing,  and  I  am  now  willing,  to  allow  him  a  hand- 
some share  of  the  honour  of  my  conversion ;  yet  I 
must  observe,  that  it  was  principally  effected  by  my 
private  reflections ;  and  I  stiU  remember  my  solitary 
transport  at  the  discovery  of  a  philosophical  argument 
against  the  doctrine  of  transubstantiation — that  the 
text  of  scripture  which  seems  to  inculcate  the  real? 
presence,  is  attested  only  by  a  single  sense — our  sight  ;'^^' 
while  the  real  presence  itself  is  disproved  by  three  of 
our  senses — the  sight,  the  touch,  and  the  taste.  Tlie 
various  articles  of  the  Romish  creed  disappeared  like 
a  dream ;  and  after  a  full  conviction,  on  Christmas- 
day  I7ii4  I  received  the  sacrament  in  the  church  of 
Lausanne.  It  was  here  that  I  suspended  my  religious 
inquiries,  acquiescing  with  implicit  belief  in  the  tenets 
and  mysteries  which  are  adopted  by  the  general  con- 
sent of  Catholics  and  Protestants.* 

little  figure,  with  a  large  head,  disputing  and  urging,  with 
the  greatest  ability,  all  the  best  arguments  that  had  ever  been 
used  in  favour  of  Popery.  Mr  Gibbon  many  years  ago 
became  very  fat  and  corpulent,  but  he  had  uncommonly 
small  bones,  and  was  very  slightly  made.         S. 

*  From  M.  Pavilliard  to  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

MoNsiEiR,  Juin  2G,  1754. 

J'esp^re  que  vous  pardonnerez  mon  long  silence,  en  faveur 
des  nouvelles  que  j'ai  a  vous  apprendre.  Si  j'ai  tant  tarde, 
ee  n'a  t't^  ni  par  oubli,  ni  par  negligence,  mais  je  croyois 
de  semaine  en  semaine  pouvoir  vos  annoncer  que  monsieur 
votre  fils  avoit  enti^rement  renonce  aux  fauses  idees  qu'il 
avoit  embrassdes  ;  mais  il  a  fallu  disputer  le  terrein  pied  a 
pied,  et  je  n'ai  pas  trouve  en  lui  un  homme  leger,  et  qui 
passe  rapidement  d'un  sentiment  a  un  autre.  Souvent 
apr^s  avoir  d(5truit  toutes  ses  id^es  sur  un  article,  de 
maniere  qu'il  n'avoit  rien  a  repliquer,  ce  qu'il  avouoit  sans 
detour,  il  me  disoit  qu'il  ne  croioit  pas  qu'il  n'y  eut  rien  k 
me  repondre.  La-dessus  je  n'ai  pas  juge  qu'il  fallut  le 
pousser  a  bout,  et  extorquer  de  lui  un  aveu  que  son  coeur 
desavoueroit;  je  lui  donnois  alors  du  tems  pour  reflechir; 
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Such,  from  my  arrival  at  Lausanne,  during  tlie  first 
eighteen  or  twenty  months  (July  1/53— March  1755) 

tous  mes  livrez  ^toient  a  sa  disposition  ;  je  revenois  k  la 
charge  quand  il  m'avouoit  qu'ii  avoit  ^tudie  la  mati^re 
aussi  bien  qu'il  Tavoit  pii,  et  enfin  j'etablissois  une  veiit^. 

Je  me  persuadois  que  quand  jaurois  detrit  les  principales 
erreurs  de  I'eglise  Romaine,  je  n'aurois  qu'a  faire  voir  que 
les  autres,  sent  des  consequences  des  premieres,  et  qu'elles 
ne  peuvent  subsister  quand  les  fondamentales  sont  ren- 
versees;  mais,  comnie  je  I'ai  dit,  je  me  suis  trompe,  il  a 
failu  traiter  chaque  article  dans  son  entier.  Par  la  grace 
de  Dieu,  je  n'ai  pas  perdu  mon  terns,  et  aujourdhui,  si 
m^me  il  conserve  quelques  restes  de  ses  pernicieuses  erreurs, 
j'ose  dire  qu'il  n'est  plus  membre  de  I'eglise  Romaine  :  voici 
done  ou  nous  en  sommes. 

J'ai  renvers6  rinfaillibilite  de  I'eglise ;  j'ai  prouv^  que 
jamais  St  Pierre  n'a  et^  chef  des  apotres ;  que  quand  il 
I'auroit  ete,  le  paj>e  n'est  point  son  successeur  ;  qu'il  est 
douteux  que  St  Pierre  ait  jamaise  ete  a  Rome,  mais  sup- 
pose qu'il  y  ait  ete,  il  n'a  pas  ete  ev^que  de  cette  ville : 
que  la  transubstantiation  est  une  invention  humaine,  et 
peu  ancienne  dans  I'rglise  ;  que  I'adoration  de  I'Euohariste 
et  le  retranchement  de  la  coupe  sont  contraires  k  la  parole 
de  Dieu :  qu'il  y  a  des  saints,  mais  que  nous  no  savons 
pas  qui  ils  sont,  et  par  consequent  qu'on  ne  pent  pas  les 
prier ;  que  le  respect  et  le  culte  qu'on  rend  aux  reliques  est 
condamnable ;  qu'il  n'y  a  point  de  purgatoire,  et  que  la 
doctrine  des  indulgences  est  fausse  :  que  le  Car^me  et  les 
jeunes  du  Vendredi  et  du  Samedi  sont  ridicules  aujourdhui, 
et  de  la  mani^re  que  I'eglise  Romaine  les  prescrit :  que  les 
imputations  que  I'eglise  de  Rome  nous  fait  de  varier  dans 
notre  doctrine,  et  d'avoir  pour  reformateurs  des  personnes 
dont  la  conduite  et  les  moeurs  ont  ete  un  scandale,  sont 
enti^rement  fausses. 

Vous  comprenez  bien  monsieur,  que  ces  articles  sont  d'une 
longue  discussion,  qu'il  a  fallu  du  tems  a  monsieur  votre  fils 
pour  mediter  mes  raisons,  et  pour  y  chercher  des  reponses. 
Je  lui  ai  demande  plusieurs  fois  si  mes  preuves  et  mes 
raisons  lui  paroissoient  convainquantes;  il  m'a  toujours 
assure  qu'oui,  de  faf  on  que  j'ose  assurer  aussi  comnie  je  le 
lui  al  dit  a  lui  meme  il  y  a  peu  de  tems,  qu'il  n'etoit  plus 
catholique  Romaine.     Je  me  flatte  qu'apres  avoir  obtenu  ia 
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were  my  useful  studies,  the  foundation  of  all  my  fu- 
ture improvements.  But  every  man  who  rises  above 
the  common  level  has  received  two  educations  :  the 
first  from  his  teachers ;  the  second,  more  personal 
and  important,  from  himself.  He  will  not,  like  the 
fanatics  of  the  last  age,  define  the  moment  of  grace  ; 

victoire  3ur  ces  articles,  je  I'aura  sur  le  resle  avec  le  se- 
cours  de  Dieu.  Tellement  que  je  compte  vous  marquer 
dans  peu  que  cette  ouvrage  est  fini ;  je  dois  vous  dire 
encore  que,  quoique  j'ai  trouvo  31.  voire  fits  tr^s  ferine  dans 
ses  idees,  je  I'ai  trouve  raisonnable,  qu'il  s'est  rendu  a  la 
lumi{^re,  et  qu'il  n'est  pas,  ce  qu'on  appelle,  chicaneur. 
Par  rapport  k  I'article  du  jeune  le  Vendredi  et  Samedi,  long 
tems  apres  que  je  vous  eus  ecrit  qu'il  n'avoit  jamais  mar- 
que qu'il  voulut  I'observer,  environ  le  commencement  du 
mois  de  Mars  je  m'apperfus  un  Vendredi  qu'il  ne  manjreoit 
point  de  viande;  je  lui  parlai  en  particulier  pour  en  savoir 
la  raison,  craignant  que  co  ne  fut  par  indisposition;  il  me 
repondit  qu'il  I'avoit  fait  k  dessein,  et  qu'il  avoit  cru  6tre 
obligee  de  se  conformer  a  la  pratique  d'une  eglise  dont  il 
^toit  membre :  nous  parlfimes  quelque  tems  sur  ce  sujet ; 
il  m'assura  qu'il  n'envisageoit  cela  que  comme  une  pratique 
bonne  k  la  verite,  et  qu'il  devoit  suivre,  quoiqu'il  ne  la  crut 
pas  sainte  en  elle  m^me,  ni  d'institution  divine.  Je  ne  crus 
pas  devoir  insister  pour  lors,  ni  le  forcer  a  agir  contre  ses 
lumieres :  j'ai  traite  cet  article  qui  est  certainement  un  des 
moins  importans,  des  moines  fondes  ;  et  cependant  il  m'a 
fallu  un  tems  considerable  pour  le  detromper,  et  pour  lui 
faire  comprendre  qu'il  avoit  tort  de  s'assujettir  ^  la  pratique 
d'une  eglise  q'.i'il  ne  reconnoissoit  plus  pour  infaillible; 
que  si  mSme  cette  pratique  avoit  en  quelque  utilite  dans 
son  institution,  cependant  elle  n'en  avoit  aucune  en  elle 
meme,  puisqu'elle  ne  contribuolt  en  rien  a  la  purete  des 
moeurs,  qu'ainsi  il  n'y  avoit  aucune  raison,  ni  dans  I'insti- 
tution  de  cette  pratique,  ni  dans  la  pratique  elle  m^me, 
qui  I'autorisat  a  s'y  soumettre :  qu'aujourdhui  ce  n'etoit 
qu'une  affaire  d'interet,  puisqu'avec  de  I'argent  on  ob- 
tenoit  des  dispenses  pour  manger  gras,  &c.  de  mani^re 
que  je  I'ai  ramene  k  la  liberte  Cbretienne  avecbeaucoup  de 
peine  et  seulement  depuis  quelques  semaines.  Je  I'ai 
engage  a  vous  ecrire,  pour  vous  manifester  les  sentimens 
ou  il  est,  et  I'ctat  de  sa  sant<^ ;  et  je  crois  qu'il  I'a  fait. 
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but  he  cannot  forget  the  era  of  his  life,  in  which  his 
mind  has  expanded  to  its  proper  form  and  dimensions. 

[translation.] 

From  Mr  Pavilliard  to  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

Sir,  June  26,  1754. 

I  hope  that  you  will  pardon  my  long  silence,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  news  which  I  have  to  communjcate.  If  I  have 
delayed,  it  has  been  neither  through  forgetfulness  nor  negli- 
gence ;  but  I  have  thought,  week  after  week,  that  I  should 
have  the  power  to  announce  that  your  son  had  entirely 
given  up  the  false  notions  which  he  had  embraced ;  but  he 
has  disputed  the  ground  foot  to  foot;  and  I  have  not  found 
him  a  man  of  levity,  who  passes  with  rapidity  from  one 
opinion  to  another.  After  having  overthrown  his  arguments 
upon  a  point,  so  that  he  has  had  nothing  to  reply,  he  has 
confessed  it  without  equivocation,  and  told  me  that  he  had 
nothing  further  to  say.  On  these  occasions  I  have  not 
deemed  it  expedient  to  push  matters  to  extremities,  and  to 
extort  from  him  anything  which  his  heart  might  secretly 
disavow  ;  but  have  given  him  time  to  reflect,  and  placed  all 
my  books  at  his  disposal.  When  he  allowed  that  he  had 
studied  the  subject  as  fully  as  possible,  I  returned  to  the 
charge,  and  ultimately  I  have  caused  the  truth  to  prevail. 

I  had  been  led  to  believe,  that  if  I  could  demonstrate 
the  principal  errors  of  the  church  of  Rome,  I  could  make 
him  perceive  that  the  minor  ones  ought  to  follow,  as  not  of 
a  nature  to  exist  after  the  overthrow  of  fundamentals  :  but, 
as  1  have  already  observed,  I  deceived  myself,  as  he  thought 
himself  called  upon  to  examine  every  article  thoroughly. 
By  God's  assistance  I  have  not  however  lost  my  labour; 
and  at  present,  if  even  he  retains  some  remains  of  his  per- 
nicious errors,  I  can  venture  to  say  that  he  is  no  lonj,er  a 
member  of  the  church  of  Rome.  Here  then  we  are  at 
present. 

I  have  overthrown  the  infallibility  of  the  church  ;  I  have 

proved  that  St  Peter  was  never  chief  of  the  apostles ;  that 

(a  he  had  been  so,  the  Pope  is  not  his  successor ;  that  it  is 

I  doubtful  if  St  Peter  was  ever  at  Rome ;  but,  supposing  he 

I  had  been  there,  he  was  never  its  bishop ;  that  transubstan- 

tiation  is  a  human  invention  of  little  antiquity  in  the  church  ; 

that  the  worship  of  the  encharist,  and  the  withholding  of 
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My  worthy  tutor  had  the  good  sense  and  modesty  to 
discern  how  far  he  could  be  useful :  as  soon  as  he  felt 

the  cup,  are  contrary  to  the  word  of  God/  that  there  are 
saints,  but  we  know  not  who  they  are,  and  therefore  cannot 
pray  to  them  j  that  the  respect  and  worship  paid  to  relics 
are  condemnable  ;  that  there  is  no  purgatory,  and  that  the 
doctrine  of  indulgences  is  false  ;  that  Lent,  and  the  fasts 
of  Friday  and  Saturday,  are  now  ridiculous  in  the  manner 
prescribed  by  the  church  of  Rome;  and  that  the  imputa- 
tions of  that  church,  when  it  accuses  us  of  varying  our 
opinions,  and  following  reformers  of  scandalous  conduct 
and  manners,  are  entirely  ungrounded. 

You  will  be  aware,  sir,  that  these  points  imply  a  lengthy 
discussion,  and  that  Mr  Gibbon  required  time  to  reflect 
upon  my  arguments,  and  to  meditate  replies.  I  have  often 
inquired  if  my  proofs  and  reasoning  appeared  to  him  con- 
vincing; and  he  has  also  answered  yes  in  such  a  man- 
ner, that  I  can  venture  to  assert,  as  I  have  said  to  your  son 
himself,  that  he  is  no  longer  a  Roman  Catholic.  Having 
obtained  the  victory  thus  far,  I  flatter  myself,  by  God's 
help,  to  be  equally  successful  over  what  remains.  Thus  I 
rely,  that  in  a  little  time  the  work  will  be  accomplished  ;  I 
must  not  neglect  to  add,  that  although  I  have  found  Mr 
Gibbon  very  firm  in  his  opinions,  I  have  also  found  him 
reasonable ;  he  has  yielded  to  conviction  when  it  reached 
him,  and  is  not  what  is  termed  a  caviller.  In  relation  to 
the  fast  of  Friday  and  Saturday,  a  long  time  after  I  had 
written  to  you  that  he  had  never  signified  he  would  observe 
it,  I  perceived  one  Friday,  towards  the  commencement  of 
the  month  of  March,  that  he  ate  no  meal.  I  particularly 
addressed  him  to  learn  the  reason,  fearing  that  it  was 
owing  to  indisposition ;  he  replied  that  he  refrained  inten-. 
tionally,  as  he  held  himself  obliged  to  conform  to  the  prac- 
tice of  a  church  of  which  he  was  a  member.  We  then 
conversed  upon  the  subject,  when  he  assured  me  that  he 
regarded  it  merely  as  a  good  practice,  and  one  that  he 
ought  to  follow,  but  not  as  holy  in  itself  or  of  divine  insti- 
tution. I  did  not  think  that  I  ought  to  insist  further  upon 
this  point  at  the  time,  or  feel  it  necessary  to  call  upon 
him  to  act  against  his  own  sense  of  propriety.  I  have 
si^ce  assailed  this  observance,  which  is  certainly  one  of  the 
least  importance,  and  the  least  founded  ;  it  has  nevertheless 
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that  I  advanced  beyond  his  speed  and  measure,  he 
wisely  left  me  to  my  genius ;  and  the  hours  of  lesson 

occupied  much  time  to  undeceive  and  to  convince  him  that 
it  is  wrong  to  subject  himself  to  the  practice  of  a  church 
which  he  no  longer  deems  infallible ;  that  if  even  this  ob- 
servance had  some  utility  when  instituted,  it  had  none  in 
itself,  since  it  contributed  nothing  to  purity  of  manners,  and 
consequently  there  was  nothing  either  in  the  institution  of 
the  practice,  or  in  the  practice  itself,  which  authorised  a 
submission  to  it;  that  at  present  it  was  a  mere  affair  of 
money-getting,  since  with  money  dispensations  to  eat  meat 
&o.  might  always  be  obtained.  In  this  manner  I  have  re- 
stored him  to  Christian  liberty  for  some  weeks  past,  but 
not  without  considerable  trouble.  I  have  requested  him  to 
write  to  you  an  account  of  his  present  sentiments,  and  the 
state  of  his  health,  and  believe  that  he  has  done  so. 


From  Mr  Gibbon  to  Mrs  Porten.* 

Dear  Madam, 
I  have  at  length  good  news  to  tell  you.  I  am  now  good 
Protestant,  and  am  extremely  glad  of  it.  I  have  in  all  my 
Setters  taken  notice  of  the  different  mouvements  of  my  mind, 
entirely  Catholic  when  I  came  to  Lausanne,  wavering 
long  time  between  the  two  systems,  and  at  last  fixed  for 
the  Protestant — when  that  conflict  was  over,  I  had  stiil 
another  difficulty — brought  up  with  all  the  ideas  of  the 
church  of  England,  I  could  scarce  resolve  to  communion 
with  Presbyterians,  as  all  the  people  of  this  country  are. 
I  at  last  got  over  it,  for  considering  that  whatever  differ- 
ence there  may  be  between  their  churches  and  ours,  in  the 
government  and  discipline,  they  stiil  regard  us  as  brethren 
and  profess  the  same  faith  as  us — determined  then  in  this 
design,  I  declared  it  to  the  ministers  of  the  town,  assem 
bled  at  Mr  Pavilliard's,  who,  having  examined  me,  ap- 
proved of  it,  and  permitted  me  to  receive  the  communion 
with  them,  which  I  did  Christmas  day  from  the  hands  of 
Mr  Pavilliard,  who  appeared  extremely  glad  of  it.     I  am 

*  This  letter  is  curious ;  as  it  shews  in  how  short  a  time  (not 
more  than  a  year  and  a  half)  he  had  adopted  the  idiom  of  the 
French  language,  and  lost  that  of  his  own  langua^je. 
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were  soon  lost  in  the  voluntary  labour  of  the  whole 
morning,   and  sometimes  of  the   whole   day.     The 

80  extremely,  myself — and  do  assure  you,  feel  a  joy  ex- 
tremely pure,  and  the  more  so,  as  I  know  it  to  he  not  only 
innocent  but  laudable. 

Mr  Pavilliard  to  Mrs  Porten. 

Madam,  Lausanne,  January  28,  1755. 

As  I  have  a  piece  of  news  extremely  interesting  to  ac- 
quaint you  with,  I  cannot  any  longer  defer  answering  to 
the  letter  you   honoured    me   with.       God   has    at    length 
blessed  my  cares,  and   heard  your  prayers;  I  have  had  the 
satisfaction   of  bringing   back  Mr  Gibbon  to  the  bosom   of 
our  reformed  church;  he  has  communicated  with  us  Christ- 
mas  day   last   with  devotion :    he    appears    satisfied   with 
v/hat  he  has    done,    and  I   am   persuaded  is  at  present  as 
little  inclined  to  the  sentiments  of  the  church  of  Rome  as 
I  am  myself.     I  have  made  use  with  him  neither  of  rigour 
nor  artifice.     I  have   never  hurried  hiin   in  his  decisions, 
but  have  always  left  him  the  time  to  reflect  on  every  article; 
he  has  been  persuaded  of  the  integrity  of  my  intentions, 
he  has  heard   me  as  a  friend,   and   I  have  served   him  as 
guide  to  enter  into  the  road  of  the  truth.     God  Almighty 
be  blessed   for  it !    I  pray  that  God  to  strengthen  him  more 
and  more  in   the  right  way,    and  to  make  him   a   faithful 
member  of  his  church.     I  ought   to  render  him  the  justice 
to  say,  1  never  found  him   obstinate ;  he  has  been  fixed  in 
his  ideas,  but,  when  he  has  seen  the  light,  he  has  rendered 
himself.     His  behaviour  has  been   very  regular,  and  has 
made  no  slips,    except  that   of  gaming  twice,    and  losing 
much    more    than    I    desired.     1  hope,    madam,    you  will 
acquaint  Mr  Gibbon   with    your  satisfaction,    and   restore 
him   your   affection,    which,  though    his   errors  may    have 
shaken,  they   have    not,   I    am    sure,   destroyed.       As  his 
father  has   allowed   him  but  the  bare  necessaries,  but  no- 
thing  more,   I   dare  beg   you   to   grant  him  some  tokens  of 
your  satisfaction.     I   am   convinced   he   will  employ   them 
well,  and  I  even  Hatter  myself  he  will  give  me  the  direction 
of  them,    for  he  has   promised  me  never  to  play  any  more 
games  of  chance.     I  wish  you,  madam,  all  kinds  of  pros- 
perity. 
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desire  of  prolonging  my  time  gradually  confirmed  the 
salutary  habit  of  early  rising,  to  which  I  have  always 
adhered,  with  some  regard  to  seasons  and  situations  : 
hut  it  is  happy  for  my  eyes  and  my  health,  that  my 
temperate  ardour  has  never  been  seduced  to  trespass 
on  the  hours  of  the  night.  During  the  last  three 
years  of  my  residence  at  Lausanne,  I  may  assume  the 
merit  of  serious  and  solid  application ;  but  I  am 
tempted  to  distinguish  the  last  eight  months  of  the 
year  1/55  as  the  period  of  the  most  extraordinary 
diligence  and  rapid  progress.*  In  my  French  and 
Latin  translations  I  adopted  an  excellent  method, 
which,  from  my  own  success,  I  would  recommend  to 
the  imitation  of  students.  I  chose  some  classic 
^vrjter,  such  as  Cicero  and  Vertot,  the  most  approved 
for  purity  and  elegance  of  style.  I  translated,  for 
instance,  an  epistle  of  Cicero  into  French ;  and  after 
throwing  it  aside,  till  the  w^ords  and  phrases  were 
obliterated  from  my  memory,  I  re-translated  my 
French  into  such  Latin  as  I  could  find,  and  then 
compared  each  sentence  of  my  imperfect  version  with 
the  ease,  the  grace,  the  propriety,  of  the  Roman  orator. 

*  Journal,  December  1755.] — In  finishing  this  year,  I 
must  remark  how  favourable  it  was  to  my  studies.  In  the 
space  of  eight  months,  from  the  beginning  of  April,  I  learnt 
the  principles  of  drawing ;  made  myself  complete  master  of 
the  French  and  Latin  languages,  with  which  I  was  very 
superficially  acquainted  before,  and  wrote  and  translated  a 
great  deal  in  both  ;  read  Cicero's  Epistles  ad  Familiares, 
his  Brutus,  all  his  Orations,  his  Dialogues  de  Amicltia  and 
De  Senectute ;  Terence  twice;  and  Pliny's  Epistles.  In 
French,  Giannone's  History  of  Naples,  and  I'abb^  Ban- 
nier's  Mythology,  and  M.  De  Boehat's  Memoires  sur  la 
Suisse,  and  wrote  a  very  ample  relation  of  my  tour.  I  like- 
wise began  to  study  Greek,  and  went  through  the  grammar. 
I  began  to  make  very  large  collections  of  what  I  read. 
But  what  I  esteem  most  of  all,  from  the  perusal  and  medi- 
tation of  De  Crousaz's  Logic,  I  not  only  understood  the 
principles  of  that  science,  but  formed  my  mind  to  a  habit 
of  thinking  and  reasoning  I  had  no  idea  of  before. 
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A  similar  experiment  was  made  on  several  pages  of 
the  Revolutions  of  Vertot ;  I  turned  them  into  Latin, 
re-turned  them,  after  a  sufficient  interval,  into  my  own 
French,  and  again  scrutinized  the  resemblance  or  dissi- 
militude of  the  copy  and  the  original.  By  degrees  I  was 
less  ashamed,  by  degrees  I  was  more  satisfied  with  my- 
self; and  I  persevered  in  the  practice  of  these  double 
translations,  which  filled  several  books,  till  I  had  ac- 
quired the  knowledge  of  both  idioms,  and  the  command 
at  least  of  a  correct  style.  This  useful  exercise  of 
writing  was  accompanied  and  succeeded  by  the  more 
pleasing  occupation  of  reading  the  best  authors.  The 
perusal  of  the  Roman  classics  was  at  once  my  exercise 
and  reward.  Dr  Middleton's  History,  which  I  then 
appreciated  above  its  true  value,  naturally  directed  me 
to  the  writings  of  Cicero.  The  most  perfect  editions — 
that  of  Olivet,  which  may  adorn  the  shelves  of  the 
rich — that  of  Ernesti,  which  should  lie  on  the  table  of 
the  learned — were  not  within  my  reach.  For  the  fami- 
liar epistles  J  used  the  text  and  English  commentary 
of  bishop  Ross ;  but  my  general  edition  was  that  of 
Verburgius,  published  at  Amsterdam  in  two  large 
volumes  in  folio,  with  an  indifferent  choice  of  various 
notes.  I  read,  with  application  and  pleasure,  all  the 
epistles,  all  the  orations,  and  the  most  important  trea- 
tises of  rhetoric  and  philosophy ;  and  as  I  read,  I 
applauded  the  observation  of  Quintillian,  that  every 
student  may  judge  of  his  own  proficiency  by  the 
satisfaction  which  he  receives  from  the  Roman  orator. 
I  tasted  the  beauties  of  language,  I  breathed  the 
spirit  of  freedom,  and  I  imbibed  from  his  precepts  and 
examples  the  public  and  private  sense  of  a  man.  Cicero 
in  Latin,  and  Xenophon  in  Greek,  are  indeed  the  two 
ancients  whom  I  would  first  propose  to  a  liberal  scholar ; 
r.ot  only  for  the  merit  of  their  style  and  sentiments, 
but  for  the  admirable  lessons  which  may  be  applied 
^most  to  every  situation  of  public  and  private  life. 
Cicero's  Epistles  may  in  particular  afford  the  models 
of  every  form  of  correspondence,  from  the  careless 
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effusions  of  tenderness  and  friendship,  to  the  well- 
guarded  declaration  of  discreet  and  dignified  resent- 
ment. After  finishing  this  great  author,  a  hbrary  of 
eloquence  and  reason,  I  formed  a  more  extensive  plan 
of  reviewing  tlie  Latin  classics,*  under  the  four  divi- 
sions of, — 1,  historians;  2,  poets;  3,  oratory;  and 
4,  philosophers  ;  in  a  chronological  series,  from  the 
days  of  Plautus  and  Sallust  to  the  decline  of  the  lan- 
guage and  empire  of  Rome  :  and  this  plan,  in  the  last 
twenty-seven  months  of  my  residence  at  Lausanne, 
(January  1756 — April  1/58)  1  nexirly  accomplished. 
Nor  was  this  review,  however  rapid,  either  hasty  or 
superficial.  I  indulged  myself  in  a  second  and  even 
a  third  perusal  of  Terence,  Virgil,  Horace,  Tacitus, 
&c.  and  studied  to  imbibe  the  sense  and  spirit  most 
congenial  to  my  own.  I  never  suffered  a  difficult  or 
corrupt  passage  to  escape,  till  I  had  viewed  it  in  every 
light  of  which  it  was  susceptible  :  though  often  disap- 
pointed, I  always  consulted  the  most  learned  or 
ingenious  commentators, — Torrentius  and  Dacier  on 
Horace,  Catrou  and  Servius  on  Virgil,  Lipsius  on 
Tacitus,  Meziriac  on  Ovid,  &c. ;  and  in  the  ardour  of 
my  inquiries  I  embraced  a  large  circle  of  historical 
and  critical  erudition.  INIy  abstracts  of  each  book  were 
made  in  the  French  language  :  my  observations  often 
branched  into  particular  essays ;  and  I  can  still  read, 
without  contempt,  a  dissertation  of  eight  folio  pages  on 
eight  lines  (287 — 294)  of  the  fourth  Georgic  of  Virgil. 
Mr  Deyverdun,  my  friend,  whose  name  will  be  fre- 
quently repeated,  had  joined  with  equal  zeal,  though 
not  with  equal  perseverance,  in  the  same  undertaking. 
To  him  every  thought,    every  composition,  was  in- 

*  Joi'RNAi.,  January  1756.]  I  determined  to  read  over 
the  Latin  authors  in  order;  and  read  this  year  Virg'il,  Sal- 
lust,  T^ivy,  Velk'ius  Paterculus,  Velerius  Maximus,  Tacitus, 
Suetonius,  Quintus  Curtius,  Justin,  Florus,  Plautus,  Te- 
rence, and  Lucretius.  I  filso  read  and  meditated  Locke 
upon  the  Lndcrstandinff. 
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stantly  communicated ;  with  him  I  enjoyed  the  benefits 
of  a  free  conversation  on  the  topics  of  our  common 
studies. 

But  it  is  scarcely  possible  for  a  mind  endowed  with 
any  active  curiosity  to  be  long  conversant  with  the 
Latin  classics  without  aspiring  to  know  the  Greek 
originals  whom  they  celebrate  as  their  masters,  and 
of  whom  they  so  warmly  recommend  the  study  and 
imitation. 

Vos  exemplaria  Graeca 

Nocturne  veisate  manu,  versate  diurn&. 

It  was  now  that  I  regretted  the  early  years  which 
had  been  wasted  in  sickness  or  idleness,  or  mere  idle 
reading  ;  that  I  condemned  the  perverse  method  of 
our  schoolmasters,  who,  by  first  teaching  the  mother 
language,  might  descend  with  so  much  ease  and  per- 
spicuity to  the  origin  and  etymology  of  a  derivative 
idiom.  In  the  nineteeth  year  of  my  age  I  determined 
to  supply  tliis  defect ;  and  the  lessons  of  Pavilliard 
again  contributed  to  smoothe  the  entrance  of  the  way, 
the  Greek  alphabet,  the  grammar,  and  the  pronunci- 
ation according  to  the  French  accent.  At  my  earnest 
request  we  presumed  to  open  the  I  Had  ;  and  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  beholding,  though  darkly  and  through  a 
glass,  the  true  image  of  Homer,  whom  I  had  long 
since  admired  in  an  English  dress.  After  my  tutor 
had  left  me  to  myself,  I  worked  my  way  through 
about  half  the  Iliad,  and  afterwards  interpreted  alone 
a  large  portion  of  Xenophon  and  Herodotus.  But  my 
ardour,  destitute  of  aid  and  emulation,  was  gradually 
cooled ;  and,  from  the  barren  task  of  searching  words 
in  a  lexicon,  I  withdrew  to  the  free  and  familiar  con- 
versation of  Virgil  and  Tacitus.  Yet  in  my  residence 
at  Lausanne  I  had  laid  a  solid  foundation,  which 
enabled  me,  in  a  more  propitious  season,  to  prosecute 
the  study  of  Grecian  literature. 

From  a  blind  idea  of  the  usefulness  of  such  abstract 
science,  my  father  had  been  desirous,  and  even  press- 
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ing,  that  I  should  devote  some  time  to  the  mathema- 
tics ;*  nor  could  I  refuse  to  comply  with  so  reasonable 

*  Ecctract  of  a  Letter  from  MrPAviLMARD  to 
Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

Je  n'ai  point  chang^  de  sentimens  pour  Monsieur  votre 
fils.  II  vous  rend  compte  de  ses  Etudes,  et  je  puis  vous 
assurer  qu'il  ne  vous  dit  rien  qui  ne  soit  tres  vrai.  II  era- 
ploie  tr^s  bien  son  temps,  et  il  s'applique  extremement, 
aussi  a-t-il  fait  beaucoup  de  progres.  Il  entend  tres  bien 
le  Latin,  et  il  a  lu  les  meilleurs  auteurs  que  nous  aions,  et 
cela  plus  d'une  fois :  il  a  lu  la  Logique  de  Mr  de  Crousaz, 
et  I'Essai  sur  rEntendement  humain  de  Mr  Locke,  dont  il  a 
fait  des  extraits  :  il  a  commence  le  Grec,  et  il  s'y  attache  : 
il  va  commencer  I'algebre,  comme  vous  le  lui  ordonnez. 
Vous  jugerez  par  ses  lettres  s'il  entend  le  Francois,  car  je 
vous  assure  que  je  n'y  ai  fait  aucune  correction. 

Par  rapport  a  la  religion,  il  n'a  pas  laiss<^  ^cliapper  un 
seul  mot,  qui  ait  pu  me  faire  soup^onner  qu'il  eut  encore 
quelque  attachement  pour  la  religion  Romaine,  et  quoique 
nous  parlions  souvent  sur  ces  matieres  je  le  trouve  toujours 
penser  tres  juste  sur  toutes  les  questions  qu'on  traite.  Le 
petit  voyage  que  nous  avons  fait  lui  a  beaucoup  valu  k  cet 
egard :  il  a  6t^  t^moin  des  superstitions  ^pouvantables,  qui 
y  r^gnent :  il  en  a  (5t^  d'autant  plus  frapp<^  qu'il  ne  le  con- 
noissoit  pas,  et  qu'il  ne  pouvoit  s'imaginer  qu'elles  fussent 
aussi  grandes.  Quand  il  n'auroit  pas  deja.  renonce  a  cette 
communion,  il  I'auroit  fait  indubitablement,  tant  elles  lui  ont 
paru  excessives  et  d^raisonnables.  Je  suis  persuade  qu'il 
a  embrasse  le  parti  Protestant  par  raison,  et  qu'il  y  a  peu 
de  personnes  qui  aient  plus  examine  et  mietix  senti  la  force 
de  nos  preuves  que  lui.  Je  lui  dois  ce  tdmoignage,  et  je  le 
lui  rends  avec  plaisir,  de  meme  que  sur  sa  bonne  conduite. 

P.  S.  La  lettre  que  vous  avez  ecrit  k  Monsieur  votre  fils 
I'a  extremement  touche,  parce  qu'elle  lui  a  fait  voir  que 
vous  etiez  mecontent  de  lui.  Rien  ne  pent  le  raortifier  da- 
vantage  que  cette  idee.  Rendez  lui,  je  vous  supplie,  votre 
affection,  il  la  merite  par  I'attachement  qu'il  a  pour  vous. 

[translation.] 
I  HAVE  changed  in  no  respect  my  opinions  concerning  your 
son.     He  renders  you  an  account  of  his  studies,  and  I  can 
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a  wish.  During  two  winters  I   attended  the   private 
lectures  of  monsieui*  de  Tray  torrens,  who  explained  the 

assure  you  that  he  tells  you  nothing-  which  is  not  strictly 
true.  He  employs  his  time  admirably,  his  application  is 
extreme,  and  he  has  made  a  {jreat  proi^ress.  He  understands 
Latin  exceedingly  well,  and  has  read  the  best  authors  in  it, 
and  that  more  than  once.  He  has  also  read  the  Logic  of  M. 
de  Crousaz,  and  Locke's  Treatise  on  the  Human  Under- 
standing, from  which  he  has  made  extracts  :  he  has  com- 
menced the  study  of  Greek,  and  closely  applies  to  it ;  and 
he  is  about  to  commence  algebra,  as  you  have  directed. 
You  will  judge  by  his  letters  of  his  progress  in  French ;  for 
I  assure  you  that  I  do  not  correct  them. 
"  In  regard  to  religion,  he  has  not  dropped  a  single  word 
which  might  lead  me  to  suspect  that  he  retained  any  attach- 
ment to  the  Roman  Catholic  faith  ;  and  although  we  speak 
often  upon  these  matters,  I  find  that  he  always  thinks  very 
justly  on  all  the  points  on  which  we  converse.  The  little 
journeys  that  we  have  made  together  has  been  of  great  ser- 
vice in  this  respect;  he  has  beheld  the  frightful  superstitions 
which  reign  where  we  have  been  travelling,  which  struck 
him  the  more  as  he  knew  them  not,  and  could  not  imagine 
that  they  were  so  gross.  Had  he  not  already  renounced 
that  communion,  he  would  then  have  indubitably  done  so,  so 
excessive  and  unreasonable  have  they  appeared  to  him.  I 
am  persuaded  that  he  has  embraced  the  Protestant  side  from 
conviction,  and  that  few  persons  have  more  examined  and 
better  felt  the  force  of  our  arguments.  I  owe  him  this  tes- 
timony, and  I  render  it  with  pleasure,  as  well  as  my  suffrage 
to  his  good  conduct  generally. 

P.  S.  The  letter  which  you  have  addressed  to  Mr  Gibbon 
has  extremely  affected  him,  because  he  perceives  by  it  that 
you  are  not  satisfied  with  him.  Nothing  can  mortify  him 
more  than  this  notion.  Restore  him,  1  beseech  you,  to  your 
affection,  which  he  merits  by  his  attachment  to  you. 

From  Mr  Pavilliard  to  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

Monsieur,  Janvier  12,  1757. 

Vous  avez  souhaite  que  Monsieur  votre  fils  s'appliquat  a 
I'algdbre;  le  gout  qu'il  a  pour  les  belles  lettres  lui  faisoit 
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elements  of  algebra  and  geometry  as  far  as  the  conic 
sections  of  the  marquis  de  I'Hopital,  and  appeared  satis- 

apprehender  que  I'algebre  ne  nuisat  a  ses  etudes  favorites ; 
je  lui  ai  persuade  qu'il  ne  se  faisoit  pas  une  juste  idee  de 
cette  partie  des  mathematiques  ;  I'obeissanee  qu'il  vous  doit, 
jointe  a  mes  raisons,  I'ont  determine  k  en  faire  un  cours.  Je 
ne  croiois  pas  qu'avec  cette  repugnance  il  y  fit  de  grands  pro- 
gres;  je  me  suis  trompe :  il  fait  bien  tout  ce  qu'il  fait;  il 
est  exact  k  ses  lefons ;  il  s'applique  k  lire  avant  sa  le^on,  et 
il  repasse  avee  soin,  de  maniere  qu'il  avance  beaucoup,  et 
plus  que  je  ne  serois  attendu :  il  est  charine  d'avoir  com- 
mence, et  je  pense  qu'il  fera  un  petit  cours  de  geom^trie,  ce 
qui  en  tout  ne  lui  prendre  que  sept  a  huit  mois.  Pendant 
qu'il  fait  ses  le9ons,  il  ne  s'est  point  relach^  sur  ses  autres 
etudes ;  il  avance  beaucoup  dans  le  Grec,  et  il  a  presque 
lu  la  moitie  de  I'lliade  d'Homere;  je  lui  fais  r^gulierement 
des  le9ons  sur  cet  auteur:  il  a  aussi  fini  les  historiens 
Latins;  il  en  est  a  present  aux  Poetes ;  et  il  a  lu  enti^re- 
ment  Plaute  et  Terence,  et  bientot  il  aura  fini  Lucrece.  Au 
reste,  il  ne  lit  pas  ces  auteurs  a  la  legere,  il  veut  s'^claircir 
sur  tout ;  de  fa^on  qu'avec  le  genie  qu'il  a,  I'excellente  me- 
moire  et  I'application,  il  ira  loin  dans  les  sciences. 

J'ai  eu  I'honneur  de  vous  dire  ci-devant,  que  malgre  ses 
Etudes  il  voyoit  conipagnie ;  je  puis  vous  le  dire  encore 
aujourdhui. 

[translation.] 
Sir,  January  12,  1757. 

You  have  desired  that  your  son  should  apply  to  algebra ; 
the  taste  which  he  had  for  the  belles  lettres  led  him  to  appre- 
hend that  algebra  would  impede  his  favourite  pursuit;  but 
I  have  persuaded  him  that  he  has  not  formed  a  just  idea  of 
this  branch  of  the  mathematics;  and  the  obedience  which 
he  owes  to  you,  joined  by  these  representations,  has  induced 
him  to  commence  a  course  of  studies  as  suggested.  I 
thought  that  owing  to  this  repugnance  he  would  make  but 
little  progress ;  but  1  was  deceived,  as  he  has  accomplished 
everything  very  well  that  he  has  undertaken.  He  applies 
himself  to  reading  before  his  lesson,  which  he  attends  to 
with  care ;  so  that  he  advances  quickly,  and  succeeds 
better  than  I  had  expected.     He  is  pleased  at  having  com- 
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fied  with  my  diligence  and  improvement.*  But  as  m/ 
childish  propensity  for  numbers  and  calculations  was 
totally  extinct,  I  was  content  to  receive  tlie  passive  im- 
pression of  my  professor's  lectures,  without  any  active 
exercise  of  my  own  ])owers.  As  soon  as  1  understood 
the  principles,  I  relinquished  for  ever  the  pursuit  of 
the  mathematics ;  nor  can  I  lament  that  I  desisted 
before  my  mind  was  hardened  by  the  habit  of  rigid 

nicnccd;  and  I  think  he  shall  take  a  short  course  of  geo- 
metry, which  will  not  occupy  him  more  than  seven  or  eight 
months.  During  these  lessons  he  relaxes  not  his  other 
studies :  he  makes  a  great  progress  in  Greek,  and  has  read 
almost  half  of  the  Iliad  of  Homer,  in  which  author  I  re- 
gularly gave  him  instructions;  he  has  also  finished  the 
Latin  historians,  and  is  at  present  engaged  with  the  poets, 
having  entirely  read  Plautus  and  Terence  ;  and  he  will  soon 
have  finished  Lucretius.  Is'either  has  he  studied  these 
authors  superficially,  he  is  anxious  to  be  clearly  informed 
on  all  points,  and  that  in  such  a  manner,  that  with  the 
genius  which  he  possesses,  united  to  application  and  an 
excellent  memory,  he  will  penetrate  deeply  into  the  sciences. 
I  had  the  honour  to  inform  you  before  that,  notwithstand- 
ing his  studies,  Mr  Gibbon  saw  company  ;  and  I  have  now 
to  repeat  the  same  thing. 

*  Journal,  January  1757.]  I  began  to  study  algebra 
under  M.  de  Traytorrens,  went  through  the  elements  of 
algebra  and  geometiy,  and  the  three  first  books  of  the  mar- 
quis de  I'Hopital's  Conic  Sections.  I  also  read  Tibullus, 
Catullus,  Propertius,  Horace,  (with  Dacier's  and  Torren- 
tius's  notes,)  Virgil,  Ovid's  Epistles,  with  Meziriao's  Com- 
mentary, the  Ars  Amandi,  and  the  Elegies  ',  likewise  the 
Augustus  and  Tiberius  of  Suetonius,  and  a  Latin  Transla- 
tion of  Dion  Cassius,  from  the  death  of  Julius  Cassar  to  the 
death  of  Augustus.  I  also  continued  my  correspondence 
begun  last  year  with  M.  AUamand  of  Bex,  and  the  pro- 
fessor Breitinger  of  Zurich;  and  opened  a  new  one  with  the 
professor  Gesner  of  Gottingen. 

N.  B.  Last  year  and  this,  I  road  St  John's  Gospel,  with 
part  of  Xenophon's  Cyropcedia,  the  Iliad,  and  Herodotus : 
but,  upon  the  whole,  I  rather  neglected  my  Greek. 
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demonstration,  so  destructive  of  the  finer  feelings  of 
moral   evidence,  which  must  however  deteraiine  the 

Extract  of  a  Letter  from  Mr  Pavilliard  to 
Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

Monsieur,  Jan.  14,  1758. 

J'ai  eu  I'honneur  de  vous  ^crire  le  27  Juillet  et  le  'iOi  8bre 
passes,  et  je  vous  ai  rendu  compte  de  la  sante,  des  Etudes, 
etde  la  conduitede  Monsieur  votre  fils.  Je  n'ai  rien  a  ad  jouter 
a  tout  ce  que  je  vous  en  ai  dit :  il  se  porte  parfaitement  bien 
par  la  g-race  de  Dieu  :  il  continue  a  etudier  avec  application, 
et  je  puis  vous  assurer  qu'il  fait  des  progres  considerables 
dans  les  Etudes,  et  il  se  fait  extreniement  estimer  par  tous 
ceux  qui  le  connoissent,  et  j'espere  que  quand  il  vous  mon- 
trera  en  detail  ce  qu'il  sait,  vous  en  serez  tres  content. 
Les  belles  lettres  qui  sont  son  etude  favorite  ne  I'occupent 
pas  entierement ;  il  continue  les  mathematiques,  et  son  pro- 
fesseur  ni'assure  qu'il  n'a  jamais  vu  personne  avancer  au- 
tant  que  lui,  ni  avoir  plus  d'ardeur  et  d'application  qu'il 
n'en  a.  Son  g^nie  heureux  et  penetrant  est  seconde  par 
une  nieinoire  des  plus  heureuses,  tellement  qu'il  n'oublie 
piesque  rien  de  ce  quil  apprend.  Je  n'ai  pas  moins  lieu  d  etre 
content  de  sa  conduite ;  quoiqu'il  ^tudie  beaucoup,  il  voit 
Cc-pendant  compagnie,  mais  il  ne  voit  que  des  personnes 
dont  le  commerce  peut  lui  ^tre  utile. 

[translation.] 

SiR»  January  14,  1758. 

I  had  the  honour  to  write  to  you  on  the  27lh  July  and  26th 
October;  when  I  rendered  you  an  account  of  the  health,  the 
studies,  and  the  conduct,  of  your  son.  I  have  nothing  to 
add  to  what  I  then  communicated :  he  remains,  by  God's 
grace,  in  good  health;  he  continues  his  studies  with  assi- 
duity, and  I  can  assure  you  makes  a  considerable  jjrogress 
therein  ;  and  he  is  much  esteemed  by  all  who  know  him :  I 
hope  that  when  he  can  shew  you  in  detail  the  extent  of  his 
acquirements,  you  will  be  perfectly  satisfied.  The  belles 
lettres,  which  form  his  favourite  pursuit,  do  not  engross 
him  entirely ;  he  continues  the  study  of  the  mathematics, 
and  his  tutor  assures  me  that  he  never  witnessed  any  one 
advance  more  quickly,  or  exhibit  more  ardour  and  applica- 
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actions  and  opinions  of  our  lives.  I  listened  with 
more  pleasure  to  the  proposal  of  studying  the  law  of 
nature  and  nations,  which  was  taught  in  the  academy 
of  Lausanne  l)y  Mr  Vicat,  a  professor  of  some  learning 
and  reputation.  But  instead  of  attending  his  puhlic 
or  private  course,  I  preferred  in  my  closet  the  lessons 
of  his  masters,  and  my  own  reason.  Without  being 
disgusted  by  Grotius  or  Puffendorf,  I  studied  in  their 
writings  the  duties  of  a  man,  the  rights  of  a  citizen, 
the  theory  of  justice,  (it  is,  alas  !  a  theory,)  and  the 
laws  of  peace  and  war,  which  have  had  some  influence 
on  the  practice  of  modern  Europe.  INly  fatigues  were 
alleviated  by  the  good  sense  of  their  commentator 
Barbeyrac.  Locke's  Treatise  of  Government  in- 
structed me  in  the  knowledge  of  Whig  principles, 
which  are  rather  founded  in  reason  than  experience ; 
but  my  delight  was  in  the  frequent  perusal  of  Montes- 
quieu, whose  energy  of  style,  and  boldness  of  hypo- 
thesis, were  powerful  to  awaken  and  stimulate  the 
genius  of  the  age.  The  logic  of  De  Crousaz  had  pre- 
pared me  to  engage  with  his  master  Locke,  and  his 
antagonist  Bayle ;  of  whom  the  former  may  be  used 
as  a  bridle,  and  the  latter  as  a  spur,  to  the  curiosity 
of  a  young  philosopher.  According  to  the  nature  of 
their  respective  works,  the  schools  of  argument  and 
objection,  I  carefully  went  through  the  Essay  on 
Human  Understanding,  and  occasionally  consulted 
the  most  interesting  articles  of  the  Philosophic  Dic- 
tionary. In  the  infancy  of  my  reason  I  turned  over, 
as  an  idle  amusement,  the  most  serious  and  impor- 
tant treatise ;  in  its  maturity,  the  most  trifling  per- 
formance could  exercise  my  taste  or  judgment ;  and 
more  than  once   I  have  been  led  by  a  novel  into  a 

lion.  His  happy  and  penetrating  genius  is  seconded  by  one 
of  the  strongest  of  memories,  so  that  he  never  forgets  any- 
thing which  he  has  once  learned.  I  have  no  less  reason  to 
be  satisfied  with  his  present  conduct :  though  he  studies 
much,  he  nevertheless  sees  company,  but  only  those  persons 
with  whom  an  intercourse  will  be  useful  to  him. 
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deep  and  instructive  train  of  thinking.  But  I  can- 
not forbear  to  mention  three  particular  books,  since 
they  may  have  remotely  contributed  to  form  the  his- 
torian of  the  Roman  empire.  1.  From  the  Provin- 
cial .Letters  of  Pascal,  which  almost  every  year  I  have 
perused  with  new  pieasm'e,  I  learned  to  manage  the 
weapon  of  grave  and  temperate  irony,  even  on  sub- 
jects of  ecclesiastical  solemnity.  .  2.  The  Life  of 
Julian,  by  the  abbe  de  la  Bleterie,  first  introduced  me 
to  the  man  and  the  times ;  and  I  should  be  glad  to 
recover  my  first  essay  on  the  truth  of  the  miracle 
which  stopped  the  rebuilding  of  the  temple  of  Jeru- 
salem. 3.  In  Giannone's  Civil  History  of  Naples,  I 
observed  with  a  critical  eye  the  progress  and  abuse  of 
sacerdotal  power,  and  the  revolutions  of  Italy  in  the 
darker  ages.  Ibis  various  reading,  Avliich  I  now  con- 
ducted with  discretion,  was  digested,  according  to  the 
precept  and  model  of  Mr  Locke,  into  a  large  common- 
place book;  a  practice,  however,  which  I  do  not 
strenuously  recommend.  The  action  of  the  pen  will 
doubtless  imprint  an  idea  on  the  mind  as  well  as  on 
the  paper :  but  I  much  question  whether  the  benefits 
of  this  laborious  method  are  adequate  to  the  waste  of 
time;  and  1  must  agree  with  Dr  Johnson,  (Idler,  No 
74,)  "  that  what  is  twice  read,  is  commonly  better 
remembered  than  what  is  transcribed," 

During  two  years,  if  I  forget  some  boyish  excur- 
sions of  a  day  or  a  week,  I  was  fixed  at  Lausanne ; 
but  at  the  end  of  the  third  summer  my  father  con- 
sented that  I  should  make  the  tour  of  Switzerland 
with  Pavilliard :  and  oin-  short  absence  of  one  month 
(September  21st — October  20th,  1755)  was  a  reward 
and  relaxation  of  my  assiduous  studies.*    The  fashion 

*  From  Edward  Gibbon  to  Mrs  Porten. 

******     ****     ******* 

♦      **»»»***♦»*    Now  for  myself. 

As  my  fatltt^r  has  given  me  leave  to  make  a  journey  round 

Switzerland,  ue  set  out  to-morrow.     Buy  a  map   of  Switz- 
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of  climbing  the  mountains  and  reviewing  the  glaciers, 
had  not  yet  been  introduced  by  foreign  travellers  who 
seek  the  sublime  beauties  of  nature.     But  the  political 

erland — it  will  cost  you  but  a  shilling^;  and  follow  me.  I  go 
by  Iverdun,  Neufchatel,  Bienne  or  Blel,  Soleure  or  Solo- 
thurn,  Rale  or  Basil,  Bade,  Zurich,  Lucerne,  and  Bern. 
The  voyage  will  be  of  about  four  weeks  ;  so  that  I  hope  to 
find  a  letter  from  you  waiting  for  me.  As  my  father  had 
given  me  leave  to  learn  what  I  had  a  mind,  I  have  learned 
to  ride,  and  learn  actually  to  dance  and  draw.  Besides 
that,  I  often  give  ten  or  twelve  hours  a  day  to  my  studies. 
I  find  a  great  many  agreeable  people  here ;  see  them  some- 
times, and  can  say  upon  the  whole,  without  vanity,  that 
though  I  am  the  Englishman  here  who  spends  the  least 
money,  I  am  he  who  is  the  most  generally  liked.  I  told  you 
that  my  father  had  promised  to  send  me  into  France  and 
Italy.  I  have  thanked  him  for  it;  but  if  he  would  follow 
my  plan,  he  won't  do  it  yet  awhile.  I  never  liked  younjf 
travellers ;  they  go  too  raw  to  make  any  great  remarks,  and 
they  lose  a  time  which  is  (in  my  opinion)  the  most  precious 
part  of  a  man's  life.  My  scheme  would  be,  to  spend  this 
winter  at  Lausanne:  for  though  it  is  a  very  good  place  to 
acquire  the  air  of  good  company  and  the  French  tongue, 
we  have  no  good  professors.  To  spend  (I  say)  the  winter 
at  Lausanne ;  go  into  England  to  see  my  friends  for  a 
couple  of  months ;  and  after  that,  finish  my  studies  either  at 
Cambridge,  (for  after  what  has  passed  one  cannot  think  of 
Oxford,)  or  at  an  university  in  Holland.  If  you  liked  the 
scheme,  could  you  not  propose  it  to  my  father  by  MetcaJf,  or 
somebody  who  has  a  certain  credil  over  him  ?  I  forgot  to 
ask  you  whether,  in  ease  my  father  writes  to  tell  me  of  his 
marriage,  would  you  advise  me  to  compliment  my  mother- 
in-law  ?  I  think  so.  My  health  is  so  very  regular,  that  I 
have  nothing  to  say  about  it. 

I  have  been  the  whole  day  writing  you  this  letter ;  the 
preparations  for  our  voyage  gave  me  a  thousand  interrup- 
tions. Besides  that,  I  was  obliged  to  write  in  English. 
This  last  reason  will  seem  a  paradox,  but  I  assure  you  the 
French  is  much  more  familiar  to  me.     I  am,  &c. 

E.  Gibbon. 
Lausanne,  Sept.  20,  1755. 

H 
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face  of  the  coimtry  is  not  less  diversified  by  the  forms 
and  spirit  of  so  many  various  republics,  from  the  jea- 
lous government  of  the  fete  to  the  licentious  freedom 
of  the  many.  I  contemplated  with  pleasure  the  new 
prospects  of  men  and  manners  ;  though  my  conversa- 
tion Avith  the  natives  would  have  been  more  free  and 
instructive,  had  I  possessed  the  German  as  well  as  the 
French  language.  We  passed  through  most  of  the 
principal  towns  in  Switzerland;  NeufchaLel,  Bienne, 
Soleure,  Aran,  Baden,  Zurich,  Basil,  and  Bern.  In 
every  place  we  visited  the  churches,  arsenals,  libraries, 
and  all  the  most  eminent  persons ;  and  after  my  return, 
I  digested  my  notes  in  fourteen  or  fifteen  sheets  of  a 
French  journal,  which  1  dispatched  to  my  father,  as  a 
proof  that  my  time  and  his  money  had  not  been  mis- 
spent. Had  I  found  this  journal  among  his  papers,  I 
might  be  tempted  to  select  some  passages ;  but  I  will 
not  transcribe  the  printed  accounts,  and  it  may  be 
sufficient  to  notice  a  remarkable  spot  which  left  a 
deep  and  lasting  impression  on  my  memory.  From 
Zurich  we  proceeded  to  the  Benedictine  abbey  of  Ein- 
fidlen,  more  commonly  styled  Oiu-  Lady  of  the  Her- 
mits. I  was  astonished  by  the  profuse  ostentation  of 
riches  in  the  poorest  corner  of  Europe  ;  amidst  a 
savage  scene  of  woods  and  mountains  a  palace  appears 
to  have  been  erected  by  magic ;  and  it  was  erected  by 
the  potent  magic  of  religion.  A  crowd  of  palmers 
and  votaries  was  prostrate  before  the  altar.  The  title 
and  worship  of  the  Mother  of  God  provoked  my  indig- 
nation; and  the  lively  naked  image  of  superstition 
suggested  to  me,  as  in  the  same  place  it  had  dene  to 
Zuinghus,  the  most  pressing  arguiiient  for  the  refor- 
mation of  the  church.  About  two  years  after  this 
tour,  I  passed  at  Geneva  a  useful  and  agreeable  month ; 
but  this  excursion,  and  some  short  visits  in  the  Pays 
de  Vaud,  did  not  materially  interrupt  my  studious 
and  sedentary  life  at  Lausanne. 

My  thirst  of  improvement,  and  the  languid  state  of 
science  at  Lausanne,  soon  prompted  me  to  solicit  a 
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literary  correspondence  with  several  men  of  learning", 
whom  I  had  not  an  opportunity  of  personally  consult- 
ing. 1.  In  the  perusal  of  Livy  (xxx.  44)  I  had 
been  stopped  by  a  sentence  in  a  speech  of  Hannibal, 
which  cannot  be  reconciled  by  any  torture  with  his 
character  or  argument.  The  commentators  dissemble, 
or  confess  their  perplexity.  It  occurred  to  me,  that 
the  change  of  a  single  letter,  by  substituting  otio  in- 
stead of  od'iOy  might  restore  a  clear  and  consistent 
sense  ;  but  I  wished  to  weigh  my  emendation  in  scales 
less  partial  than  my  own.  I  addressed  myself  to 
J\I.  Crevier,  the  successor  of  Rollin,  and  a  professor 
in  the  university  of  Paris,  who  had  published  a  large 
and  valuable  edition  of  Livy.  His  answer  was  speedy 
and  polite ;  he  praised  my  ingenuity,  and  adopted  my 
conjecture.  2.  I  maintained  a  Latin  correspondence, 
at  first  anonymous,  and  afterw-ards  in  my  own  name, 
with  professor  Breitinger  of  Zurich,  the  learned  editor 
of  a  Septuagint  Bible.  In  our  frequent  letters  we  dis- 
cussed many  questions  of  antiquity,  many  passages  of 
the  Latin  classics.  I  proposed  my  interpretations  and 
amendments.  His  censures,  for  h^  did  not  spare  my 
boldness  of  conjecture,  were  sharp  and  strong ;  and  I 
was  encouraged  by  the  consciousness  of  my  strength, 
when  I  could  stand  in  free  debate  against  a  critic  of 
such  eminence  and  erudition,  3.  I  corresponded  on 
similar  topics  with  the  celebrated  professor  Matthew 
Gesner,  of  the  university  of  Gottingen;  and  he  ac- 
cepted, as  courteously  as  the  two  former,  the  invitation 
of  an  unknown  youth.  But  his  abilities  might  possibly 
be  decayed;  his  elaborate  letters  were  feeble  and 
prolix;  and  when  I  asked  his  proper  direction,  the 
vain  old  man  covered  half  a  sheet  of  paper  with  the 
foolish  enumeration  of  his  titles  and  offices.  4.  These 
profco5ors  of  Paris,  Zurich,  and  Gottingen,  w^ere 
strangers,  whom  I  presumed  to  address  on  the  credit 
of  their  name ;  but  Mr  Allamand,  minister  at  Bex, 
was  my  personal  friend,  with  whom  I  maintained  a 
more  free  and  interesting  correspondence.     He  was  a 
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master  of  language,  of  science,  and,  above  all,  of  dis- 
pute ;  and  his  acute  and  flexible  logic  could  support 
with  equal  address,  and  perhaps  with  equal  indif- 
ference, the  adverse  sides  of  every  possible  question. 
His  spirit  was  active,  but  his  pen  had  been  indolent. 
Mr  Allamand  had  exposed  himself  to  much  scandal 
and  reproach  by  an  anon^Tnous  letter  (1/45)  to  the 
Protestants  of  France ;  in  which  he  labours  to  per- 
suade them  that  public  worship  is  the  exclusive  right 
and  duty  of  the  state,  and  that  their  numerous  assem- 
blies of  dissenters  and  rebels  were  not  authorised  by 
the  law  or  the  gospel.  His  style  is  animated,  his  ar- 
guments specious  ;  and  if  the  Papist  may  seem  to  lui'k 
under  the  mask  of  a  Protestant,  the  philosopher  is 
concealed  under  the  disguise  of  a  Papist.  After  some 
trials  in  France  and  Holland,  which  were  defeated  by 
his  fortune  or  his  character,  a  genius,  that  might  have 
enlightened  or  deluded  the  world,  was  buried  in  a 
country  living,  unknown  to  fame,  and  discontented 
with  -mankind.  Est  sacrijiculus  in  pago,  et  rusticos 
decipit.  As  often  as  private  or  ecclesiastical  business 
called  him  to  Lausanne,  I  enjoyed  the  pleasure  and 
benefit  of  his  conversation,  and  we  were  mutually 
flattered  by  our  attention  to  each  other.  Our  cor- 
respondence, in  his  absence,  chiefly  turned  on  Locke's 
metaphysics — which  he  attacked,  and  I  defended  ;  the 
origin  of  ideas,  the  principles  of  evidence,  and  the 
doctrine  of  liberty. 

And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lost. 

By  fencing  with  so  skilful  a  master  I  acquired  some 
dexterity  in  the  use  of  my  philosophic  weapons ;  but" 
I  was  still  the  slave  of  education  and  prejudice.  He 
had  some  measures  to  keep  ;  and  I  much  suspect  that 
he  never  shewed  me  the  true  colours  of  his  secret 
scepticism. 

Before  I  was  recalled  from  Switzerland,  I  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  the  most  extraordinary  man  of 
the  age ;  a  poet,  an  historian,  a  philosopher,  who  has 
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filled  thirty  quartos  of  prose  and  verse  with  his 
various  productions,  often  excellent,  and  always  enter- 
taining. Need  I  add  the  name  of  Voltaire  ?  After 
forfeiting,  hy  his  own  misconduct,  the  friendship  of 
the  first  of  kings,  he  retired,  at  the  age  of  sixty,  with 
a  ])lentiful  fortune,  to  a  free  and  heautiful  country, 
and  resided  two  winters  (1757  and  17o8)  in  the  town 
or  neighhourhood  of  Lausanne.  My  desire  of  he- 
holding  Voltaire,  whom  I  then  rated  above  his  real 
magnitude,  was  easily  gratified.  He  received  me  with 
civility  as  an  English  youth,  but  I  cannot  boast  of 
any  peculiar  notice  or  distinction :  f'irgiliinn  vidi 
tantum. 

The  ode  which  he  composed  on  his  first  arrival  on 
the  banks  of  the  Leman  lake,  0  ma'ison  d'Amtippc! 
O  jardbi  d'' Epicure !  &c.,  had  been  imparted  as  a  secret 
to  the  gentleman  by  whom  I  was  introduced.  He 
allowed  me  to  read  it  twice  ;  I  knew  it  by  heart;  and 
as  my  discretion  was  not  equal  to  my  memory,  the 
author  was  soon  displeased  by  the  circulation  of  a 
copy.  In  writing  this  trivial  anecdote,  I  wished  to 
observe  whether  my  memory  was  impaired;  and  I 
have  the  comfort  of  finding  that  every  line  of  the 
poem  is  still  engraved  in  fresh  and  indelible  charac- 
ters. The  highest  gratification  which  T  derived  from 
Voltaire's  residence  at  Lausanne,  was  the  uncommon 
circumstance  of  hearing  a  great  poet  declaim  his  own 
productions  on  the  stage.  He  had  formed  a  company 
of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  some  of  whom  were  not 
destitute  of  talents.  A  decent  theatre  was  framed  at 
Monrepos,  a  country-house  at  the  end  of  a  suburb ; 
dresses  and  scenes  were  provided  at  the  expense  of 
the  actors:  and  the  author  directed  the  rehearsals 
with  the  zeal  and  attention  of  paternal  love.  In 
two  successive  w^inters  his  tragedies  of  Zaire,  Alzire, 
Zulime,  and  his  sentimental  comedy  of  the  Enfant 
Prodigue,  were  played  at  the  theatre  of  Monrepos. 
Voltaire  represented  the  characters  best  adapted  to 
his  years=-Lusignan,  Alvarez,  Benassar,  Euphemon. 

H  2 
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His  declamation  was  fashioned  to  the  pomp  and  ca- 
dence of  the  old  stage  ;  and  he  expressed  the  enthu- 
siasm of  poetry,  rather  than  the  feelings  of  nature. 
My  ardour,  which  soon  became  conspicuous,  seldom 
failed  of  procuring  me  a  ticket.  The  habits  of  plea- 
sure fortified  my  taste  for  the  French  theatre,  and  that 
taste  has  perhaps  abated  my  idolatry  for  the  gigantic 
genius  of  Shakspeare,  which  is  inculcated  from  our 
infancy  as  the  first  duty  of  an  Englishman.  The  wit 
and  philosophy  of  Voltaire,  his  table  and  theatre, 
refined  in  a  visible  degree  the  manners  of  Lausanne  ; 
and,  however  addicted  to  study,  I  enjoyed  my  share 
of  the  amusements  of  society.  After  the  representa- 
tion of  JMonrepos  I  sometimes  supped  with  the  actors. 
I  was  now  familiar  in  some,  and  acquainted  in  many 
houses ;  and  my  evenings  were  generally  devoted  to 
cards  and  conversation,  either  in  private  parties  oi 
numerous  assemblies. 

I  hesitate,  from  the  apprehension  of  ridicule,  when 
I  approach  the  delicate  subject  of  my  early  love.  By 
this  word  I  do  not  mean  the  pohte  attention,  the  gal- 
lantry, without  hope  or  design,  which  has  originated 
in  the  spirit  of  chivalry,  and  is  intenvoven  with  the 
texture  of  French  manners.  I  understand  by  this 
passion  the  union  of  desire,  friendship,  and  tender- 
ness, which  is  inflamed  by  a  single  female,  which 
prefers  her  to  the  rest  of  her  sex,  and  which  seeks  her 
possession  as  the  supreme  or  the  sole  happiness  of  our 
being.  I  need  not  blush  at  recollecting  the  object  of 
my  choice ;  and  though  my  love  was  disappointed  of 
success,  I  am  rather  proud  that  I  was  once  capable  of 
feeling  such  a  pure  and  exalted  sentiment.  The  per- 
sonal attractions  of  mademoiselle  Susan  Curchod 
were  embellished  by  the  virtues  and  talents  of  the 
mind.  Her  fortune  was  humble,  but  her  family  was 
respectable.  Her  mother,  a  native  of  France,  had 
preferred  her  religion  to  her  country.  The  profession 
of  her  father  did  not  extinguish  the  moderation  and 
philosophy  of  his  temper,  and  he  lived  content,  with  a 
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small  salary  and  laborious  duty,  in  the  obscure  lot  of 
minister  of  Crassy,  in  the  mountains  that  separate  the 
Pays  de  Vaud  from  the  county  of  Burgundy.*  In 
the  solitude  of  a  sequestered  village  he  bestowed  a 
liberal  and  even  learned  education  on  his  only 
daughter.  She  surpassed  his  hopes  by  her  proficiency 
in  the  sciences  and  languages ;  and  in  her  short  visits 
to  some  relations  at  Lausanne,  the  wit,  the  beauty, 
and  erudition,  of  mademoiselle  Curchod  were  the 
theme  of  universal  applause.  The  report  of  such  a 
prodigy  awakened  my  curiosity  ;  I  saw  and  loved,  I 
found  her  learned  without  pedantry,  lively  in  con- 
versation, pure  in  sentiment,  and  elegant  in  manners ; 
and  the  first  sudden   emotion  was  fortified    by   the 
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*   Extracts  from  the  Journal. 

March  1757.    I   wrote    some    critical    observations 
Plaiitus. 

March  8th.      I   wrote    a    long  dissertation   on  some 
of  Virgil. 

June.  I  saw  mademoiselle  Curchod — Omnia  i 

amor,  et  fios  cedamus  amori. 

August.  I  went  to  Crassy,  and  staid  two  days. 

Sept.  15th.       I  went  to  Geneva. 

Oct.  15th.  I  came  back  to  Lausanne,  having  passed 
through  Crassy. 

Nov.  1st.  1  went  to  visit  INI.  de  Watfcville  at  Loin,  and 

saw    mademoiselle    Curchod    in    my    vvay 
through  RoUe. 

Nov.  17th.        I  went  to  Crassy,  and  staid  there  six  days. 

Jan.  1758.  In  the  three  first  months  of  this  year  I  read 
Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  finished  the  conic 
sections  with  M.  de  Traytorrens,  and  went 
as  far  as  the  infinite  series  ;  I  likewise  read 
sir  Isaac  Newton's  Chronology,  and  wrote 
my  critical  observations  upon  it. 

Jan.  22d.  I  saw  Alzire  acted  by  the  society  at  Mon- 
repos.  Voltaire  acted  Alvarez;  D'Her- 
manches,  Zamore  ;  de  St  Cierge,  Gusman  ; 
M.  de  Gentil,  Monteze  ;  and  madame  Denya, 
Alzire. 
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habits  and  knowledge  of  a  more  familiar  acquaintance. 
She  permitted  me  to  make  her  two  or  three  visits  at 
her  father's  house.  I  passed  some  happy  days  there, 
in  the  mountains  of  Burgundy,  and  her  parents  ho- 
nourably encouraged  the  connection.  In  a  calm 
retirement  the  gay  vanity  of  youth  no  longer  fluttered 
in  her  bosom ;  she  listened  to  the  voice  of  truth  and 
passion ;  and  I  might  presume  to  hope  that  I  had  made 
some  impression  on  a  virtuous  heart.  At  Grassy  and 
Lausanne  I  indulged  my  dream  of  felicity :  but  on 
my  return  to  England,  I  soon  discovered  that  my 
father  would  not  hear  of  this  strange  alliance,  and 
that  without  his  consent  I  was  myself  destitute  and 
helpless.  After  a  painful  struggle  I  yielded  to  my 
fate  :  I  sighed  as  a  lover,  I  obeyed  as  a  son  ;*  my 
wound  was  insensibly  healed  by  time,  absence,  and 
the  habits  of  a  new  life.  JMy  cure  was  accelerated  by 
a  faithful  report  of  the  tranquillity  and  cheerfulness 
of  the  lady  herself;  and  my  love  subsided  in  friend- 
ship and  esteem.  The  minister  of  Grassy  soon  after- 
wards died ;  his  stipend  died  with  him ;  his  daughter 
retired  to  Geneva,  where,  by  teaching  young  ladies, 
she  earned  a  hard  subsistence  for  herself  and  her 
mother ;  but  in  her  lowest  distress  she  maintained  a 
spotless  reputation,  and  a  dignified  behaviour.  A 
rich  banker  of  Paris,  a  citizen  of  Geneva,  had  the 
good  fortune  and  good  sense  to  discover  and  possess 
this  inestimable  treasure ;  and  in  the  capital  of  taste 
and  luxury  she  resisted  the  temptations  of  wealth,  as 
she  had  sustained  the  hardships  of  indigence.  The 
genius  of  her  husband  has  exalted  him  to  the  most 
conspicuous  station  in  Europe.     In  every  change  of 

*  See  CEuvres  de  Rousseau,  torn,  xxxiii.  pp.  88,  89, 
octavo  edition.  As  an  author,  I  shall  not  appeal  from  the 
judgment,  or  taste,  or  caprice,  o^  Jean  Jacques:  but  that 
extraordinary  man,  whom  I  admire  and  pity,  should  have 
been  less  precipitate  in  condemning  the  moral  character  antl 
conduct  of  a  stranger. 
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prosperity  and  disgrace  he  has  reclined  on  the  bosom 
of  a  faithful  friend;    and  mademoiselle  Curchod  is 
now  the  wife  of  M.  Necker,  the  minister,  and  per-  \ 
haps  the  legislator,  of  the  French  monarchy. 

Whatsoever  have  been  the  fruits  of  my  education, 
they  must  be  ascribed  to  the  fortunate  banishment 
which  placed  me  at  Lausanne.  I  have  sometimes 
applied  to  my  own  fate  the  verses  of  Pindar,  which 
remind  an  Olympic  champion  that  his  victory  was 
the  consequence  of  his  exile ;  and  that  at  home,  like 
a  domestic  fowl,  his  days  might  have  rolled  away  in- 
active or  inglorious. 

riToi  KXt  rsa,  KtVf 

"Lvyyovu  Trap    ea-ltcc 

E<  [xri  a\a.a-n  a.v\ia,\sipx 

Kvua-lots  a{/.spTs  'nckrxs*  OLYMP.xii. 

If  my  childish  revolt  against  the  religion  of  my 
country  had  not  stripped  me  in  time  of  my  academic 
gown,  the  five  important  years  so  liberally  improved 
in  the  studies  and  conversation  of  Lausanne,  would 
have  been  steeped  in  port  and  prejudice  among  the 
monks  of  Oxford.  Had  the  fatigue  of  idleness  com- 
pelled me  to  read,  the  path  of  learning  would  not  have 
been  enlightened  by  a  ray  of  philosophic  freedom.  I 
should  have  grown  to  manhood  ignorant  of  the  life 
and  language  of  Europe,  and  my  knowledge  of  the 
world  would  have  been  confined  to  an  English  cloister. 

♦  Thus,  like  the  crested  bird  of  Mars,  at  home 
Engag'd  in  foul  domestic  jars, 
And  wasted  with  intestine  wars, 
Inglorious  hadst  thou  spent  thy  vig'rous  bloom  ; 
Had  not  sedition's  civil  broils 
Expell'd  thee  from  thy  native  Crete, 
And  driv'n  thee  with  more  glorious  toils 
Th'    Olympic   orown   in  Pisa's  plain  to   meet. 

West's  Find. 
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But  my  religious   error  fixed  me  at  Laitsanne  in  a 

state  of  banishment  and  disgrace.  The  rigid  course 
of  disciphne  and  abstinence  to  which  I  was  con- 
demned, invigorated  the  constitution  of  my  mind  and 
body  ;  poverty  and  pride  estranged  me  from  my  coun- 
trymen. One  mischief  however,  and  in  their  eyes  a 
serious  and  irreparable  mischief,  wa>  "^erived  from 
the  success  of  my  Swiss  education — 1  nad  ceased  to 
be  an  Englishman.  At  the  flexible  period  of  youth, 
from  the  age  of  sixteen  to  twenty-one,  my  opinions, 
habits,  and  sentiments,  were  cast  in  a  foreign  mould ; 
the  faint  and  distant  remembrance  of  England  was 
almost  obliterated  ;  my  native  language  was  grown 
less  familiar ;  and  I  should  have  cheerfully  accepted 
the  offer  of  a  moderate  independence  On  the  terms  of 
perpetual  exile.  By  the  good  sense  and  temper  of 
Pavilliard  my  yoke  was  insensibly  lightened  :  he  left 
me  master  of  my  time  and  actions;  but  he  could 
neither  change  my  situation,  nor  increase  my  allow- 
ance ;  and  with  the  progress  of  my  years  and  reason  I 
impatiently  sighed  for  the  moment  of  my  deliverance. 
At  length,  in  the  spring  of  the  year  1/58,  my  father 
signified  his  permission  and  his  pleasure  that  I  should 
immediately  return  home.  We  were  then  in  the  midst 
of  a  war  ;  the  resentment  of  the  French  at  our  taking 
their  ships  without  a  declaration,  had  rendered  that 
polite  nation  somewhat  peevish  and  difficult.  They 
denied  a  passage  to  English  travellers,  and  the  road 
through  Germany  was  circuitous,  toilsome,  and  per- 
haps in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  armies  exposed  to 
some  danger.  In  this  perplexity,  two  Swiss  officers 
of  my  acquaintance  in  the  Dutch  service,  who  were 
returning  to  their  garrisons,  offered  to  conduct  me 
through  France  as  one  of  their  companions ;  nor  did 
we  sufficiently  reflect  that  my  borrowed  name  and  re- 
gimentals might  have  been  considered,  in  case  of  a  dis- 
covery, in  a  very  serious  light.  I  took  my  leave  ot 
Lausanne  on  the  Uth  April  1758,  with  a  mixture  of 
joy  and  regret,  in  the  firm  resolution  of  revisiting,  as 
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a  man,  the  persons  and  places  which  had  heen  so  dear 
to  my  youth.  AVe  travelled  slowly,  hut  pleasantly, 
in  a  hired  coach,  over  the  hills  of  Franche-Compte  and 
the  fertile  province  of  Lorraine,  and  passed  without 
accident  or  inquiry  through  several  fortified  towns 
of  the  French  frontier :  from  thence  we  entered  the 
wild  Ardennes  of  the  Austrian  duchy  of  Luxembourg  ; 
and  after  cro'^-ing  the  Meuse  at  Liege,  we  traversed 
the  heaths  ot  lirabant,  and  reached,  on  the  fifteenth 
day,  our  Dutch  garrison  of  Bois  le  Due.  In  our  pas- 
sage through  Nancy  my  eye  was  gratified  by  the  as- 
pect of  a  regular  and  beautiful  city,  the  work  of  Stanis- 
laus, who,  after  the  storms  of  Polish  royalty,  reposed 
in  the  love  and  gratitude  of  his  new  subjects  of  Lor- 
raine. In  our  halt  at  Maestrichl  I  visited  Mr  de 
Beaufort,  a  learned  critic,  who  was  known  to  me  by 
his  specious  arguments  against  the  five  first  centuries 
of  the  Roman  History,  After  dropping  my  regimen- 
tal companions,  I  stepped  aside  to  visit  Rotterdam 
and  the  Hague.  I  wished  to  have  observed  a  country, 
the  monument  of  freedom  and  industry;  but  my  days 
were  numbered,  and  a  longer  delay  would  have  been 
ungraceful.  I  hastened  to  embark  at  the  Brill,  landed 
the  next  day  at  Harwich,  and  proceeded  to  London, 
v/here  my  father  awaited  my  arriA'al.  The  whole 
term  of  my  first  absence  from  England  was  foiu*  years, 
ten  months,  and  fifteen  days. 

In  the  prayers  of  the  church  our  personal  concerns 
are  judiciously  reduced  to  the  threefold  distinction  of 
mind,  body,  and  estate.  The  sentiments  of  the  mind 
excite  and  exercise  our  social  sympathy.  The  review 
of  my  moral  and  literary  character  is  the  most  inte- 
resting to  myself  and  to  the  public ;  and  I  may  expa- 
tiate without  reproach  on  my  private  studies,  since 
they  have  produced  the  public  ^\Titings  which  can 
alone  entitle  me  to  the  esteem  and  friendship  of  my 
readers.  The  experience  of  the  world  inculcates  a 
discreet  reserve  on  the  subject  of  our  person  and 
estate,  and  we  soon  learn  that  a  free  dfeclosure  of  our 
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riches  or  poverty  would  provoke  the  malice  of  envy, 
or  encourage  the  insolence  of  contempt. 

The  only  person  in  England  whom  I  was  impatient 
to  see  was  my  aunt  Porten,  the  affectionate  guardian 
of  my  tender  years.  I  hastened  to  her  house  in  Col- 
lege street,  Westminster  ;  and  the  evening  was  spent 
in  the  effusions  of  joy  and  confidence.  It  was  not 
without  some  awe  and  apprehension  that  I  approached 
the  presence  of  my  father.  My  infancy,  to  speak  the 
truth,  had  been  neglected  at  home ;  the  severity  of 
his  look  and  language  at  our  last  parting  still  dwelt 
on  my  memory  ;  nor  could  I  form  any  notion  of  his 
character  or  my  probable  reception.  They  were  both 
more  agreeable  than  I  could  expect.  The  domestic 
discipline  of  our  ancestors  has  been  relaxed  by  the 
philosophy  and  softness  of  the  age ;  and  if  my  father 
remembered  that  he  had  trembled  before  a  stem 
parent,  it  was  only  to  adopt  with  his  o^\^l  son  an  op- 
posite mode  of  behaviour.  He  received  me  as  a  man 
and  a  friend ;  all  constraint  was  banished  at  our  first 
interview,  and  we  ever  aftenvards  continued  on  the 
same  terms  of  easy  and  equal  politeness.  He  ap- 
plauded the  success  of  my  education  ;  every  word  and 
action  was  expressive  of  the  most  cordial  affection; 
and  our  lives  would  have  passed  without  a  cloud,  if 
his  economy  had  been  equal  to  his  fortune,  or  if  his 
fortune  had  been  equal  to  his  desires.  During  my 
absence  he  had  married  his  second  wife.  Miss  Doro- 
thea Patton,  who  was  introduced  to  me  with  the  most 
unfavourable  prejudice.  I  considered  his  second  mar- 
riage as  an  act  of  displeasure,  and  I  was  disposed  to 
hate  the  rival  of  my  mother.  But  the  injustice  was  in 
my  o\vn  fancy,  and  the  imaginary  monster  was  an 
amiable  and  deserving  woman.  I  could  not  be  mis- 
taken in  the  first  view  of  her  understanding,  ner 
knowledge,  and  the  elegant  spirit  of  her  conversation, 
her  polite  welcome,  and  her  assiduous  care  to  study 
and  gratify  my  wishes,  announced  at  least  that  the 
surface  would  be  smooth;  and  my  suspicions  of  art 
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and  falsehood  were  gradually  dispelled  by  the  full  dis- 
covery of  her  warm  and  exquisite  sensibility.  After 
some  reserve  on  my  side,  our  minds  associated  in 
confidence  and  friendship;  and,  as  Mrs  Gibbon  had 
neither  children  nor  the  hopes  of  children,  we  more 
easily  adopted  the  tender  names  and  genuine  charac- 
ters of  mother  and  of  son.  By  the  indulgence  of 
these  parents,  I  was  left  at  liberty  to  consult  my  taste 
or  reason  in  the  choice  of  place,  of  company,  and  of 
amusements;  and  my  excursions  were  bounded  only 
by  the  limits  of  the  island,  and  the  measure  of  my  in- 
come. Some  faint  efforts  were  made  to  procure  me 
the  employment  of  secretary  to  a  foreign  embassy ; 
and  I  hstened  to  a  scheme  which  would  again  have 
trauiiported  me  to  the  continent.  Mrs  Gibbon,  with 
seeming  wisdom,  exhorted  me  to  take  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  and  devote  my  leisure  to  the  study  of  the 
law.  I  cannot  rei)cnt  of  having  neglected  her  advice. 
Few  men,  without  the  spur  of  necessity,  have  resolu- 
tion to  force  their  way  through  the  thorns  and  thick- 
ets of  that  gloomy  labyrhith.  Nature  had  not  endowed 
me  with  the  bold  and  ready  eloquence  which  makes 
its».4f  heard  amidst  the  tumult  of  the  bar;  and  I  should 
probably  have  been  diverted  from  the  labours  of  lite- 
rature, without  acquiring  the  fame  or  fortune  of  a 
successful  pleader.  I  had  no  need  to  call  to  my  aid 
the  regular  duties  of  a  profession ;  every  day,  every 
hour,  was  agreeably  filled;  nor  have  I  known,  hke  so 
many  of  my  countrvmen,  the  tediousness  of  an  idle 
life. 

Of  the  two  years  (May  1758— May  1/60)  between 
my  return  to  England  and  the  embodying  of  the 
Hampshire  mihtia,  I  passed  about  nine  months  in 
London,  and  the  remainder  in  the  country.  The  me- 
tropolis affords  many  amusements,  which  are  open  to 
all.  It  is  itself  an  astonishing  and  perpetual  spectacle 
to  the  curious  aye  ;  and  each  taste,  each  sense,  may  be 
gratified  by  the  variety  of  objects  which  will  occur  in 
the  long  circuit  of  a  morning  walk.     I  assiduously 
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frequented  the  theatres  at  a  very  propitious  era  of  the 
stage,  when  a  constellation  of  excellent  actors,  both  in 
tragedy  and  comedy,  was  eclipsed  by  the  meridian 
brightness  of  Garrick  in  the  maturity  of  his  judgment 
and  vigour  of  his  performance.  The  pleasures  of  a 
town-life  are  within  the  reach  of  every  man  who  is 
regardless  of  his  health,  his  money,  and  his  company. 
By  the  contagion  of  example  I  was  sometimes  se- 
duced; but  the  better  habits  which  I  had  formed  at 
Lausanne  induced  me  to  seek  a  more  elegant  and  ra- 
tional society;  and  if  my  search  was  less  easy  and 
successful  than  I  might  have  hoped,  I  shall  at  present 
impute  the  failure  to  the  disadvantages  of  my  situation 
and  character.  Had  the  rank  and  fortune  of  my 
parents  given  them  an  annual  establishment  in  Lon- 
don, their  own  house  would  have  introduced  me  to  a 
numerous  and  polite  circle  of  acquaintance.  But  my 
father's  taste  had  always  preferred  the  highest  and  the 
lowest  company^  for  which  he  was  equally  qualified ; 
and  after  a  twelve  years'  retirement,  he  was  no  longer 
in  the  memory  of  the  great  with  whom  he  had  asso- 
ciated. I  found  myself  a  stranger  in  the  midst  of  a 
vast  and  unkno^\^l  city ;  and  at  my  entrance  into  life 
I  was  reduced  to  some  dull  family  parties,  and  some 
scattered  connections,  which  were  not  such  as  I  should 
have  chosen  for  myself.  The  most  useful  friends  of 
my  father  were  the  JMallets ;  they  received  me  with 
civility  and  kindness  at  first  on  his  account,  and  after- 
wards on  my  own ;  and  (if  I  may  use  lord  Chester- 
field's words)  I  was  soon  domesticated  in  their  house. 
Mr  IMallet,  a  name  among  the  English  poets,  is  praised 
by  an  unforgiving  enemy  for  the  ease  and  elegance  of 
his  conversation ;  and  his  wife  was  not  destitute  of  wit 
or  learning.  By  his  assistance  I  was  introduced  to 
lady  Hervey,  the  mother  of  the  present  earl  of  Bristol. 
Her  age  and  infirmities  confined  her  at  home ;  her 
dinners  were  select ;  in  the  evening  her  house  was 
open  to  the  best  company  of  both  sexes  and  all  nations ; 
nor  was  I  displeased  at  her  preference  and  affectation 
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of  the  manners,  the  language,  and  the  literature,  of 
France.  But  my  progress  in  the  English  world  was 
in  general  left  to  my  own  efforts,  and  those  efforts 
were  languid  and  slow.  I  had  not  been  endowed  by 
art  or  nature  with  those  happy  gifts  of  confidence  and 
address,  Avhich  unlock  every  door  and  every  bosom  ; 
nor  would  it  be  reasonable  to  complain  of  the  just  con- 
sequences of  my  sickly  childhood,  foreign  education, 
and  reserved  temper.  While  coaches  were  ratthng 
through  Bond  street,  I  have  passed  many  a  solitary 
evening  in  my  lodging  with  my  books.  J\Iy  studies 
were  interrupted  by  a  sigh  which  I  breathed  towards 
Lausanne ;  and  on  the  approach  of  spring  I  withdrew 
without  reluctance  from  the  noisy  and  extensive  scene 
of  crowds  without  company,  and  dissipation  without 
pleasure.  In  each  of  the  twenty-five  years  of  my  ac- 
quaintance with  London  (1/58 — 1783)  the  prospect 
gradually  brightened ;  and  this  unfavourable  picture 
most  properly  belongs  to  the  first  period  after  my 
return  from  S^^atzerland. 

My  father's  residence  in  Hampshire,  where  I  have 
passed  many  light  and  some  heavy  hours,  was  at  Bu- 
riton,  near  Petersfield,  one  mile  from  the  Portsmouth 
road,  and  at  the  easy  distance  of  fifty-eight  miles  from 
London.*  An  old  mansion,  in  a  state  of  decay,  had 
been  converted  into  the  fashion  and  convenience  of  a 
modern  house ;  and  if  strangers  had  nothing  to  see, 
the  inhabitants  had  little  to  desire.  The  spot  was  not 
happily  chosen,  at  the  end  of  the  village  and  the  bot- 
tom of  the  hill :  but  the  aspect  of  the  adjacent  grounds 
was  various  and  cheerful;  the  downs  commanded  a 
noble  prospect,  and  the  long  hanging  woods  in  sight 
of  the  house  could  not  perhaps  have  been  improved  by 
art  or  expense.  My  father  kept  in  his  own  hands  the 
whole  of  the  estate,  and  even  rented  some  additional 
land ;  and  whatsoever  might  be  the  balance  of  profit 

*  The  estate  and  manor  of  Benton,  otherwise  Buriton, 
were  considerable,  and  were  sold  a  few  years  ago  to  lord 
Stawell.     S. 
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and  loss,  tlie  farm  supplied  him  with  amusement  and 
plenty.  The  produce  maintained  a  number  of  men 
and  horses,  which  were  multiplied  by  the  intermixture 
of  domestic  and  rural  servants  ;  and  in  the  intervals 
of  labour  the  favourite  team,  a  handsome  set  of  bays 
or  greys,  was  harnessed  to  the  coach.  The  economy 
of  the  house  was  regulated  by  the  taste  and  prudence 
of  Mrs  Gibbon.  She  prided  herself  in  the  elegance  of 
her  occasional  dinners ;  and  from  the  uncleanly  ava- 
rice of  madame  Pavilliard  I  was  suddenly  transported 
to  the  daily  neatness  and  luxury  of  an  English  table. 
Our  immediate  neighbourhood  was  rare  and  rustic  ; 
but  from  the  verge  of  our  hills,  as  far  as  Cliichester 
and  Goodwood,  the  western  district  of  Sussex  was  in- 
terspersed with  noble  seats  and  hospitable  families, 
with  whom  we  cultivated  a  friendly,  and  might  have 
enjoyed  a  very  frequent,  intercourse.  As  my  stay  at 
Buriton  was  always  voluntary,  I  was  received  and  dis- 
missed with  smiles ;  but  the  comforts  of  my  retire- 
ment did  not  depend  on  the  ordinary  pleasures  of  the 
country.  JMy  father  could  never  inspire  me  with  his 
love  and  knowledge  of  farming.  I  never  handled  a 
gun,  I  seldom  mounted  a  horse;  and  my  philosophic 
walks  were  soon  terminated  by  a  shady  bench,  where 
I  was  long  detained  by  the  sedentary  amusement  of 
reading  or  meditation.  At  home  I  occupied  a  plea- 
sant and  spacious  apartment;  the  library  on  the  same 
floor  was  soon  considered  as  my  peculiar  domain ;  and 
I  might  say  with  truth,  that  I  was  never  less  alone 
than  when  by  myself.  My  sole  complaint,  which  I 
piously  suppressed,  arose  from  the  kind  restraint  im- 
posed on  the  freedom  of  my  time.  By  the  habit  of 
early  rising  I  always  secured  a  sacred  portion  of  the 
day,  and  many  scattered  moments  were  stolen  and 
employed  by  my  studious  industry.  But  the  family 
hours  of  breakfast,  of  dinner,  of  tea,  and  of  supper, 
were  regular  and  long :  after  breakfast  iMrs  Gibbon 
expected  my  company  in  her  dressing-room ;  after  tea 
my  father  claimed  my  conversation,  and  the  perusal  of 
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the  newspapers  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  an  interesting 
work  I  was  often  called  down  to  receive  the  visit  of 
some  idle  neighbours.  Their  dinners  and  visits  re- 
quired, in  due  season,  a  similar  return  ;  and  I  dreaded 
the  period  of  the  full  moon,  which  was  usually  reserved 
for  our  more  distant  excursions.  I  could  not  refuse 
attending  my  father,  in  the  summer  of  1751^  to  the 
races  at  Stockbridge,  Reading,  and  Odiam,  where  he 
had  entered  a  horse  for  the  hunters'  plate  ;  and  I  was 
not  displeased  with  the  sight  of  our  Olympic  games, 
the  beauty  of  the  spot,  the  fleetness  of  the  horses, 
and  the  gay  tumult  of  the  numerous  spectators.  As 
soon  as  the  militia  business  was  agitated,  many  day^s 
were  tediously  consumed  in  meetings  of  deputy-lieu- 
tenants at  Petersfield,  Alton,  and  Winchester.  In  the 
close  of  the  same  year  (1/59)  sir  Simeon  (then  Mr) 
Stewart  attempted  an  unsuccessful  contest  for  the 
county  of  Southampton,  against  JMr  Legge,  chancellor 
of  the  exchequer :  a  well-known  contest,  in  which 
lord  Bute's  influence  was  first  exerted  and  censured. 
Our  canvass  at  Portsmouth  and  Gospoit  lasted  several 
days ;  but  the  interruption  of  my  studies  was  com- 
pensated in  some  degree  by  the  spectacle  of  English 
manners.,  and  the  acquisition  of  some  practical  know- 
ledge. 

If  in  a  more  domestic  or  more  dissipated  scene  my 
application  was  somewhat  relaxed,  the  love  of  know- 
ledge was  inflamed  and  gratified  by  the  command  of 
books  ;  and  I  compared  the  poverty  of  Lausanne  ^^^th 
the  plenty  of  London.  JVIy  father's  study  at  Bm-iton 
was  stuffed  with  much  trash  of  the  last  age,  with 
much  high  church  divinity  and  politics,  which  have 
long  since  gone  to  their  proper  place  :  yet  it  contained 
some  valuable  editions  of  the  classics  and  the  fathers, 
the  choice,  as  it  should  seem,  of  ]Mr  Law  ;  and  many 
Enghsh  publications  of  the  times  had  been  occasionally 
added.  From  this  slender  beginning  I  have  gi-adually 
formed  a  numerous  and  select  library,  the  foundati(m 
of  my  works,  and  the  best  comfort  of  my  life,  both 

I  2 
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at  home  and  abroad.  On  the  receipt  of  the  first 
quarter,  a  large  share  of  mj''  allowance  was  appro- 
priated to  my  literary  wants.  I  cannot  forget  the  joy 
with  which  I  exchanged  a  bank-note  of  twenty  pounds 
for  the  twenty  volumes  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Aca- 
demy of  Inscriptions  ;  nor  would  it  have  been  easy, 
by  any  other  expenditure  of  the  same  sum,  to  have 
procured  so  large  and  lasting  a  fund  of  rational 
amusement.  At  a  time  when  I  most  assiduously  fre- 
quented this  school  of  ancient  literature,  I  thus  ex- 
pressed my  opinion  of  a  learned  and  various  collection, 
which  since  the  year  1 759  has  been  doubled  in  magni- 
tude, though  not  in  merit — "  Une  de  ces  societes  qui 
ont  mieux  immortalise  Louis  XIV,  qu'une  ambition 
souvent  pernicieuse  aux  hommes,  commenqoit  d^jk 
ces  recherches  qui  reunissent  la  justesse  de  Tcsprit, 
l'amenit<^,  et  I'erudition :  oil  I'on  voit  tant  de  d^cou- 
vertes,  et  quelquefois,  ce  qui  ne  cMe  qu'k  peine  aux 
d^couvertes,  une  ignorance  modeste  et  savnnteP  The 
review  of  my  library  must  be  reserved  for  the  period 
of  its  maturity;  but  in  this  place  I  may  allow  myself 
to  observe,  that  I  am  not  conscious  of  having  ever 
bought  a  book  from  a  motive  of  ostentation ;  that 
every  volume,  before  it  was  deposited  on  the  shelf, 
was  either  read  or  sufficiently  examined  j  and  that  I 
soon  adopted  the  tolerating  maxim  of  the  elder  Pliny, 
**  nullum  esse  hbrum  tam  malum  ut  non  ex  a]iqu4 
parte  prodesset."  I'  could  not  yet  find  leisure  or 
courage  to  renew  the  pursuit  of  the  Greek  language, 
excepting  by  reading  the  lessons  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament  every  Sunday,  when  I  attended  the  family 
to  church.  The  series  of  my  Latin  authors  was  less 
strenuously  completed  ;  but  the  acquisition,  by  inhe- 
ritance or  purchase,  of  the  best  editions  of  ticero, 
Quintihan,  Livv,  Tacitus,  Ovid,  &c.  afforded  a  fair 
prospect,  which  I  seldom  neglected.  I  persevered  in 
the  useful  method  of  abstracts  and  observations  ;  and 
a  single  example  may  suffice,  of  a  note  which  had 
almost  swelled  into  a  work.     The  solution  of  a  pas- 
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sage  of  Livy  (xxxviii.  38)  involved  me  in  the  dry  and 
dark  treatises  of  Greaves,  Arbnthnot,  Hooper,  Ber- 
nard, Eisenschmidt,  Gronovius,  La  Barre,  Freret,  die. ; 
and  in  my  Frencli  essay  (chap.  20)  I  ridiculously  send 
the  reader  to  my  own  manuscript  remarks  on  the 
weights,  coins,  and  measures  of  the  ancients,  which 
were  abruptly  terminated  by  the  militia  drum. 

As  I  am  now  entering  on  a  more  ample  field  of 
society  and  study,  I  can  only  hope  to  avoid  a  vain  and 
prolix  garrulity,  by  overlooking  the  vulgar  crowd  of 
my  acquaintance,  and  confining  myself  to  such  inti- 
mate fri'ends  among  books  and  men,  as  are  best 
entitled  to  my  notice  by  their  o'wn  merit  and  reputa-- 
lion,  or  by  the  deep  impression  which  they  have  left 
on  my  mind.  Yet  I  will  embrace  this  occasion  of 
recommending  lo  the  young  student  a  practice  which 
about  this  time  I  myself  adopted.  After  glancing  my 
eye  over  the  design  and  order  of  a  new  book,  I  sus- 
pended the  perusal  till  I  had  finished  the  task  of  self- 
examination,  till  I  had  revolved,  in  a  solitary  walk, 
all  that  T  knew  or  believed,  o-r  had  thought,  on  the 
subject  of  the  whole  work,  or  of  some  particular 
chapter :  I  was  then  qualified  to  discern  how  much 
the  author  added  to  my  original  stock  ;  and  if  I  was 
sometimes  satisfied  by  the  agreement,  I  was  sometimes 
alarmed  by  the  opposition,  of  our  ideas.  The  favourite 
companions  of  my  leisure  were  our  English  writers 
since  the  Revolution  :  they  breathe  the  spirit  of 
reason  and  libeity  ;  and  they  most  seasonably  contri- 
buted to  restore  the  purity  of  my  own  language, 
which  had  been  corrupted  by  the  long  use  of  a  foreign 
idiom.  By  the  judicious  advice  of  Mr  Mallet  I  was 
directed  to  the  writings  of  Swift  and  Addison ;  wit 
and  simplicity  are  their  common  attributes :  but  the 
style  of  Swift  is  supported  by  manly  original  vigour ; 
that  of  Addison  is  adorned  by  the  female  graces  of 
elegance  and  mildness.  The  old  reproach,  that  no 
British  altars  had  been  raised  to  the  muse  of  history, 
was  recently  disproved  by  the  first  performances  of 
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Robertson  and  Hume,  the  histories  of  Scotland  and 
of  the  Stuarts.  I  will  assume  the  presumption  of  say- 
ing, that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  read  them  :  nor  will 
I  disiguise  my  different  faehngs  in  the  repeated  pe- 
rusals. The  perfect  composition,  the  nervoirs  lan- 
guage, the  well-turned  periods  of  Dr  Robertson, 
inflamed  me  to  the  ambitions  hope  that  I  might  one 
day  tread  in  his  footsteps  ;  the  calm  philosophy,  the 
careless  inimitable  beauties  of  his  friend  and  rival, 
often  forced  me  to  close  the  volume  with  a  mixed 
sensation  of  delight  and  despair. 

The  design  of  my  first  work,  the  Essay  on  the 
Study  of  Literature,  was  suggested  by  a  refinement 
of  vanity,  the  desire  of  justifying-  and  praising  the 
object  of  a  favourite  pursuit.  In  France,  to  which 
my  ideas  were  confined,  the  learning  and  language  of 
Greece  and  Rome  were  neglected  by  a  philosophic 
age.  The  guardian  of  those  studies,  the  Academy  of 
Inscriptions,  \vas  degraded  to  the  lowest  rank  among 
the  three  royal  societies  of  Paris  :  the  new  api)ellation 
of  Erudits  was  contemptuously  applied  to  the  suc- 
cessors of  Lipsius  and  Casaubon  ;  and  I  was  provoked 
to  hear  (see  M.  d'Alembert,  '  Discours  pn'liminaire  k 
I'Encyclopc^die  ')  that  the  exercise  of  the  memory,  their 
sole  merit,  had  been  superseded  by  the  nobler  facul- 
ties of  the  imagination  and  the  judgment.  I  was 
ambitious  of  proving  by  my  own  example,  as  well  as 
by  my  precepts,  that  all  the  faculties  of  the  mind 
may  be  exercised  and  displayed  by  the  study  of  an- 
cient literature ;  I  began  to  select  and  adorn  the 
various  proofs  and  illustrations  which  had  offered 
themselves  in  reading  the  classics  ;  and  the  first  pages 
or  chapters  of  my  Essay  were  composed  before  uiy 
departure  from  Lausanne.  The  hun-y  of  the  journey, 
and  of  the  first  weeks  of  my  English  life,  suspended 
all  thoughts  of  serious  application  :  but  my  object  was 
ever  before  my  eyes ;  and  no  more  than  ten  days, 
from  the  first  to  the  eleventh  of  July,  were  sufltered 
to  elapse  after  my  summer  establishment  at  Buriton; 
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My  Essay  was  finished  in   about  six  weeks;  and  as 
soon  as  a  fair  copy  had  been  transcribed  by  one  of  the 
French  prisoners  at  Petersfield,  I  looked  round  for  a 
critic  and  judge  of  my  first  performance.     A  writer 
can  seldom  be  content  with  the  doubtful  recompense 
of  solitary  approbation  ;  but  a  youth  ignorant  of  the 
world,    and   of  himself,    must   desire  to   weigh   his 
talents  in  some  scales  less  partial  than  his  own  :  my 
conduct  was  natm*al,   my  motive  laudable,  my  choice 
of  Dr  Maty  judicious  and  fortunate.     By  descent  and 
education  Dr  Maty,  though  born  in  Holland,  might 
he  considered  as  a  Frenchman ;  but  he  was  fixed  in 
London  by  the  practice  of  physic,  and  an  office  in  the 
British  Museum.     His  reputation  was  justly  founded 
on  the  eighteen  volumes  of  the  '  Journal  Brittannique,' 
which  he  had  supported,   almost  alone,  with  perse- 
verance and  success.      Tliis  humble  though   useful 
labour,  which  had  once  been  dignified  by  the  genius 
of  Bayle  and  the  learning  of  Le  Clerc,  was  not  dis- 
graced by  the  taste,  the  knowledge,  and  the  judgment, 
of  Maty :  he  exhibits  a  candid  and  pleasing  view  of 
the  state  of  literature  in  England  during  a  period  of 
six  years  (January  1750 — Decem1)er  1755;)  and,   far 
different  from  his  angry  son,  he  handles  the  rod  of 
criticism  with  the  tenderness   and  reluctance    of  a 
parent.     The  author  of  the  *  Journal  Brittannique  * 
sometimes   aspires   to   the  character  of  a  poet   and 
philosopher :  his  style  is  pure  and   elegant ;  and  in 
his  virtues,  or  even  in  his  defects,  he  may  be  ranked 
as  one  of  the  last  disciples  of  the  school  of  Fontenelle. 
His  answer  to  my  first  letter  was  prompt  and  polite  : 
after  a  careful  examination  he  returned  my  manuscript, 
with  some  animadversion  and  much  applause ;  and 
when  I  visited  London  in  the  ensuing  winter,  we 
discussed  the  design  and  execution  in  several  free  and 
familiar  conversations.     In  a  short  excursion  to  Bu- 
riton  I  reviewed  my  Essay,  according  to  his  friendly 
advice  ;  and  after  suppressing  a  third,  adding  a  third, 
and  altering  a  third,  I  consummated  my  first  labour 
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by  a  short  preface,  which  is  dated  February  3d,  1759. 
Yet  I  still  shrunk  from  the  press  with  the  terrors  of 
virgin  modesty  :  the  manuscript  was  safely  deposited 
in  my  desk;  and  as  my  attention  was  engaged  by 
new  objects,  the  delay  might  have  been  prolonged 
till  I  had  fulfilled  the  precept  of  Horace,  "  nonumque 
prematur  hi  annum."  Father  Sirmond,  a  learned 
Jesuit,  was  still  more  rigid,  since  he  advised  a  young 
friend  to  expect  the  mature  age  of  fifty,  before  he 
gave  himself  or  his  writings  to  the  public.  (Olivet,  His- 
toire  de  I'Academie  Fran^oise,  tom.  ii.  p.  143.)  The 
counsel  was  singular  ;  but  it  is  still  more  singular 
that  it  should  have  been  approved  by  the  example  of 
the  author.  Sirmond  was  himself  fifty-five  years  of 
age  when  he  published  (in  1614)  his  first  work,  an 
edition  of  Sidonius  ApoUinaris,  with  many  valuable 
annotations  :  (see  his  Life,  before  the  great  edition  of 
his  works  in  five  volumes  folio,  Paris,  1696,  e  Typo- 
graphia  Regi^). 

Two  years  elapsed  in  silence  :  but  in  the  spring  of 
1/61  I  yielded  to  the  authority  of  a  parent,  and  com- 
plied, hke  a  pious  son,  with  the  wish  of  my  own 
heart.*     IMy  private  resolves  were  influenced  by  the 

♦Journal,  March  8th,  1758.] — I  began  my  Essai  sur 
I'Etude  de  la  Litterature,  and  wrote  the  23  first  chapters 
(excepting  the  following  ones,  11,  12,  13,  18,  19,  20,  21, 
22)  before  1  left  Switzerland. 

July  11th.  I  again  took  in  hand  my  Essay;  and  in 
about  six  weeks  finished  it,  from  C.  23 — 53.  (excepting  27, 
28,  29,  30,  31,  32,  33,  and  note  to  C.  38)  besides  a  num- 
ber of  chapters  from  C.  55  to  the  end,  which  are  nov/ 
struck  out. 

Feb.  11th,  1759.  I  wrote  the  cherterg  of  my  Essay,  27, 
28,  29,  30,  31,  the  note  to  C.  38,  and  the  first  part  of  the 
preface. 

April  23d,  1761.  Being  at  length,  by  my  father's  ad- 
vice, determined  to  publish  my  Essay,  I  revised  it  with 
great  care,  made  many  alterations,  struck  out  a  consider- 
able part,  and  wrote  the  chapters  from  57—78,  vvhich  I 
was  obliged  myself  to  copy  out  (air. 
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state  of  Europe.  About  this  time  the  belligerent 
powers  had  made  and  accepted  overtures  of  peace; 
our  English  plenipotentiaries  were  named  to  assist  at 
the  congress  of  Augsburg,  which  never  met :  I 
wished  to  attend  them  as  a  gentleman  or  a  secretary ; 
and  my  father  fondly  beUeved  that  the  proof  of  some 
literary  talents  might  introduce  me  to  pubhc  notice, 
and  second  the  recommendations  of  my  friends.  After 
a  last  revisal,  I  consulted  with  IMr  JMallet  and  Dr 
Maty,  who  approved  the  design  and  promoted  the 
execution.  ]\Ir  Mallet,  after  hearing  me  read  my 
manuscript,  received  it  from  my  hands,  ai\d  delivered 
it  into  those  of  Becket,  with  M'hom  he  made  an  agree- 
ment in  my  name — an  easy  agreement :  I  required 
only  a  certain  number  of  copies  ;  and,  Avithout  trans- 
ferring my  property,  I  devolved  on  the  bookseller  the 
charges  and  profits  of  the  edition.  Dr  Maty  under- 
took, in  my  absence,  to  correct  the  sheets :  he 
inserted,  without  my  knowledge,  an  elegant  and 
flattering  epistle  to  the  author,  which  is  composed 
however  with  so  much  art,  that,  in  case  of  a  defeat, 
his  favourable  report  might  have  been  ascribed  to  the 
indulgence  of  a  friend  for  the  rash  attempt  of  a  young 
English  gentleman.  The  work  was  printed  and  pub- 
lished, under  the  title  of  *'  Essai  sur  I'Etude  de  la  Lit- 
t^rature,  k  Londres,  chez  T.  Becket  et  P.  A.  de  Hondt, 
l/Gl,"  in  a  small  volume  in  duodecimo  :  my  dedication 
to  my  father,  a  proper  and  pious  address,  was  com- 

June  lOlh,  1761.  Finding  the  printing  of  my  book  pro- 
ceeded but  slowly,  I  went  up  to  town,  where  I  found  the 
whole  was  finished.  I  gave  Becket  orders  for  the  presents  : 
20  foi  Lausanne  ;  copies  for  the  duke  of  Richmond,  marquis 
of  Carnarvon,  lords  Waldegrave,  Litchfield,  Bath,  Gran- 
ville, Bute,  Shelbourn,  Chesterfield,  Hardvvicke,  lady 
Hervey,  sir  Joseph  Yorke,  sir  Matthew  Featherstone,  MM. 
Mallet,  Maty,  Scott,  Wray,  lord  Egremont,  M.  de  Bussy, 
jnademoiselle  la  duchesse  d'Aiguillon,  and  M.  le  comte  de 
Caylus  : — great  part  of  these  were  only  my  father's  or  Mal- 
let's acquaintance. 
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posed  the  twenty-eighth  of  May  :  Dr  Maty's  letter  is 
dated  the  16th  of  June  ;  and  I  received  the  first  copy 
(June  23d)  at  Alresford,  two  days  before  I  marched 
M'ith  the  Hampshire  militia.  Some  weeks  afterwards, 
on  the  same  ground,  I  presented  my  book  to  the  late 
duke  of  York,  who  breakfasted  in  colonel  Pitt's  tent. 
By  my  father's  direction,  and  Mallet's  advice,  many 
literary  gifts  were  distributed  to  several  eminent  cha- 
racters in  England  and  France  ;  two  books  were  sent 
to  the  count  de  Caylus,  and  the  duchesse  d'Aiguillon, 
at  Paris  :  I  had  reserved  twenty  copies  for  my  friends 
at  Lausanne,  as  the  first  fruits  of  my  education,  and 
a  grateful  token  of  my  remembrance  :  and  on  all 
these  persons  I  levied  an  unavoidable  tax  of  civility 
and  compliment.  It  is  not  surprising  that  a  work,  of 
which  the  style  and  sentiments  were  so  totally  foreign, 
should  have  been  more  successful  abroad  than  at 
home.  I  was  delighted  by  the  copious  extracts,  the 
warm  commendations,  and  the  flattering  predictions, 
of  the  journals  of  France  and  Holland :  and  the  next 
year  (17^2)  a  new  edition  (I  believe  at  Geneva)  ex- 
tended the  fame,  or  at  least  the  circulation,  of  the 
work.  Tn  England  it  was  received  M'ith  cold  indiflfe-- 
rence,  little  read,  and  speedily  forgotten :  a  small 
impression  was  slowly  dispersed ;  the  bookseller 
murmured,  and  the  author  (had  his  feelings  been 
more  exquisite)  might  have  wept  over  the  blunders 
and  baldness  of  the  English  translation.  The  publi- 
cation of  my  History  fifteen  years  afterwards  revived 
the  memory  of  my  first  performance,  and  the  Essay 
was  eagerly  sought  in  the  shops.  But  I  refused  the 
permission  which  Becket  solicited  of  reprinting  it : 
the  public  curiosity  was  imperfectly  satisfied  by  a 
pirated  copy  of  the  booksellers  of  Dublin  ;  and  when 
a  copy  of  the  original  edition  has  been  discovered  in  a 
sale,  the  primitive  value  of  half-a-crown  has  risen  to 
the  fanciful  price  of  a  guinea  or  thirty  shillings. 

1  have  expatiated  on  the  petty  circumstances  and 
period  of  my  first  publication,   a  memorable  era  in 
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the  life  of  a  student,  when  he  ventures  to  reveal  the 
measure  of  his  mind  :  his  hopes  and  fears  are  multi- 
plied by  the  idea  of  self-importance,  and  he  believes 
for  awhile  that  the  eyes  of  mankind  are  fixed  on  his 
person  and  performance.  Whatever  may  be  my  pre- 
sent reputation,  it  no  longer  rests  on  the  merit  of  this 
first  essay  ;  and  at  the  end  of  twenty-eight  years  I 
may  appreciate  my  juvenile  work  with  the  impar- 
tiality, and  almost  with  the  indifference,  of  a  stranger. 
In  his  answer  to  lady  Hervey,  the  count  de  Caylus 
admires,  or  affects  to  admire,  *'  les  livres  sans  nombre 
que  J\Ir  Gibbon  a  lus  et  trcs  bien  lus."  But,  alas ! 
my  stock  of  erudition  at  that  time  was  scanty  and 
superficial ;  and  if  1  allow  myself  the  liberty  of  naming 
the  Greek  masters,  my  genuine  and  personal  acquaint- 
ance was  confined  to  the  Latin  classics.  The  most 
serious  defect  of  my  Essay  is  a  kind  of  obscurity  and 
abruptness  which  always  fatigues,  and  may  often, 
elude,  the  attention  of  the  reader.  Instead  of  a  pre- 
cise and  proper  definition  of  the  title  itself,  the  sense 
of  the  word  Littemture  is  loosely  and  variously  ap- 
plied :  a  number  of  remarks  and  examples,  historical, 
critical,  philosophical,  are  heaped  on  each  other 
without  method  or  connection ;  and  if  we  except 
some  introductory  pages,  all  the  remaining  chapters 
might  indifferently  be  reversed  or  transposed.  The 
obscurity  of  many  passages  is  often  affected,  *'  brevis 
esse  laboro,  obscurusfio;"  the  desire  of  expressing 
perhaps  a  common  idea  with  sententious  and  oracular 
brevity.  Alas !  how  fatal  has  been  the  imitation  of 
Montesquieu !  But  this  obscurity  sometimes  pro- 
ceeds from  a  mixture  of  light  and  darkness  in  the 
author's  mind  ;  from  a  partial  ray  which  strikes  upon 
an  angle,  instead  of  spreading  itself  over  the  surface 
of  an  object.  After  this  fair  confession,  I  shall  pre- 
sume to  say,  that  the  Essay  does  credit  to  a  young 
writer  of  two  and  twenty  years  of  age,  who  had  read 
with  taste,  who  thinks  with  freedom,  and  who  writes 
in  a  foreign  language  with  spirit  and  elegance.     The 
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defence  of  the  early  History  of  Rome  and  the  new 
Chronology  of  sir  Isaac  Newton  form  a  specious 
argument.  The  patriotic  and  political  design  of  the 
(leorgics  is  happ>ily  conceived;  and  any  probable  con- 
jecture, wliich  tends  to  raise  the  dignity  of  the  poet 
and  the  poem,  deserves  to  be  adopted  without  a  rigid 
scrutiny.  Some  dawnings  of  a  ])hilosophic  spirit 
enlighten  tlie  general  remarks  on  the  study  of  history 
and  of  man.  J  am  not  disjjleased  with  the  inquiry 
into  the  origin  and  nature  of  the  gods  of  polytheism, 
which  might  deserve  the  illustration  of  a  riper  judg- 
ment. Upon  the  whole,  I  may  apply  to  the  first 
labour  of  my  pen  the  speech  of  a  far  superior  artist, 
when  he  surveyed  the  first  productions  of  his  pencil. 
After  viewing  some  portraits  which  he  had  painted 
in  his  youth,  my  friend  sir  eJoshua  Reynolds  acknow- 
ledged to  me,  that  he  was  rather  humbled  than 
flattered  by  the  comparison  with  his  present  works ; 
and  that,  after  so  much  time  and  study,  he  had  con- 
ceived his  improvement  to  be  much  greater  than  he 
found  it  to  have  been. 

At  Lausanne  I  composed  the  first  chapters  of  my 
Essay  in  French,  the  familiar  language  of  my  conver- 
sation and  studies,  in  which  it  was  easier  for  me  to 
write  than  in  my  mother-tongue.  After  my  return  to 
England  I  continued  the  same  practice,  without  any 
aflfectation,  or  design,  of  repudiating  (as  Dr  Bentley 
would  say)  my  vernacular  idiom.  But  I  should  have 
escaped  some  anti-gallican  clamour,  had  I  been  con- 
tent with  the  more  natiu'al  character  of  an  English 
author.  I  should  have  been  more  consistent,  had  I 
rejected  JMallet's  advice  of  prefixing  an  English  dedi- 
cation to  a  French  book ;  a  confusion  of  tongues  that 
seemed  to  accuse  the  ignorance  of  my  patron.  The 
use  of  a  foreign  dialect  might  be  excused  by  the  hope 
of  being  employed  as  a  negociator,  by  the  desire  of 
being  generally  understood  on  the  continent ;  but  my 
true  motive  was  doubtless  the  ambition  of  new  and 
BinguUr  fame— an  Englishman  claiming  a  place  among 
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the  writers  of  France.  The  Latm  toijgiie  had  been 
consecrated  by  the  ser\dce  of  the  church  ;  it  was 
refined  by  the  imitation  of  the  ancients ;  and  in  tlie 
fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries  the  scholars  of  Europe 
enjoyed  the  advantage,  which  they  have  gradually 
resigned,  of  conversing  and  writing  in  a  common  and 
learned  idiom.  As  that  idiom  was  no  longer  in  any 
country  the  vulgar  speech,  they  all  stood  on  a  level  with 
each  other;  yet  a  citizen  of  old  Rome  might  have 
smiled  at  the  best  Latinity  of  the  Germans  and  Britons ; 
and  we  may  leam  from  the  *  Ciceronianus '  of  Eras- 
mus, how  difficult  it  was  found  to  steer  a  middle 
course  between  pedantry  and  barbarism.  The  Romans 
themselves  had  sometimes  attempted  the  more  perilous 
task  of  writing  in  a  living  language,  and  appealing  to 
the  taste  and  judgment  of  the  natives.  The  vanity  of 
Tully  was  doubly  interested  in  the  Greek  memoirs  of 
his  own  consulship  ;  and  if  he  modestly  supposes  that 
some  Latinisms  might  be  detected  in  his  style,  he  is 
confident  of  his  own  skill  in  the  art  of  Isocrates  and 
Aristotle ;  and  he  requests  his  friend  Atticus  to  dis- 
perse the  copies  of  his  work  at  Athens,  and  in  the 
other  cities  of  Greece  (ad  Atticum,  i.  19.  ii.  1.)  But 
it  must  not  be  forgotten,  that  from  infancy  to  man- 
hood Cicero  and  his  contemporaries  had  read,  and 
declaimed,  and  composed,  with  equal  diligence  in  both 
languages;  and  that  he  was  not  allowed  to  frequent 
a  Latin  school  till  he  had  imbibed  the  lessons  of  the 
Greek  grammarians  and  rhetoricians.  In  modern 
times  the  language  of  France  has  been  diffused  by 
the  merit  of  her  writers,  the  social  manners  of  the 
natives,  the  influence  of  the  monarchy,  and  the  exile 
of  tlie  Protestants.  Several  foreigners  have  seized  the 
0[-.portunity  of  speaking  to  Europe  in  this  common 
dialect ;  and  Germany  may  plead  the  authority  of 
Leibnitz  and  Frederic,  of  the  first  of  her  philosophers, 
and  the  greatest  of  her  kings.  The  just  pride  and 
laudable  prejudice  of  England  has  restrained  this  com- 
munication of  idioms ;  and  of  all  the  nations  on  this 
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side  of  the  Alps,  my  countrymen  are  the  least  prac- 
tised and  least  perfect  in  the  exercise  of  the  French 
tongue.  By  sir  William  Temple  and  lord  Chesterfield 
it  was  only  used  on  occasions  of  civility  and  business, 
and  their  printed  letters  will  not  be  quoted  as  models 
of  composition.  Lord  Bolingbroke  may  have  pub- 
lished in  French  a  sketch  of  his  *  Reflections  on  Exile  :* 
hut  his  repntation  now  reposes  on  the  address  of  Vol- 
taire, *'  Docte  sermnnis  utriusque  linguse  :"  and  by 
his  English  dedication  to  queen  Caroline,  and  his 
*  Essay  on  Epic  Poetry,'  it  sliould  seem  that  ^'oltaire 
himself  wished  to  deserve  a  return  of  the  same  com- 
pliment. The  exception  of  count  Hamilton  cannot 
fairly  be.urged  ;  though  an  Irishman  by  birth,  he  was 
educated'ifi"  France  from  his  childhood.  Yet  I  am 
surprised  that  a  long  residence  in  England,  and  the 
habits  of  domestic  conversation,  did  not  affect  the 
ease  and  purity  of  his  inimitable  style ;  and  I  regret 
the  omission  of  his  English  verses,  which  might  have 
afforded  an  amusing  object  of  comparison.  I  might 
therefore  assume  the  "  primus  ego  in  patriam,'*&c.but 
with  what  success  I  have  explored  this  untrodden 
path  must  be  left  to  the  decision  of  my  French  readers. 
Dr  Maty,  who  might  himself  be  questioned  as  a 
foreigner,  has  secured  his  retreat  at  my  expense.  "  Je 
ne  crois  pas  que  vous  vous  piquiez  d'etre  moins  facile 
k  reconnoitre  pour  un  Anglois  que  Lucullus  pour  un 
Romain."  IMy  friends  at  Paris  have  been  more  indul- 
gent ;  they  received  me  as  a  countr}Tnan,  or  at  least 
as  a  provincial ;  but  they  were  friends  and  Parisians.* 
The  defects  which  IMaty  insinuates,  *'  Ces  traits 
saillans,  ces  figures  hardies,  ce  sacrifice  de  la  r^gle  au 
sentiment,  et  de  la  cadence  k  la  force,"  are  the  faults 

*  The  copious  extracts  which  were  given  in  the  '  Journal 
Etranger'  by  Mr  Suard,  a  judicious  critic,  must  satisfy  both 
the  author  and  the  public.  I  may  here  observe,  that  I  have 
never  seen  in  any  literary  review  a  tolerable  account  of  my 
History.  The  manufacture  of  journals,  at  least  on  the 
continent,  is  miserably  debased. 
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of  the  youth  rather  than  of  the  stranger  :  and  after 
the  long  and  laborious  exercise  of  my  o^\^l  language,  I 
am  conscious  that  my  French  style  has  been  ripened 
and  improved. 

I  have  already  hinted  that  the  publication  of  my 
Essay  was  delayed  till  I  had  embraced  the  miUtary 
profession.  I  shall  now  amuse  myself  with  the  recol- 
lection of  an  active  scene,  which  bears  no  aftinity  to 
any  other  period  of  my  studious  and  social  life. 

In  the  outset  of  a  glorious  war  the  English  people 
had  been  defended  by  the  aid  of  German  mercenaries. 
A  national  militia  has  been  the  cry  of  every  patriot 
since  the  Revolution ;  and  this  measure,  both  in  par- 
liament and  in  the  field,  was  supported  by  the  country 
gentlemen,  or  Tories,  who  insensibly  transferred  their 
loyalty  to  the  house  of  Hanover  :  in  the  language  of 
Mr  Burke,  they  have  changed  the  idol,  but  they  have 
preserved  the  idolatry.  In  the  act  of  offering  our 
names,  and  receiving  our  commissions,  as  major  and 
captain  in  the  Hampshire  regiment,  (June  12lh,  1 759,) 
we  had  not  supposed  that  we  should  be  dragged  away, 
my  father  from  his  farm,  myself  from  my  books,  and 
condemned  during  two  years  and  a  half  (May  10, 
l'j(\0 — December  23,  1762,)  to  a  wandering  life  of 
military  servitude.  But  a  weekly  or  monthly  exercise 
of  thirty  thousand  provincials  would  have  left  them 
useless  and  ridiculous ;  and  after  the  pretence  of  an 
invasion  had  vanished,  the  popularity  of  Mr  Pitt  gave 
a  sanction  to  the  illegal  step  of  keeping  them  till  the 
end  of  the  war  under  arms,  in  constant  pay  and  duty, 
and  at  a  distance  from  their  respective  homes.  When 
the  king's  order  for  our  embodying  came  down,  it 
was  too  late  to  retreat,  and  too  soon  to  repent.  The 
south  battalion  of  the  Hampshire  militia  was  a  small 
independent  corps  of  four  hundred  and  seventy-six, 
officers  and  men,  commanded  by  lieutenant-colonel 
sir  Thomas  Worsley,  who,  after  a  prolix  and  passion- 
ate contest,  delivered  us  from  the  tyranny  of  the  lord 
lieutenant,  the  duke  of  Bolton.     My  proper  station, 

K  2 
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as  first  captain,  was  at  the  head  of  my  own,  and  after- 
wards of  the  grenadier  company ;  hut  in  the  ahsence, 
or  even  in  the  presence,  of  the  two  field  officers,  I 
was  entrusted  hy  my  friend  and  my  father  with  the 
eftective  lahour  of  dictating  the  orders,  and  exercising 
the  battahon.  With  the  help  of  an  original  journal, 
I  could  write  the  history  of  my  bloodless  and  inglori- 
ous cam})aigns ;  but  as  these  events  have  lost  much 
of  their  importance  in  my  own  eyes,  they  shall  be 
dispatched  in  a  few  words.  From  Winchester,  the 
first  i)lace  of  assembly,  (June  4,  1/60,)  we  were  re- 
moved, at  our  own  request,  for  the  benefit  of  a  foreign 
educatioili.  By  the  arbitrary  and  often  capricious 
orders  of  the  war-o(fice,  the  battalion  successively 
marched  to  the  pleasant  and  hospitable  Blandford 
(June  1/;)  to  Hilsea  barracks,  a  seat  of  disease  and 
discord  (September  1 ;)  to  Cranbrook  in  the  Weald  of 
Kent  (December  11;)  to  the  sea  coast  of  Dover  (De- 
cem1)er  2T ;)  to  Winchester  camp  (June  25,  17^1  ;)  to 
the  populous  and  disorderly  town  of  Devizes  (October 
23;)  to  Salisbury  (February  2S,  1/62;)  to  our  be- 
loved Blandford  a  second  time  (JMarch  9;)  and^nalljt. 
to  the  fashionable  resort  of  Southampton  (June  2 ;) 
where  the  colours  were  fixed  till  our  final  dissolution 
December  2.'1)  On  the  beach  at  Dover  we  had  exer- 
cised in  sight  of  the  Gallic  shores.  But  the  most 
splendid  and  useful  scene  of  our  life  was  a  four  months* 
encampment  on  Winchester  Down,  under  the  com- 
mand of  the  earl  of  Ellingham.  Our  army  consisted 
of  the  thirty-fourth  regiment  of  foot  and  six  militia 
corps.  Tlie  consciousness  of  defects  was  stimulated 
by  friendly  emulation.  We  improved  our  time  and 
oi)portunities  in  morning  and  evening  field-days  j  and 
in  the  general  reviews  the  South  Hampshire  were 
rather  a  credit  than  a  disgrace  to  the  line.  In  our 
subsequent  quarters  of  the  Devizes  and  Blandford, 
we  advanced  with  a  quick  step  in  our  military  studies ; 
tlu'  ballot  of  the  ensuing  summer  renewed  our  vigour 
and  youth  ;    and  had  the  militia   subsisted  another 
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year,  \vc  might  have  contested  the  prize  with  the 
most  perfect  of  our  brethren. 

The  loss  of  so  many  busy  and  idle  hours  was  not 
compensated  by  any  elegant  pleasure  ;  and  my  temper 
was  insensibly  soured  by  the  society  of  our  rustic  offi- 
cers. In  every  state  there  exists  however  a  balance 
of  good  and  evil.  The  liabits  of  a  sedentary  life  were 
usefully  broken  by  the  duties  of  an  active  profession  : 
in  the  healthful  exercise  of  the  field  I  hunted  with  a 
battalion  instead  of  a  pack ;  and  at  that  time  I  was 
ready,  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  to  fly  from 
quarters  to  London,  from  London  to  quarters,  on  the 
shghtest  call  of  private  or  regimental  business.  But 
my  principal  obligation  to  the  militia  was  the  making 
me  an  Englishman  and  a  soldier.  After  my  foreign 
education,  with  my  reserved  temper,  I  should  long 
have  continued  a  stranger  to  my  native  country,  had  I 
not  been  shaken  in  this  various  scene  of  new  faces 
and  new  friends ;  had  not  experience  forced  me  to 
feel  the  characters  of  our  leading  men,  the  state  of 
parties,  the  forms  of  office,  and  the  operation  of  our 
civil  and  military  system.  In  this  peaceful  service 
I  imbibed  the  rudiments  of  the  language  and  science 
of  tactics,  which  opened  a  new  field  of  study  and  ob- 
servation. I  diligently  read  and  meditated  the  M6- 
moires  Militaires  of  Quintus  Icilius,  (iMr  Guichardt,) 
the  only  writer  who  has  united  the  merits  of  a  pro- 
fessor and  a  veteran.  The  discipline  and  evolutions 
of  a  modern  battalion  gave  me  a  clearer  notion  of  the 
phalanx  and  the  legion ;  and  the  captain  of  tlie 
Hampshire  grenadiers  (the  reader  may  smile)  has  not 
been  useless  to  the  historian  of  the  Roman  empire. 

A  youtli  of  any  spirit  is  fired  even  by  the  play  of 
arms,  and  in  the  first  sallies  of  my  enthusiasm  I  ha(J 
seriously  attempted  to  embrace  the  regular  profession 
of  a  soldier.  But  this  military  fever  was  cooled  by 
the  enjoyment  of  our  mimic  Bellona,  who  soon  un- 
veiled to  my  eyes  her  naked  deformity.  How  often 
did  I  sigh  for  my  proper  station  in  society  and  letters ! 
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How  often  (a  proud  comparison)  did  I  repeat  the 
complaint  of  Cicero  in  the  commaftd  of  a  provincial 
army  !  **  Clitellse  bovi  stmt  impositae.  Est  incredi- 
bile  quam  me  negotii  t?edeat.  Non  habet  satis  mag- 
num campum  ille  tibi  non  ignotis  cursus  animi ;  et 
industrise  mese  prseclara  opera  cessat.  Lucem,  libros^ 
urbem,  dbmum,  vos  desidero.  Sed  feram,  ut  potero  ; 
sit  modo  annuum.  Si  prorogatur,  actum  est."*  From 
a  service  without  danger  I  might  indeed  have  retired 
without  disgrace  ;  but  as  often  as  I  hinted  a  wish  of 
resignation,  my  fetters  were  rivett'ed  by  the  friendly 
entreaties  of  the  colonel,  the  parental  authority  of 
the  major,  and  my  own  regard  for  the  honour  and 
welfare  of  the  battalion.  When  I  felt  that  my  per- 
sonal escape  was  impracticable,  I  bowed  my  neck  to 
the  yoke :  my  servitude  was  protracted  far  beyond 
the  annual  patience  of  Cicero;  and  it  was  not  till 
after  the  preliminaries  of  peace  that  I  received  my 
discharge,  from  the  act  of  government  which  disem- 
bodied the  militia.f 

*  Epist.  ad  Atticum,  lib.  v.  15. 

+  Journal,  January  11th,  1761.] — In  these  seven  or 
eight  months  of  a  most  disafjreeably  active  life,  I  have  had 
no  studies  to  set  down ;  indeed,  I  hardly  took  a  book  in  my 
hand  the  whole  time.  The  first  two  months  at  Blandford 
I  might  have  done  something;  but  the  novelty  of  the  thing, 
of  which  for  some  time  I  was  so  fond  as  to  think  of  going 
into  the  army,  our  field-days,  our  dinners  abroad,  and  the 
drinking  and  late  hours  we  got  into,  prevented  any  serious 
reflections.  From  the  day  we  marched  from  Blandford  I 
had  hardly  a  moment  I  could  call  my  own;  almost  con- 
tinually in  motion :  if  I  was  fixed  for  a  day,  it  was  in  the 
guard-room,  a  barrack,  or  an  inn.  Our  disputes  consumed 
the  little  time  I  had  left.  Every  letter,  every  memorial 
relative  to  them,  fell  to  my  share ;  and  our  evening  confe- 
rences were  used  to  hear  all  the  morning  hours  strike.  At 
last  I  got  to  Dover,  and  sir  Thomas  left  us  for  two  months. 
The  charm  was  over ;  I  was  sick  of  so  hateful  a  service  ;  I 
was  settled  in  a  comparatively  quiet  situation.  Once  more 
I  began  to  taste  the  pleasure  of  thinking 
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\Vhen  I  complain  of  the  loss  of  time,  justice  to 
myself  and  to  the  militia  must  throw  the  greatest 

Kecollecting  some  thoughts  I  had  formerly  had  in  rela- 
tion to  the  system  of  Paganism,  which  I  intended  to  make 
use  of  in  my  Essay,  I  resolved  to  read  Tully  de  NaturA 
Deorum,  and  finished  it  in  about  a  month.  1  lost  some 
time  before  I  could  recover  my  habit  of  application. 

Oct.  23d.] — Our  first  design  was  to  march  through 
Marlborough;  but  finding  on  enquiry  that  it  was  a  bad 
road,  and  a  great  way  about,  we  resolved  to  j)ush  for 
Devizes  in  one  day,  though  nearly  thirty  miles.  We  ac- 
cordingly arrived  there  about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

Nov.  2nd.] — I  have  very  little  to  say  for  this  and  the 
following  month.  Nothing  could  be  more  uniform  than  the 
life  I  led  lliere.  The  little  civility  of  the  neighbouring 
gentlemen  gave  us  no  Of'portiinifj  of  dining  out;  the  time 
of  year  did  not  tempt  us  to  any  excursions  round  the 
country;  and  at  first  my  indolence,  and  afterwards  a 
violent  cold,  prevented  my  going  over  to  Oath.  I  believe 
in  the  two  months  I  never  dined  or  lay  from  quarters.  I 
can  therefore  only  set  down  what  I  did  in  the  literary  way. 
Designing  to  recover  my  Greek,  which  I  had  somewhat 
neglected,  I  set  myself  to  read  Homer,  and  finished  the  four 
first  books  of  the  Iliad,  with  Poi)e"s  translation  and  notes; 
at  the  same  time,  to  understand  the  geography  of  the  Iliad, 
and  particularly  the  catalogue,  I  read  the  Stli,  9th,  10th, 
12th,  13th,  and  14th  books  of  Strabo,  in  Casaubon's  Latin 
translation:  I  likewise  read  Hume's  History  of  England  to 
the  reign  of  Henry  the  Seventh,  just  published, — hii^enioiis 
but  superficial ;  and  the  'Journal  des  S^avans'  for  August, 
September,  and  October,  1761,  with  the  '  Bibliotheque  des 
Sciences,'  kc.  from  July  to  October:  both  these  journals 
speak  very  handsomely  of  my  book. 

December  25th,  1761.] — When,  upon  finishing  the  year, 
I  take  a  review  of  what  I  have  done,  I  am  not  dissatisfied 
with  what  I  did  in  it,  upon  making  proper  allowances. 
On  the  one  hand,  1  could  begin  nothing  before  the  middle 
of  January.  The  Deal  duty  lost  me  part  of  February; 
although  I  was  at  home  part  of  March,  and  all  April,  yet 
electioneering  is  no  friend  to  the  Muses.  May,  indeed, 
though  dissipated  by  our  sea  parties,  was  pretty  quiet;  but 
June  was   absolutely  lost   ui)on  the  march  at  Alton,   and 
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part  of  that  reproach  on  the  first  seven  or  eight 
months,  while  I  was  ohUged  to  learn  as  well  as  to 

settling  ourselves  in  camp.  The  four  succeeding  months 
in  camp  allowed  me  little  leisure,  and  less  quiet.  Novem- 
ber and  December  were  indeed  as  much  my  own  as  any 
time  can  be  whilst  I  remain  in  the  militia ;  but  still  it  is, 
at  best,  not  a  life  for  a  man  of  letters.  However,  in  this 
tumultuous  year,  (besides  smaller  things  which  I  have  set 
down,)  I  read  four  books  of  Homer  in  Greek,  six  of  Strabo 
in  Latin,  Cicero  de  Natura  Deorum,  and  the  great  philoso- 
phical and  theological  work  of  M.  de  Bcausobre  :  1  wrote 
in  the  same  time  a  long  dissertation  on  the  succecsion  of 
Maples;  reviewed,  iitted  for  the  press,  and  augmented 
above  a  fourth,  my  Essai  sur  I'Etude  de  la  Litterature. 

In  the  six  weeks  I  passed  at  Beriton,  as  I  never  stirred 
from  it,  every  day  was  like  the  former.  I  had  neither 
visits,  hunting,  nor  walking.  My  only  resources  were  my- 
self, my  books,  and  family  conversations. — But  to  me  these 
were  great  resources. 

April  24-th,  1762.]— I  waited  upon  colonel  Harvey  in  the 
morning,  to  get  him  to  apply  for  me  to  be  brigade-major  to 
lord  Etlingham,  as  a  post  I  should  be  very  fond  of,  and  for 
which  I  am  not  unfit.  Harvey  received  me  with  great 
good-nature  and  candour;  told  me  he  was  both  willing  and 
able  to  serve  me ;  that  indeed  he  had  already  applied  to 
lord  Effingham  for  Leake,  one  of  his  own  officers;  and 
though  there  would  be  more  than  one  brigade-major,  he  did 
not  think  he  could  properly  recommend  two;  but  thai  if  I 
could  get  some  other  person  to  break  the  ice.  he  would 
second  it,  and  believed  he  should  succeed;  should  that  fail, 
as  Leake  was  in  bad  circumstances,  he  believed  he  could 
make  a  compromise  with  him  (this  was  my  desire)  to  let 
me  do  the  duty  without  pay.  I  went  from  him  to  the 
Mallets,  who  promised  to  get  sir  Charles  Howard  to  speak 
to  lord  Effingham. 

August  22.] — I  went  with  Ballard  to  the  French  church, 
where  I  heard  a  most  inditFerent  sermon  preached  by 
]\L  ******.  A  very  bad  style,  a  worse  pronunciation  and 
action,  and  a  very  great  vacuity  of  ideas,  composed  this 
performance.  Upon  the  whole,  which  is  preferable — the 
philosophic  method  of  the  English,  or  the  rhetoric  of  the 
French  preachers,'     The  first  (though  less  glorious)  iu  cer- 
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teacli.  Tlie  dissipation  of  Blandford,  and  the  dis- 
I)utes   of  Portsmouth,    consumed  the  hours   which 

tainly  safer  for  tlie  preacher.  It  is  difficult  for  a  man  to 
make  himself  ridiculous,  who  proposes  only  to  deliver  plain 
bense  on  a  subject  he  has  thoroughly  studied.  But  the  in- 
stant he  discovers  the  least  pretensions  towards  the  sublime 
or  the  pathetic,  there  is  no  medium;  we  must  either  admire 
or  laugh  ;  and  there  are  so  many  various  talents  requisite 
to  form  the  character  of  an  orator,  that  it  is  more  than  pro- 
bable we  shall  laugh.  As  to  the  advantage  of  the  hearer, 
which  ought  to  be  the  great  consideration,  the  dilemma  is 
much  greater.  Excepting  in  some  particular  cases,  where 
we  are  blinded  by  popular  prejudices,  we  are  in  general  so 
well  acquainted  with  our  duty,  that  it  is  almost  superfluous 
to  convince  us  of  it.  It  is  the  heart,  and  not  tlie  head,  that 
holds  out:  and  it  is  certainly  possible,  by  a  moving  elo- 
quence, to  rouse  the  sleeping  sentiments  of  that  heart,  and 
incite  it  to  acts  of  virtue.  Unluckily  it  is  not  so  much  acts, 
as  habits  of  virtue,  we  should  have  in  view;  and  the 
preacher  who  ii  inculcating,  with  the  eloquen.-e  of  a  Bour- 
daloue,  the  necessity  of  a  virtuous  life,  will  dismiss  his 
assembly  full  of  emotions  which  a  variety  of  other  objects, 
the  coldness  of  our  northern  constitutions,  and  no  immediate 
opportunity  of  exerting  their  good  resolutions,  will  dissipate 
in  a  few  moments. 

August  Slth.] — The  same  reason  that  carried  so  many 
people  to  the  assembly  to-night  was  what  kept  me  away ;  I 
mean  the  dancing. 

2Sth.] — To  day  sir  Thomas  came  to  us  to  dinner.  The 
Spa  has  done  hini  a  great  deal  of  good,  for  he  loooks  another 
man.  Pleased  to  see  him,  we  kept  bumperizing  till  after  roll- 
calling;  sir  Thomas  assuring  us,  every  fresh  bottle,  how 
infinitely  soberer  he  was  grown. 

29th.] — I  felt  the  usual  consequences  of  sir  Thomas's 
company,  and  lost  a  morning  because  I  had  lost  the  day 
before.  However,  having  finished  Voltaire,  I  returned  to 
Lc  Clerc  (I  mean  for  the  amusement  of  my  leisure  hours;) 
and  laid  aside  for  some  time  his  '  Bibliotheque  Universelle,' 
to  look  into  the  '  Bibliotheque  Choisie,'  which  is  by  far  the 
better  work. 

September  23rd.] — Colonel  Wilkes,  of  the  Buckingham- 
shire militia,  dined  with  us,  and  renewed  the  acquaintance 
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were  not  employed  in  the  field;  and  amid  the  per- 
petual hurry  of  an  inn,  a  barrack,  or  a  guard-rooin, 

sir  Thomas  and  myself  had  begun  with  him  at  Reading.  I 
scarcely  ever  met  with  a  better  companion  ;  he  has  inex- 
haustible spirits,  infinite  wit  and  humour,  and  a  great  deal 
of  knowledge ;  but  a  thorough  profligate  in  principle  as  in 
practice,  his  life  stained  with  every  vice,  and  his  conversa- 
tion full  of  blasphemy  and  indecency.  These  morals  he 
glories  in — for  shame  is  a  weakness  he  has  long  since  sur- 
mounted. He  told  us  himself,  that  in  this  time  of  public 
dissension  he  was  resolved  to  make  his  fortune.  Upon  this 
noble  principle  he  has  connected  himself  closely  with  lord 
Temple  and  Mr  Pitt,  commenced  a  public  adversary  to  lord 
Bute,  whom  he  abuses  weekly  in  the  'North  Briton*  and 
other  political  papers  in  which  he  is  concerned.  This 
proved  a  very  debauched  day :  we  drank  a  good  deal  both 
after  dinner  and  supper;  and  when  at  last  Wilkes  had  re- 
tired, sir  Thomas  and  some  others  (of  whom  I  was  not  one) 
broke  into  his  room,  and  made  him  drink  a  bottle  of  claret 
in  bed. 

October  5th.] — The  review,  which  lasted  about  three 
hours,  concluded,  as  usual,"  with  marching  by  lord  Effing- 
ham, by  grand  divisions.  Upon  the  whole,  considering 
the  camp  had  done  bntli  the  Winchester  and  the  Gosport 
duties  all  the  summer,  they  behaved  very  well,  and  made  a 
fine  appearance.  As  they  marched  by,  I  had  my  usual 
curiosity  to  count  their  files.  The  following  is  my  field 
return:  I  think  it  a  curiosity:  I  am  sure  it  is  more  exact 
than  is  commonly  made  to  a  reviewing  general. 

No.  of  Files.     No.  of  Men.     Establisli- 
ment. 

^"■^■^'"•-.  {B,r,n':;;r'  {^}  «•  -  ^^  -  ^ 


101    —     312    —    GOO 
65    —     195    —    300 
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all  literary  ideas  were  banished  from  my  mind.    After 
this  long  fast,  the  longest  which  I  have  ever  known. 

No.  of  Files.    No.  of  Men.    Establish- 
ment. 

jrr.j,  J.         (Grenadiers,    24^  -,  . ,  .oc» 

ffillshire,    j  „.._,-__    'icnr»M44     —     432     — 


renadiers,    24^ 
Jattalion,     120J" 


Total,     607  1821  3600 

N.B.  The  Gosport  detachment  from  the  Lancashire  con- 
sisted of  two  hundred  and  fifty  men.  The  Buckinghamshire 
took  the  Winchester  duty  that  day. 

So  that  this  camp  in  England,  supposed  complete,  with 
only  one  detachment,  had  under  arms,  on  the  day  of  the 
grand  review,  little  more  than  half  their  establishment. 
This  amazing  deficiency  (though  exemplified  in  every  regi- 
ment I  have  seen)  is  an  extraordinary  military  phenomenon  : 
what  must  it  be  upon  foreign  service  ?  I  doubt  whether  a 
nominal  army  of  a  hundred  tliousand  men  often  brings  fifty 
into  the  field. 

Upon  our  return  to  Southampton  in  the  evening,  we  found 
sir  Thomas  Worsley. 

October  21st.J — One  of  those  impulses,  which  it  is  nei- 
ther very  easy  nor  very  necessary  to  withstand,  drew  me 
from  Longinus  to  a  very  diflerent  subject,  the  Greek 
Calendar.  Last  night,  when  in  bed,  I  was  thinking  of  a  > 
dissertation  of  M.  de  la  Nauze  upon  the  Roman  Calendar, 
which  I  read  last  year.  This  led  me  to  consider  what  was 
the  Greek;  and  finding  myself  very  ignorant  of  it,  I  deter- 
-Mwned  to  read  a  short  but  very  excellent  abstract  of  Mr 
Dodwell's  book  de  Cyclis,  by  the  famous  Dr  Halley.  It 
h  only  twenty-five  pages;  but  as  I  meditated  it  thoroughly, 
and  verified  all  the  calculations,  it  was  a  very  good  morn- 
ing's work. 

October  28th.] — I  looked  over  a  new  Greek  lexicon  which 
i  had  just  received  from  London.  It  is  that  of  Robert  Con- 
stantine,  Lugdun.  1637.  It  is  a  very  large  volume  in 
folio,  in  two  parts,  comprising  in  the  whole  1785  pages. 
After  the  great  Thesaurus,  this  is  esteemed  the  best  Greek 
lexicon.  It  seems  to  be  so.  Of  a  variety  of  words  for 
which  I  looked,  I  always  found  an  exact  definition  ;  the 
variouf*  senses  well  distinguished,  and  properly  supported 
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I  once  more  tasted  at  Dover  the  pleasures  of  reading 
and  thinking ;  and  the  hungry  appetite  with  which 

by  the  best  authorities.     However,  I  still  prefer  the  radical 
method  of  Scapula  to  this  alphabetical  one. 

December  11th.] — I  have  already  given  an  idea  of  the 
Gosport  duty ;  I  shall  only  add  a  trait  which  characterizes 
admirably  our  unthinking  sailors.  At  a  time  when  they 
knew  that  they  should  infallibly  be  discharged  in  a  few 
weeks,  numbers,  who  had  considerable  wages  due  to  them, 
were  continually  jumping  over  the  walls,  and  risking  the 
losing  of  it  for  a  few  hours  amusement  at  Portsmouth. 

17th.] — We  found  old  captain  Meard  at  Alresford,  with 
the  second  division  of  the  14th.  He  and  all  his  officers 
supped  with  us,  and  made  the  evening  rather  a  drunken 
one. 

18th.] — About  the  same  hour  our  two  corps  paraded  to 
march  oft".  They,  an  old  corps  of  regulars,  who  had  been 
two  years  quiet  in  Dover  castle;  we,  part  of  a  young 
body  of  militia,  two-thirds  of  our  men  recruits  of  four 
months  standing,  two  of  which  they  had  passed  upon  very 
disagreeable  duty.  Every  advantage  was  on  their  side, 
and  yet  our  superiority,  both  as  to  appearance  and  disci- 
pline, was  so  striking,  that  the  most  prejudiced  regular 
could  not  have  hesitated  a  moment.  At  the  end  of  the 
town  our  two  companies  separated :  my  father's  struck  off 
for  Peterstield,  whilst  I  continued  my  route  to  Alton,  ii.to 
which  place  I  marched  my  company  about  noon  ;  two  years, 
six  months,  and  fifteen  days,  after  my  first  leaving  it.  I 
gave  the  men  some  beer  at  roll-calling,  whflh  they  re 
ceived  with  great  cheerfulness  and  decency.  I  dined  and 
lay  at  Harrison's,  where  I  was  received  with  that  old- 
fashioned  breeding  which  is  at  once  so  honourable  and  so 
troublesome. 

23rd.] — Our  two  companies  were  disembodied;  mine  at 
Alton,  and  my  father's  at  Beriton.  Smith  marched  them 
over  from  Petersfield :  they  fired  three  vollies,  lodged  the 
major's  colours,  delivered  up  their  arms,  received  their 
money,  partook  of  a  dinner  at  the  major's  expense,  and 
then  separated  with  great  cheerfulness  and  regularity. 
Thus  ended  the  militia  ;  I  may  say  ended,  since  our  annuiil 
assemblies  in  May  are  so  very  precarious,  and  can  be  of  so 
little   iwe.     However,   our  Serjeants  and  driims   aie   biiU 
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I  opened  a  volume  of  Tully'3  philosophical  works  is 
still  present  to  my  memory.     The  last  review  of  my 

kept  up,  and  quartered  at  the  rendezvous  of  the  coir.pany, 
and  the  adjutant  remains  at  Southampton  in  full  pay. 

As  this  was  an  extraordinary  scene  of  life,  in  which  I 
was  engan^ed  above  three  years  and  a  half  from  the  date 
of  my  commission,  and  above  two  years  and  a  half  from 
the  time  of  our  embodying,  I  cannot  take  my  leave  of  it 
without  some  few  reflections.  When  I  engaged  in  it,  I 
was  totally  ignorant  of  its  nature  and  consequences.  I 
offered  because  my  father  did,  without  ever  imagining  that 
we  should  be  called  out,  till  it  was  too  late  to  retreat  with 
honour.  Indeed,  I  believe  it  happens  throughout,  that  our 
most  important  actions  have  been  often  determined  l)y 
chance,  caprice,  or  some  very  inadequate  motive.  After 
our  embodying,  many  things  contributed  to  make  me  sup- 
port it  with  great  impatience  : — our  continual  disputes  with 
the  duke  of  Bolton ;  our  unsettled  way  of  life,  which 
hardly  allowed  me  books  or  leisure  for  study ;  and,  more 
than  all,  the  disagreeable  society  in  which  I  was  forced  to 
live. 

After  mentioning  my  sufferings,  I  must  say  something 
of  what  I  found  agreeable.  Now  it  is  over,  I  can  make 
the  separation  much  better  than  I  could  at  the  time. 
1.  The  unsettled  way  of  life  itself  had  its  advantages. 
The  exercise  and  change  of  air  and  of  objects  amused  me, 
at  the  same  time  that  it  fortified  my  health.  2.  A  new  field 
of  knowledge  and  amusement  opened  itself  to  me ;  that  of 
military  affairs,  which,  both  in  my  studies  and  travels,  will 
give  me  eyes  for  a  new  world  of  things,  which  before 
would  have  past  unheeded.  Indeed,  in  that  respect,  I  can 
hardly  help  wishing  our  battalion  had  continued  another 
year.  We  had  got  a  fine  set  of  new  men  ;  all  our  diffi- 
culties were  over;  we  were  perfectly  well  clothed  and  ap- 
pointed ;  and,  from  the  i)rogress  our  recruits  had  already 
made,  we  could  promise  ourselves  that  we  should  be  one  of 
the  best  militia  corps  by  next  summer  :  a  circumstance  that 
would  have  been  the  more  agreeable  to  me,  as  I  am  now 
established  the  real  acting  major  of  the  battalion.  But 
what  I  value  most,  is  the  knowledge  it  has  given  me  of 
mankind  in  general,  and  of  my  own  country  in  particular. 
The  general  system  of  our  government,  the  methods  of  our 
Beveral  offices,   the  departments  and  powers  of  their  re- 
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Essay  before  its  publication  had  prompted  me  to  in- 
vestigate the  nature  of  the  gods;  my  inquiries  led 
me  to  the  Histoire  Critique  du  Manicheism  of  Beau- 
sobre,  who  discusses  many  deep  questions  of  Pagan 
and  Christian  theology  ;  and  from  this  rich  treasury 
of  facts  and  opinions  I  deduced  my  own  conse- 
quences, beyond  the  holy  circle  of  the  author.  After 
this  recovery  I  never  relapsed  into  indolence ;  and 
my  example  might  prove,  that  in  the  hfe  most  averse 
to  study,  some  hours  may  be  stolen,  some  minutes 
may  be  snatched.  Amidst  the  tumult  of  Winchester 
camp  I  sometimes  thought  and  read  in  my  tent ;  in 
the  more  settled  quarters  of  Devizes,  Blandford, 
and  Southampton,  I  always  secured  a  separate  lodg- 
ing, and  the  necessary  books ;  and  in  the  summer  of 
1762,  while  the  new  militia  was  raising,  I  enjoyed  at 
Beriton  two  or  three  months  of  literary  repose.*     In 

spective  officers,  our  provincial  and  municipal  administra- 
tion, the  views  of  our  several  parties,  the  characters,  con- 
nections, and  influence,  of  our  principal  people, — have  been 
impressed  on  my  mind,  not  by  vain  theory,  but  by  the  in- 
delible lessons  of  action  and  experience.  I  have  made  a 
number  of  valuable  acquaintance,  and  am  myself  much 
better  known,  than  (with  my  reserved  character)  I  should 
have  been  in  ten  years,  passing  regularly  my  summers  at 
Beriton,  and  my  winters  in  London.  So  that  the  sum  of 
all  is,  that  I  am  glad  the  militia  has  been,  and  glad  that  it 
is  no  more. 

*  Journal,  May  8th,  1762.] — This  was  my  birth-day, 
on  which  I  entered  into  the  twenty-sixth  year  of  my  age. 
This  gave  me  occasion  to  look  a  little  into  myself,  and  con- 
sider impartially  my  good  and  bad  qualities.  It  appeared 
to  me,  upon  this  inquiry,  that  my  character  was  virtuous, 
incapable  of  a  base  action,  and  formed  for  generous  ones; 
but  that  it  was  proud,  violent,  and  disagreeable  in  society. 
These  qualities  I  must  endeavour  to  cultivate,  extirpate,  or 
restrain,  according  to  their  different  tendency.  Wit  I  have 
none.  My  imagination  is  rather  strong  than  pleasing ; 
my  memory  both  capacious  and  retentive.  The  shining 
qualities  of  my  understanding  are  extensiveness  and  pene- 
tration ;  but  I  want  both  quickness  and  exactness.     As  to 
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forming  a  new  plan  of  study,  I  hesitated  between  the 
mathematics  and  the  Greek  language  ;  both  of  which 
I  had  neglected  since  my  return  from  Lausanne.  I 
consulted  a  learned  and  friendly  mathematician,  IVIr 
George  Scott,  a  pupil  of  de  Moivre  ;  and  his  map  of 
a  country  which  I  have  never  explored,  may  perhaps 
be  more  serviceable  to  others.  As  soon  as  I  had 
given  the  preference  to  Greek,  the  example  of  Sca- 
liger  and  my  o^vn  reason  determhied  me  on  the  choice 
of  Homer,  the  father  of  poetry,  and  the  Bible  of  the 
ancients  :  but  Scaliger  ran  through  the  Iliad  in  one 
and  twenty  days  ;  and  I  was  not  dissatisfied  with  my 
ovm  diligence  for  performing  the  same  labour  in  an 
equal  number  of  weeks.  After  the  first  difficulties 
were  surmounted,  the  language  of  nature  and  har- 
mony soon  became  easy  and  familiar,  and  each  day 
I  sailed  upon  the  ocean  with  a  brisker  gale  and  a 
more  steady  course. 

'Ey  0    avEyjof  t^^o-ev  {x.i(rov  iTt'ov,   a/x^/  ^e  kvixx 
"ZTZipri  TTopipvpsov  (MsyoiX     ^'^X^'  ""^'^^  lova-KS' 
H  0    eOuv  KXTx  Kv^a,  oix'TTfri<7(J0V(Toc  y.i'kzvQx.'' 

Ilias,  a.  481. 
In  the  study  of  a  poet  who  has  since  become  the 
most  intimate  of  my  friends,  I  successively  applied 

my  situation  in  life,  though  I  may  sometimes  repine  at  it, 
it  perhaps  is  the  best  adapted  to  my  character.  I  can 
command  all  the  conveniences  of  life,  and  I  can  command 
too  that  independence  (that  first  earthly  blessing)  which  is 
hardly  to  be  met  with  in  a  higher  or  lower  fortune.  When 
I  talk  of  my  situation,  I  must  exclude  that  temporary  one 
of  being  in  the  militia.  Though  I  go  through  it  with  spirit 
and  application,  it  is  both  unfit  for  and  unworthy  of  me. 

»  Fair  wind,  and  blowing  fresh, 

Apollo  sent  them ;  quick  they  rear'd  the  mast, 
Then  spread  th'  unsullied  canvass  to  the  gale. 
And  the  wind  fiU'd  it.     Roar'd  the  sable  flood 
Around  the  bark,  that  ever  as  she  went 
Dash'd  wide  the  brine,  and  scudded  swift  away. 

CowPEft's  Homer. 
L  2 
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many  passages  and  fragments  of  Greek  \mters  ;  and 
among  these  I  shall  notice  a  life  of  Homer,  in  the 
Opuscula  Mythologica  of  Gale,  several  hooks  of  the 
geography  of  Straho,  and  the  entire  treatise  of  Lon- 
ginus,  which,  from  the  title  and  the  style,  is  equally 
worthy  of  the  epithet  of  sublime.  JVIy  grammatical 
skill  was  improved,  my  vocabulary  was  enlarged  ; 
and  in  the  militia  I  acquired  a  just  and  indelible 
knowledge  of  the  first  of  languages.  On  every  march, 
in  every  journey,  Horace  was  always  in  my  pocket, 
and  often  in  my  hand :  hut  I  should  not  mention  his 
two  critical  epistles,  the  amusement  of  a  morning, 
had  they  not  been  accompanied  by  the  elaborate  com- 
mentary of  Dr  Hurd,  now  bishop  of  Worcester.  On 
the  interesting  subjects  of  composition  and  imitation 
of  epic  and  dramatic  poetry,  1  presumed  to  think  for 
myself;  and  thirty  close-written  pages  in  folio  could 
scarcely  comprise  my  full  and  free  discussion  of  the 
sense  of  the  master  and  the  pedantry  of  the  servant. 
After  his  oracle  Dr  Johnson,  my  friend  sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  denies  all  original  genius,  any  natural  pro- 
pensity of  the  mind  to  one  art  or  science  rather  than 
another.  Without  engaging  in  a  metaphysical  or 
rather  verbal  dispute,  I  know  by  experience,  that 
from  my  early  youth  I  aspired  to  the  character  of  an 
historian.  While  I  served  in  the  militia,  before  and 
after  the  publication  of  my  Essay,  this  idea  ripened 
in  my  mind  ;  nor  can  I  paint  in  more  lively  colours 
the  feelings  of  the  moment,  than  by  transcribing 
some  passages,  under  their  respective  dates,  from  a 
journal  which  I  kept  at  that  time. 

BERITON,  APRIL    14,   1761. 

{In  a  short  excursion  from  Dover.) 

**  Having  thought  of  several  subjects  for  an  histori- 
cal composition,  I  chose  the  expedition  of  Charles  VIII 
of  France  into  Italy.  I  read  two  memoirs  of  Mr  de 
Foncemagne  in  the  Academy  of  Inscriptions,  Ctora„ 
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xvii.  p.  539 — 607)  and  abstracted  them.  I  likewise 
finished  this  day  a  dissertation  in  which  I  examine 
the  right  of  Charles  VIII  to  the  crown  of  Naples, 
and  the  rival  claims  of  the  houses  of  Anjou  and 
Arragon  :  it  consists  of  ten  folio  pages,  besides  large 
notes." 

BERITON,  AUGUST  4,   1/61 

(In  a  week's  excursion  from  TVinchester  camp.) 

*'  After  liaving  long  rerolved  subjects  for  my  in- 
tended historical  essay,  I  renounced  my  first  thought 
of  the  expedition  of  Charles  VIII,  as  too  remote  from 
us,  and  rather  an  introduction  to  great  events  than 
great  and  important  in  itself.  I  successively  chose 
and  rejected  the  crusade  of  Richard  the  first,  the 
barons'  wars  against  Jolm  and  Ilein-y  the  third,  the 
history  of  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  the  lives  and 
comparisons  of  Henry  the  fifth  and  the  emperor  Titus, 
the  life  of  sir  Philip  Sidney,  and  that  of  the  marquis 
of  Montrose.  At  length  I  have  fixed  on  sir  Walter 
Raleigh  for  my  hero.  His  eventful  story  is  varied 
by  the  characters  of  the  soldier  and  sailor,  the  cour- 
tier and  historian ;  and  it  may  afford  such  a  fund  of 
materials  as  I  desire,  which  have  not  yet  been  pro- 
perly manufactured.  At  present  I  cannot  attempt 
the  execution  of  this  work.  Free  leisure,  and  the 
opportunity  of  consulting  many  books,  both  printed 
and  manuscript,  are  as  necessary  as  they  are  impossi- 
ble to  be  attained  in  my  present  way  of  hfe.^  How- 
ever, to  acquire  a  general  insight  into  my  subject  and 
resources,  I  read  the  Life  of  sir  Walter  Raleigh  by  Dr 
Birch,  his  copious  article  in  the  General  Dictionary 
by  the  same  hand,  and  the  reigns  of  queen  Eliza- 
beth and  James  the  first  in  Hume's  History  of  Eng- 
land." 
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BERITON,    JANUARY    1762. 

(/n  a  month' i  absence  from  Devizes.') 

'*  During  this  interval  of  rei^ose,  I  again  turned  my 
thoughts  to  sir  Walter  Raleigh,  and  looked  more 
closely  into  my  materials.  I  read  the  two  volumes 
in  quarto  of  the  Bacon  papers,  published  by  Dr  Birch  ; 
the  Fragmenta  Regaha  of  sir  Robert  Naunton,  Mallet's 
Life  of  lord  Bacon,  and  the  political  treatises  of  that 
great  man  in  the  first  volume  of  his  works,  with  many 
of  his  letters  in  the  second  ;  sir  William  Monson's 
Naval  Tracts ;  and  the  elaborate  Life  of  sir  Walter 
Raleigh,  which  JMr  Oldys  has  prefixed  to  the  best 
edition  of  his  History  of  the  World.  My  subject 
opens  upon  me,  and  in  general  improves  upon  a  nearer 
prospect." 

BERITON,    JULY    26,    1/62. 

(During  my  summer  residence.) 

*'  I  am  afraid  of  being  reduced  to  drop  my  hero ; 
but  my  time  has  not  however  been  lost  in  the  re- 
search of  his  story,  and  of  a  memorable  era  of  our 
Enghsh_  annals.  The  Life  of  sir  Walter  Raleigh,  by 
Oldys,  is  a  very  poor  performance ;  a  servile  pane- 
gyric, or  flat  apology,  tediously  minute,  and  composed 
in  a  dull  and  affected  style.  Vet  the  author  was  a 
man  of  diligence  aad  learning,  who  had  read  every- 
thing relative  to  his  subject,  and  Avhose  ample  collec- 
tions are  arranged  with  perspicuity  and  method.  Ex- 
cepting some  anecdotes  lately  revealed  in  the  Sidney 
and  Bacon  papers,  I  know  not  what  I  should  be  able 
to  add.  ]\Iy  ambition  (exclusive  of  the  uncertahi 
merit  of  style  and  sentiment)  must  be  confined  to  the 
hope  of  giving  a  good  abridgment  of  Oldys.  I  have 
even  the  disappointment  of  finding  some  parts  of 
this  copious  work  very  dry  and  barren;  and  tliese 
parts  are  unluckily  some  of  the  most  characteristic  : 
Raleigh's  colony  of  Virginia,  his  quarrels  with  Essex, 
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the  true  secret  of  his  conspiracy,  and,  above  all,  the 
detail  of  his  private  life,  the  most  essential  and  im- 
portant to  a  biographer.  My  best  resomxe  would  be 
in  the  circumjacent  history  of  the  times,  and  perhaps 
in  some  digressions  artfully  introduced,  like  the  for- 
tunes of  the  Peripatetic  philosophy  in  the  portrait  of 
lord  Bacon.  But  the  reigns  of  Elizabeth  and  Jame3 
the  First  are  the  periods  of  English  history  which  hava 
been  the  most  variously  illustrated  :  and  what  new 
lights  could  reflect  on  a  subject  which  has  exercised 
the  accurate  industry  of  Birch,  the  lively  and  curious 
acuteness  of  Walpole,  the  critical  spirit  of  Hurd,  the 
vigorous  sense  of  Mallet  and  Robertson,  and  the  im- 
partial philosophy  of  Hume  ?  Could  I  even  surmount 
these  obstacles,  I  should  shrink  with  terror  from  the 
modern  history  of  England,  where  every  character  is 
a  problem,  and  every  reader  a  friend  or  an  enemy ; 
where  a  writer  is  supposed  to  hoist  a  flag  of  party, 
and  is  devoted  to  damnation  by  the  adverse  faction. 
Such  would  be  mi/  reception  at  home  :  and  abroad 
the  historian  of  Raleigh  must  encounter  an  indiff'e- 
rence  far  more  bitter  than  censure  or  reproach.  The 
events  of  his  life  are  interesting ;  but  his  character  is 
ambiguous,  his  actions  are  obscure,  his  writings  are 
English,  and  his  fame  is  confined  to  the  narrow  limits 
of  our  language  and  our  island.  I  must  embrace  a 
safer  and  more  extensive  theme. 

"  There  is  one  which  I  should  prefer  to  all  others, 
*  The  History  of  the  Liberty  of  the  Swiss,'  of  that  in- 
dependence which  a  brave  people  rescued  from  the 
house  of  Austria,  defended  against  a  dauphin  of 
France,  and  finally  sealed  with  the  blood  of  Charlea 
of  Burgundy.  From  such  a  theme,  so  full  of  public- 
spirit,  of  military  glory,  of  examples  of  virtue,  of 
lessons  of  government,  the  dullest  stranger  would 
catch  fire :  what  might  not  /  hope,  whose  talents, 
whatsoever  they  may  be,  would  be  inflamed  with  the 
zeal  of  patriotism  ?  But  the  materials  of  this  history 
are  inaccessible  to  me,  fast  locked  in  the  obscurity  of 
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an  old  barbarous  German  dialect,  of  which  I  am  totally 
ignorant,  and  which  I  cannot  resolve  to  learn  for  this 
sole  arnd  pec\iliar  purpose. 

"  I  have  another  suljject  in  view,  which  is  the  con- 
trast of  the  former  history  :  the  one  a  poor,  warlike, 
virtuous  republic,  which  emerges  into  glory  and  free- 
dom ;  the  other  a  commonwealth,  soft,  opulent,  and 
corrupt,  which  by  just  degrees  is  precipitated  from 
the  abuse  to  the  loss  of  her  liberty  :  both  lessons  are 
perhaps  equally  instructive.  This  second  subject  is, 
•  The  History  of  the  Republic  of  Florence  under  the 
House  of  JMedicis,'  a  period  of  one  hundred  and  fifty 
years,  which  rises  or  descends  from  the  dregs  of  the 
Florentine  democracy  to  the  title  and  dominion  of 
Cosmo  de  Medicis  in  the  Grand  Duchy  of  Tuscany. 
I  might  deduce  a  chain  of  revolutions  not  unworthy 
of  the  pen  of  Vertot ;  singular  men  and  singular 
events ;  the  Medicis  four  times  expelled  and  as  often 
recalled  ;  and  the  Genius  of  Freedom  reluctantly  yield- 
ing to  the  arms  of  Charles  V  and  the  policy  of  Cosmo. 
The  character  and  fate  of  Savanerola,  and  the  revival 
of  arts  and  letters  in  Italy,  will  be  essentially  con- 
nected with  the  elevation  of  the  family  and  the  fall  of 
the  republic.  The  iAIedicis,  **  stirps  quasi  fataliter  nata 
ad  instauranda  vel  fovenda  studia,"  (Lipsius  ad  Ger- 
manos  et  Gallos,  Epist.  viii.)  were  illustrated  by  the 
patronage  of  learning ;  and  enthusiasm  was  the  most 
formidable  weapon  of  their  adversaries.  On  this 
splendid  subject  I  shall  most  probably  fix ;  but  irhen^ 
or  tvhen\  or  //o?/*,  will  it  be  executed  ?  I  behold  in  a 
dark  and  doubtful  perspective ; 

*  Res  ahk  ienk,  et  caligine  mersas.* '  " 

*  Journal,  July  27,  1762.] — The  reflections  vvbich  I 
was  making  yesterday  I  continued  and  digested  to  day.  I 
don't  absolutely  look  on  that  time  as  lost,  but  that  it  might 
have  been  better  employed  than  in  revolving  schemes,  the 
execution  of  which  is  so  far  distant.  I  must  learn  to  check 
these  wanderings  of  my  imagination. 


EDWARD    GIBBON.  131 

The  youthful  habits  of  the  language  and  manners 
of  France  liad  left  in  ray  irAnd  an  ardent  desire  of  re- 

Nov.  24] — I  dined  at  the  Cocoa  Tree  with  Iloh,  who, 
under  a  great  appearance  of  oddity,  conceals  more  real 
honour,  good  sense,  and  even  knowledge,  than  half  those 
who  laugh  at  him.  We  went  thence  to  the  play  (the 
Spanish  Friar;)  and  when  it  was  over,  returned  to  the 
Cocoa  Tree.  That  respectable  body,  of  which  I  have  the 
honour  of  being  a  member,  affords  every  evening  a  sight 
truly  English.  Twenty  or  thirty,  perhaps,  of  the  first  men 
in  the  kingdom  in  point  of  fashion  and  fortune,  supping  at 
little  tables  covered  w  ith  a  napkin,  in  the  middle  of  a  coffee- 
room,  upon  a  bit  of  cold  meat,  or  a  sandwich,  and  drinking 
a  glass  of  punch.  At  present  we  are  full  of  king's  coun- 
sellors and  lords  of  the  bed-chamber,  who,  having  jumped 
into  the  ministry,  make  a  very  singular  medley  of  their  old 
principles  and  language  with  their  modern  ones. 

Nov.  26.] — I  went  with  Mallet  to  breakfast  with  Garrick; 
and  thence  to  Drury-lane  house,  where  I  assisted  at  a  very 
private  rehearsal,  in  the  green-room,  of  a  new  tragedy  of 
Mallet's,  called  Elvira.  As  I  have  since  seen  it  acted,  I  shall 
defer  my  opinion  of  it  till  then ;  but  I  cannot  help  mention- 
ing here  the  surprising  versatility  of  Mrs  Pritchard's  talents, 
who  rehearsed,  almost  at  the  same  time,  the  part  of  a  furi- 
ous queen  in  the  green-room,  and  that  of  a  coquette  on  the 
stage ;  and  passed  several  times  from  one  to  the  other  with 
the  utmost  ease  and  happiness. 

Dec.  30.] — Before  I  close  the  year  I  must  balance  my 
accounts — not  of  money,  but  of  time.  I  may  divide  my 
studies  into  four  branches:  1.  Books  that  1  have  read  for 
themselves,  classic  writers,  or  capital  treatises  upon  any 
science ;  such  books  as  ought  to  be  perused  with  attention, 
and  meditated  with  care.  Of  these  I  read  the  twenty  last 
books  of  the  Iliad  twice,  the  three  first  books  of  the  Odys- 
sey, the  life  of  Homer,  and  Longinus  'rrtpt  "^-^ovs.  2.  Books 
which  I  have  read,  or  consulted,  to  illustrate  the  former. 
Such  as,  this  year,  Blackwall's  Inquiry  into  the  Life  and 
Writings  of  Homer,  Burke's  Sublime  and  Beautiful,  Kurd's 
Horace,  Guichardt's  Memoires  Militaires,  a  great  variety 
of  passages  of  the  ancients,  occasionally  useful:  large  ex- 
tracts from  Mezeriac,  Bayle,  and  Potter ;   and  many  me- 
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visiting  tlie  continent  on  a  larger  and  more  liberal 
plan.  According  to  the  law  of  custom,  and  perhaps  - 
of  reason,  foreign  travel  completes  the  education  of 
an  English  gentleman :  my  father  had  consented  to 
my  wisli,  but  I  was  detained  above  four  years  by  my 
rash  engagement  in  the  militia.  I  eagerly  grasped 
the  first  moments  of  freedom  :  three  or  four  weeks  in 
Hampshire  and  London  were  employed  in  the  prepa- 
rations  of  my  journey,    and   the   farewell  visits  of 

moira  and  abstracts  from  the  Academy  of  Belles  Lettres  : 
among  these  I  shall  only  mention  here  two  long  and  curious 
suites  of  dissertations — the  one  upon  the  Temple  of  Delphi, 
the  Amphictyonic  Council,  and  the  Holy  Wars,  by  MM. 
Hardion  and  de  Valois ;  the  other  upon  the  Games  of  the 
Grecians,   by  MM.  Burette,   Gedoyne,   and  de   la   Barre. 

3.  Books  of  amusement  and  instruction,  perused  at  my 
leisure  hours,  without  any  reference  to  a  regular  plan  of 
study.  Of  these,  perhaps,  I  read  too  many,  since  I  went 
through  the  Life  of  Erasmus  by  Le  Clerc  and  Burigny, 
many  extracts  from  Le  Clerc's  Biblioth^ques,  the  Ciceroni- 
anus  and  Colloquies  of  Erasmus,  Barclay's  Argenis, 
Terasson's  Sethos,  Voltaire's  Siecle  de  Louis  XIV, 
Madame  de  ^Nlotteville's  Memoirs,  and  Fontenelle's  Works. 

4.  Compositions  of  my  own.  I  find  hardly  any,  except  this 
Journal,  and  the  Extract  of  Kurd's  Horace,  which  (like  a 
chapter  of  Montaigne)  contains  many  things  very  different 
from  its  title.  To  these  four  heads  I  must  this  year  add  a 
fifth.  5.  Those  treatises  of  English  history  which  I  read  in 
January,  with  a  view  to  my  now  abortive  scheme  of  the 
life  of  sir  Walter  Raleigh.  I  ought  indeed  to  have  known 
my  own  mind  better  before  I  undertook  them.  Upon  the 
whole,  after  making  proper  allowances,  I  am  not  dissatis- 
fied with  the  year. 

The  three  weeks  which  I  passed  at  Beriton,  at  the  end  of 
this  and  the  begintiing  of  the  ensuing  year,  are  almost  a 
blank.  I  seldom  went  out;  and  as  the  scheme  of  my 
travelling  was  at  last  entirely  settled,  the  hurry  of  impati- 
ence, the  cares  of  preparations,  and  the  tenderness  of 
friends  I  was  going  to  quit,  allowed  me  hardly  any  mo- 
ments of  study. 
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friendship  and  civility :    my  last  act  in  to\vn  was  to 
applaud  Mallet's  new  tragedy  of  Elvira  ;*  a  post-cliaise 

*  JouRNAf.,  January  11,  1763.] — I  called  upon  Dr  Maty 
in  the  morning.  He  told  me  that  the  duke  de  Nivernois 
desired  to  be  acquainted  with  me.  It  was  indeed  with  that 
view  that  I  had  written  to  Maty  from  Beriton  to  present, 
in  my  name,  a  copy  of  my  book  to  him.  Thence  I  went  to 
Becket,  paid  him  his  bill,  (tifty-four-pounds,)  and  gave 
him  back  his  translation.  It  must  be  printed,  though  very 
indiiferent.  My  comfort  is,  that  my  misfortune  is  not  an 
lancommon  one.     We  dined  and  supped  at  the  Mallets. 

12lh,] — I  went  with  Maty  to  visit  the  duke  in  Albemarle 
street.  He  is  a  little  emaciated  figure,  but  appears  to 
possess  a  good  understanding,  taste,  and  knowledge.  He 
offered  ine  very  politely  letters  for  Paris.  We  dined  at 
our  lodgings.  I  went  to  Covent  Garden  to  see  Woodward 
in  Bobadil,  and  supped  with  the  Mallets  at  George  Scott's. 

Journal,  Jan.  19th,  1763.] — I  waited  upon  lady  Hervey 
and  the  duke  de  Nivernois,  and  received  my  credentials. 
Lady  Hervey's  are  for  M.  ie  comte  de  Caylus,  and  madame 
Geoffrin.  The  duke  received  me  civilly,  but  (perhaps 
through  Maty's  fault)  treated  me  more  as  a  man  of  letters 
than  as  a  man  of  fashion.  His  letters  are  entirely  in  that 
style;  for  the  count  de  Caylus  and  MM.  de  la  Bleterie, 
de  Ste  Palaye,  Caperonier,  du  Clos,  de  Foncemagne,  and 
d'Alembert.  I  then  undressed  for  the  play.  My  father 
and  I  went  to  the  Rose,  in  the  passage  of  the  play-house, 
where  we  found  Mallet,  with  about  thirty  friends.  We 
dined  together,  and  went  thence  into  the  pii,  where  we  took 
our  places  in  a  body,  ready  to  silence  all  opposition. 
However,  we  had  no  occasion  to  exert  ourselves.  Not- 
withstanding the  malice  of  party.  Mallet's  nation,  con- 
nexions, and  indeed  imprudence,  we  heard  nothing  but 
applause.  I  think  it  was  deserved.  The  plan  wss  bor- 
rowed from  M.  de  la  Motte,  but  the  details  and  language 
have  great  merit,  A  fine  vein  of  dramatic  poetry  runs 
through  the  piece.  The  scenes  between  the  father  and  the 
son  awaken  almost  every  sensation  of  the  human  breast; 
and  the  council  would  have  equally  moved,  but  for  the 
inconvenience  unavoidable  upon  all  theatres,  that  of  en- 
trusting tine  speeches  to  indifferent  actors.  The  perplexity 
of  the  catastrophe  is  much,  and  I  believe  justly,   criticised. 
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conveyed  me  to  Dover,  the  packet  to  Boulogne ;  and 
snch  was  my  diligence,  that  I  reached  Paris  on  the 
28tli  of  January  1/63,  only  tliirty-six  days  after  the 
disbanding  of  the  militia.  Two  or  three  years  were 
loosely  defined  for  the  term  of  my  absence  ;  and  I  was 
left  at  liberty  to  spend  that  time  in  such  places  and  in 
such  a  manner  as  was  most  agreeable  to  my  taste  and 
judgment. 

In  this  first  visit  I  passed  three  months  and  a  half, 
(January  28 — JMay  9,)  and  a  much  longer  space 
might  have  been  agreeably  filled  without  any  inter- 
course with  the  natives.  At  home  we  are  content  to 
move  in  the  daily  round  of  pleasure  and  business ; 
and  a  scene  which  is  always  present  is  supposed  to  be 
within  our  knowledge,  or  at  least  within  our  power. 
But  in  a  foreign  country,  curiosity  is  our  business 
and  our  pleasure  ;  and  the  traveller,  conscious  of  his 
ignorance,  and  covetous  of  his  time,  is  diligent  in  the 
search  and  the  view  of  every  object  that  can  deserve 
his  attention,  I  devoted  many  hours  of  the  morning 
to  the  circuit  of  Paris  and  the  neighbourhood,  to  the 

But  another  defect  made  a  stronger  impression  upon  me. 
When  a  poet  ventures  upon  the  dreadful  situation  of  a 
father  who  condemns  his  son  to  death,  tliere  is  no  medium — 
the  fatiier  must  either  be  a  monster  or  a  hero.  His  obliga- 
tions of  justice,  of  the  public  good,  must  be  as  binding,  as 
apparent,  as  perhaps  those  of  the  first  Brutus,  The  cruel 
necessity  consecrates  his  actions,  and  leaves  no  room  for 
repentance.  The  thought  is  shocking,  if  not  carried  into 
action.  In  the  execution  of  Brutus's  sons  I  am  sensible  of 
that  fatal  necessity.  Without  such  an  example,  the  un- 
settled liberty  of  liome  would  have  perished  the  instant 
after  its  birth.  But  Alonzo  might  have  pardoned  his  son 
for  a  rash  attempt,  the  cause  of  which  was  a  private  injury, 
and  whose  consequences  could  never  have  disturbed  an 
established  government.  He  might  have  pardoned  such  a 
crime  in  any  other  subject;  and  as  the  laws  could  exact 
only  an  equal  rigour  for  a  son,  a  vain  appetite  for  glory, 
and  a  mad  aftectation  of  heroism,  could  alone  have  influ- 
enced him  to  exert  an  unequal  and  superior  severity. 
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visit  of  cliurches  and  palaces  conspicuous  by  their 
architecture,  to  the  royal  manufactures,  collections  of 
books  and  pictures,  and  all  the  various  treasures  of 
art,  of  learning,  and  of  luxury.  An  Englishman  may 
hear  without  reluctance,  that  in  these  curious  and 
costly  articles  Paris  is  superior  to  London ;  since  the 
opulence  of  the  French  capital  arises  from  the  defects 
of  its  government  and  religion.  In  the  absence  of 
Louis  XIV  and  his  successors,  the  Louvre  has  been 
left  unfinished :  but  the  millions  which  have  been 
lavished  on  the  sands  of  Versailles,  and  the  morass  of 
Marli,  could  not  be  supplied  by  the  legal  allowance 
of  a  British  king.  The  splendour  of  the  French 
nobles  is  confined  to  their  town  residences ;  that  of 
the  English  is  more  usefully  distributed  in  their 
country  seats ;  and  we  should  be  astonished  at  our 
own  riches,  if  the  labours  of  architecture,  the  spoils 
of  Italy  and  Greece,  which  are  now  scattered  from 
Inverary  to  Wilton,  were  accumulated  in  a  few  streets 
between  IMarybone  and  Westminster.  All  superflu- 
ous ornament  is  rejected  by  the  cold  frugality  of  the 
Protestants ;  but  the  Catholic  superstition,  which  is 
always  the  enemy  of  reason,  is  often  the  parent  of  the 
arts.  The  wealthy  communities  of  priests  and  monks 
expend  their  revenues  in  stately  edifices ;  and  the 
parish  church  of  St  Sulpice,  one  of  the  noblest  struc- 
tures in  Paris,  was  built  and  adorned  by  the  private 
industry  of  a  late  cur^.  In  this  outset,  and  still  more 
in  the  sequel  of  my  tour,  my  eye  was  amused ;  but 
the  pleasing  vision  cannot  be  fixed  by  the  pen ;  the 
particular  images  are  darkly  seen  thi'ougli  the  me- 
dium of  five  and  twenty  years,  and  the  narrative  of 
my  life  must  not  degenerate  into  a  book  of  travels.* 

*  Journal,  21  Fevrier  1763.] — Aujourdhui  j'ai  com- 
mence ma  tournee,  pour  voir  les  endroits  dignes  d'atten  • 
tiou  dans  la  ville.  D'Augny  m'a  accompagne.  Nous 
sommes  alles  d'abord  k  la  bibliotheque  de  I'Abbaye  de 
St  Germain  des  Prez,  ou  lout  le  monde  etoit  occupe  a 
I'arrangement  d'un  cabinet  de  curiosites,  et  a  I'Hopital  des 
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But  the  principal  end  of  my  journey  was  to  enjoy 
the  society  of  a  polished  and  amiable  people,  in  whose 

Invalldes,  ou  le  dome  etoit  forme  a  cause  des  reparations 
qu'on  y  faisoit.  II  faut  done  differer  la  visite  et  la  descrip- 
tion de  ces  deux  endroits.  De  1^  nous  sommes  alies  voir 
I'Ecole  Militaire.  Comme  ce  batiment  s'eleve  k  cote  des 
Invalides,  bien  des  g^ens  y  verroient  un  moyen  assez  facile 
d'appr^cier  les  ames  differentes  de  leurs  fondateurs.  Dans 
I'un  tout  est  g-rand  et  fastueux,  dans  I'autre  tout  est  petit 
et  mesquin.  De  petits  cours  de  logis  blancs  et  assez  pro- 
pres,  qui,  au  lieu  de  500  gentilshommes,  dont  on  a  parle, 
en  contiennent  258,  composent  tout  I'etablissement ;  car  le 
manege  et  les  ecuries  ne  sont  rien.  II  est  vrai  qu'on  dit 
que  ces  b&timens  ne  sont  qu'un  echaffaudage,  qu'on  doit 
6ter,  pour  elever  le  veritable  ouvrage  sur  les  debris.  II 
faut  bien  en  effet  qu'on  n'ait  pas  bati  pour  I'eternite,  puis- 
que  dans  vingt  ans  la  plupart  des  poutres  se  sont  pourries. 
Nous  jettames  ensuite  un  coup-d'oeil  sur  I'^glise  de  St 
Sulpice,  dont  la  fa9ade  (le  pretexte  et  le  fruit  de  tant  de 
lotteries)  n'est  point  encore  achevee. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  21st  February  1763.] — To-day  I  commenced 
my  tour  to  see  the  places  worthy  of  attention  in  the  town, 
accompanied  by  d'Augny.  We  went  first  to  the  library  of 
the  abbey  of  St  Germain  des  Prez,  where  every  one  was 
occupied  in  the  arrangement  of  the  curiosities;  and  to  the 
hospital  of  the  Invalids,  wnere  the  dome  was  shut  up  on 
account  of  the  repairs  carrying  on  there  :  I  must  therefore 
defer  my  visit  and  description  of  these  two  places.  Thence 
we  proceeded  to  the  Ecole  Militaire;  and  as  this  building 
is  erected  by  the  side  of  the  Invalids,  it  affords  an  easy 
means  of  appreciating  the  different  souls  of  their  founders. 
In  the  one  all  is  great  and  imposing;  in  the  other  all  is 
petty  and  mean.  Some  small  suites  of  clean  and  suffi- 
ciently commodious  apartments,  which,  in  place  of  500 
gentlemen,  the  number  spoken  of,  contain  but  258,  com- 
pose the  whole  of  the  establishment;  for  the  riding-house 
and  stables  are  nothing.  It  is  ])retended,  to  be  sure, 
that  these  buildings  form  but  a  scaffolding,  which  will  be 
removed  in  order  to  erect  the  real  edifice  in  their  place. 
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favour  I  was  strongly  prejudiced,  and  to  converse 
vvdth  some  authors  whose  conversation,  as  I  fondly 
imagined,  must  be  far  more  pleasing  and  instructive 
than  their  writings.  The  moment  was  happily 
chosen.  At  the  close  of  a  successful  war  the  British 
name  was  respected  on  the  continent : 

Clarum  et  venerabile  nomen 

Gentibus. 

Our  opinions,  our  fashions,  even  our  games,  were 
adopted  in  France ;  a  ray  of  national  glory  illumi- 
nated each  individual,  and  every  Englishman  was 
supposed  to  be  born  a  patriot  and  a  philosopher. 
For  myself,  I  carried  a  personal  recommendation ; 
my  name  and  my  Essay  were  already  known ;  the 
compliment  of  having  written  in  the  French  language 
entitled  me  to  some  returns  of  civility  and  gratitude. 
I  was  considered  as  a  man  of  letters,  who  wrote  for 
amusement.  Before  my  departure  I  had  obtained 
from  the  duke  de  Nivernois,  lady  Hervey,  the 
Mallets,  Mr  Walpole,  &c.,  many  letters  of  recom- 
mendation to  their  private  or  hterary  friends.  Of 
these  epistles  the  reception  and  success  were  deter- 
mined by  the  character  and  situation  of  the  persons 
by  whom  and  to  whom  they  were  addressed :  the 
seed  was  sometimes  cast  on  a  barren  rock,  and  it 
sometimes  multiphed  an  hundred-fold  in  the  produc- 
tion of  new  shoots,  spreading  branches,  and  exquisite 
fruit.  But  upon  the  whole,  I  had  reason  to  praise 
the  national  urbanity,  which  from  the  court  has 
diffused  its  gentle  influence  to  the  shop,  the  cottage, 
and  the  schools.  Of  the  men  of  genius  of  the  age, 
Montesquieu  and  Fontenelle  were  no  more ;  Voltaire 
resided  on  his  own  estate  near  Geneva ;    Rousseau  in 

It  is  obvious,  indeed,  that  they  have  not  been  built  for  eter- 
nity, since  in  twenty  years  the  greater  part  of  the  beams 
are  decayed.  We  next  cast  a  glance  at  the  church  of 
St  Sulpice,  of  which  the  fa9ade  (the  pretext  and  the  fruit 
of  so  many  lotteries)  is  not  yet  finished. 

M  2 
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the  preceding  year  had  been  driven  from  his  hermi- 
tage of  Montmorency ;  and  I  bhish  at  my  having 
neglected  to  seek  in  this  journey  the  acquaintance 
of  Buffon.  Among  the  men  of  letters  whom  I  saw, 
d'Alembert  and  Diderot  held  the  foremost  rank  in 
merit,  or  at  least  in  fame.  I  shall  content  myself 
with  enumerating  the  well-known  names  of  the  count 
de  Caylus,  of  the  ahb^  de  la  Bleterie,  Barthelemy, 
Reynal,  Arnaud,  of  messieurs  de  la  Condamine,  du 
Clos,  de  S^e  Palaye,  de  Bougainville,  Caperonnier, 
de  Guignes,  Suard,  &c.,  without  attempthig  to  dis- 
criminate the  shades  of  their  characters,  or  the  degrees 
of  our  connection.  Alone,  in  a  morning  visit,  I  com- 
monly found  the  artist  and  authors  of  Paris  less  vain, 
and  more  reasonable,  than  in  the  circles  of  their 
equals,  with  whom  they  mingle  in  the  houses  of  the 
rich.  Four  days  in  a  week  I  had  a  place,  without  in- 
vitation, at  the  hospitable  tables  of  mesdames  Geoflrin 
and  du  Bocage,  of  the  celebrated  Helvetius,  and  of 
the  baron  d'Olbach.  In  these  symposia  the  pleasures 
of  the  table  were  improved  by  lively  and  liberal  con- 
versation ;  the  company  was  select,  though  various 
and  voluntary.* 

*  Journal,  F^vrler  23,  17G3.] — Je  fis  une  visite  a 
I'abbe  de  la  Bleterie,  qui  veut  me  mener  chez  la  duchesse 
d'Aiguillon  ;  je  me  fis  t-criie  cliez  M.  de  Bougainville  que 
j'ai  grande  envie  de  connoitre,  et  me  rendis  ensuite  chez  le 
baron  d'Olbach,  ami  de  M.  Helvetius.  CYtoit  ma  premiere 
visite,  ct  le  premier  pas  dans  une  fort  bonne  maison.  Le 
baron  a  de  I'esprit  et  des  connoissances,  et  surtout  il  donne 
souvent  et  fort  bicn  a  diner. 

Fevrier  24.] — L'abbe  Barthelemy  est  fort  airaable  et  n'a 
de  I'antiquaire  qu'une  tres  grande  Erudition.  Je  finis  la 
soirde  par  un  souper  tres  agreable  cliez  madame  Bontems 
avec  M.  le  marquis  de  Mirabeau.  Get  homme  est  singu- 
lier;  il  a  assez  d'imagination  pour  dix  autres,  et  pas  assez 
de  sens  rassis  pour  lui  seul.  Je  lui  ai  fait  beaucoup  de 
questions  sur  les  litres  de  la  noblesse  Fran^oise:  mais  tout 
ce  que  j'en  ai  pu  comprendre,  c'est  que  personne  n'a  I^ 
des9U3  des  id^es  bien  nettes. 
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The  society  of  madame  du  Bocage  was  more  soft 
and  moderate  than  that  of  her  rivals,  and  the  evening 

IMai  1763.] — Muni  d'une  double  lettre  de  recommenda- 
tion pour  M.  le  comte  de  Cayhis,  je  m'etois  imag-ine  que  ,)e 
trouverois  reunis  en  hii  rhorame  de  lettrcs  et  I'honiine  do 
quality.  Je  le  vis  trois  ou  qiiatre  fois,  et  je  vis  un  homme 
simple,  uni,  bon,  et  qui  me  temoignoit  une  bonte  extreme. 
Si  je  n'en  ai  point  profile,  je  Tattribue  moins  a  son  carac- 
tere  qu'a  son  genre  de  vie.  II  se  leve  de  grand  matin, 
court  les  atteliers  des  artistes  pendant  tout  le  jour,  et 
rentre,  chez  lui  h  six  lieures  du  soir  pour  ce  mettre  en  robe 
de  chambre,  et  s'enfermer  dans  son  cabinet.  Le  moyen  de 
voir  ses  amis  ? 

Si  ces  recommendations  etoient  stdriles,  il  y  en  eut  d'au- 
tres  qui  devinrent  aussi  fecondes  par  leurs  suites,  qu'ellea 
Etoient  agr^ables  en  elles  m6mes.  Dans  une  capitale 
comme  Paris,  il  est  necessaire,  il  eat  juste  que  des  lettres 
de  recommendation  vous  ayent  distingu^  de  la  foule.  Mais 
des  que  la  glace  est  rompue,  vos  connoissances  se  multi- 
plient,  et  vos  nouveaux  amis  se  font  un  plaisir  de  vous  en 
l)rocurer  d'autres  plus  noureaux  encore.  Heureux  effet 
de  ce  caractere  l^ger  et  aimable  du  Fraufois,  qui  a  (itabli 
dans  Paris  une  douceur  et  une  libertd  dans  la  soci(5te,  in- 
connues  kl'antiquite,  et  encore  ignorees  des  autres  nations. 
A  Londres  il  faut  faire  son  chemin  dans  les  niaisons  qui  ne 
s'ouvrent  qu'avec  peine.  L^  on  croit  vous  faire  plaisir  en 
vous  recevant.  Ici  on  croit  s'en  faire  a  soi-m^me.  Aussi 
je  connois  plus  de  maisons  k  Paris  qu'a  Londres  :  le  fait 
n'est  pas  vraisemblable,  mais  il  est  vrai. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  February  23,  1763.] — I  paid  a  visit  to  the 
abb(i  de  la  Bleterie,  who  would  take  me  to  the  house  of  the 
duchess  of  Aiguillon ;  I  left  a  card  at  the  residence  of 
M.  Bougainville,  whom  I  have  a  great  desire  to  know,  and 
finally  called  on  the  baron  d'Olbach,  the  friend  of  M.  Hel- 
vetius.  The  baron  possesses  wit  and  information,  and 
above  all,  gives  frequent  and  excellent  dinners. 

February  24.] — The  abbe  Barthelemy  is  very  amiable, 
and  has  nothing  of  the  antiquary  but  his  great  erudition. 
I  finished  the  evening  by  a  very  agreeable  supper  at  the 
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conversations  of  M.  de  Forcemagne  were  Supported  by 
the  good  sense  and  learning  of  the  principal  members 
of  the  academy  of  Inscriptions.  The  opera  and  the 
Itahans  I  occasionally  visited ;  but  the  French  theatre, 
both  in  tragedy  and  comedy,  was  my  daily  and 
favourite  amusement.  Two  famous  actresses  then 
divided  the  public  applause.  For  my  own  part,  I 
preferred  the  consummate  art  of  the  Clairon  to  the 
intemperate  sallies  of  the  Dumesnil,  which  were  ex- 
house  of  madame  Bontems  \"rith  the  marquis  de  Mirabeau. 
This  sing-ular  man  has  enough  of  imag-i nation  for  ten  per- 
sons, and  not  sufficient  sense  for  himself  alone.  I  put  many 
questions  to  him  on  the  titles  of  the  French  nobility;  but 
all  that  I  was  able  to  comprehend  on  the  subject  is,  that  no 
person  clearly  understands  it. 

May  1763.]  — Furnished  with  a  double  letter  of  recom- 
mendation to  the  count  de  Caylus,  I  expected  to  find  in  liim 
an  union  of  the  man  of  quality  and  the  man  of  letters.  I 
saw  him  two  or  three  times,  and  found  him  a  simple,  plain, 
good  man,  who  received  me  with  extreme  kindness.  If  I 
have  not  profited  by  him,  I  attribute  it  less  to  his  character 
than  his  manner  of  living.  lie  rises  early  in  the  morning, 
visits  the  studies  of  artists  all  the  day,  and  returns  home  at 
six  o'clock  in  the  evening  to  put  on  a  robe-do-chambre  and 
shut  himself  up  in  his  cabinet.  Where  is  the  opportunity 
to  receive  friends  ? 

If  this  introduction  proved  fruitless,  there  haA'e  been 
others  as  fertile  in  consequences  as  agreeable  in  them- 
selves. In  a  capital  like  Paris  it  is  proper  and  necessary 
to  have  some  letters  of  recommendation  to  distinguish  you 
from  the  crowd;  but  as  soon  as  the  ice  is  broken,  your 
acquaintances  multiply,  and  your  new  friends  take  a  plea- 
sure in  introducing  you  to  others  still  more  new.  Happy 
effect  of  the  light  and  amiable  character  of  the  French, 
who  have  established  in  Paris  a  freedom  and  ease  in  society 
unknown  to  antiquity,  and  still  unpractised  by  other  nations  ! 
At  London  a  way  must  be  made  into  people's  houses,  the 
doors  of  which  are  with  difficulty  opened,  and  their  owners 
think  they  confer  a  favour  by  receiving  you.  Here  they 
think  that  they  confer  one  upon  themselves.  Thus  I  know 
more  houses  in  Paris  than  in  London.  The  fact  seems 
imj'robable,  but  it  is  true. 
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tolled  by  her  admirers,  as  the  genuine  voice  of  nature 
and  passion.  Fourteen  weeks  insensibly  stole  away ; 
but  had  I  been  rich  and  independent,  I  should  have 
prolonged,  and  perhaps  have  fixed,  my  residence  at 
Paris. 

Between  the  expensive  style  of  Paris  and  of  Italy  it 
was  prudent  to  interpose  some  months  of  tranquil 
simplicity ;  and  at  the  thoughts  of  Lausanne  I  again 
lived  in  the  pleasures  and  studies  of  my  early  youth. 
Shaping  my  course  through  Dijon  and  Besanc^on,  in 
the  last  of  which  places  I  was  kindly  entertained  by 
my  cousin  Acton,  I  amved  in  the  month  of  May  1/63 
on  the  banks  of  the  Leman  Lake.  It  had  been  my 
intention  to  pass  the  Alps  in  the  autumn,  but  such 
are  the  simple  attractions  of  the  place,  that  the  year 
had  almost  expired  before  my  departure  from  Lausanne 
in  the  ensuing  spring.  An  absence  of  five  years  had 
not  made  much  alteration  in  manners,  or  even  in  per- 
sons. I\Jy  old  friends,  of  both  sexes,  hailed  my 
voluntary  return — the  most  genuine  proof  of  my 
attachment.  They  had  been  flattered  by  the  present 
of  my  book,  the  produce  of  their  soil ;  and  the  good 
Pavilliard  shed  tears  of  joy  as  he  embraced  a  pupil 
whose  literary  merit  he  might  fairly  impute  to  his  own 
labours.*     To  my  old  list  I  added  some  new  acquaint- 

*  Lausanne,  Aout  17,  1763.] — Apres  diner  je  suis  alle 
en  ville.  J'ai  monte  au  ch&tean,  ou  il  y  avoit  vine  journpe 
enibarrassante.  c********  C******  et  mademoiselle  de 
*******  y  etoient  toutes  les  deux.  Je  me  suis  decide  pour 
C.  Elle  a  eu  toutes  les  attentions.  L'autre  en  a  paru 
piquee.  Avec  quel  seiieux  la  vanite  des  femmes  traite  ccs 
miseres  !     J'ai  soupe  chez  Pavilliard. 

Aout  18.] — Je  suis  alle  dtner  a  Mt'sery-  -M'  l*-'  comte  de 
Golofskin  et  sa  femine.  Le  comte  est  d'une  famille  tres 
distinguee  en  Russie.  Les  dernieres  revolutions  de  cet 
empire  leur  avoieni  6l6  leurs  biens,  a  I'exception  de  la  terra 
deMona,  qu'ils  avoient  achetee  au  Pays  de  Vaud.  La  mort 
de  rimperatrice  Elizabeth  les  leur  rendit;  mais  le  comte 
prefere  sagement  la  retraite  d'un  pays  libre  aux  orages  du 
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aiice,  and  among  the  strangers  I  shall  distinguish 
prince  Louis  of  Wirtemberg,  the  brother  of  the 
reigning  duke,  at  whose  country-house  near  Lau- 
sanne I  frequently  dined  :  a  wandering  meteor,  and 
at  length  a  falling  star,  his  light  and  ambitious  spirit 
had  successively  dropped  from  the  firmament  of  Prus- 
sia, of  France,  and  of  Austria ;  and  his  faults,  which 
he  styled  his  misfortunes,  had  driven  him  into  philo- 
sophic exile  in  the  Pays  de  Vaud.  He  could  now 
moralize  on  the  vanity  of  the  world,  the  equality  of 
mankind,  and  the  hapj)iness  of  a  private  station.  His 
address  was  affable  and  polite ;  and  as  he  had  shone 
in  courts  and  armies,  his  memory  could  supply,  and 
his  eloquence  could  adorn,  a  copiovis  fund  of  interest- 
ing anecdotes.   His  first  enthusiasm  was  that  of  charity 

despotisme.  II  est  poli,  mais  froid.  On  lui  donne  de 
I'esprit.  II  peut  en  avoir  parmi  ses  amis.  Sa  femme,  fille 
du  professeur  Mosheim  de  Gottingen,  parott  vive  et  gaie. 
Ces  deux  epoux  sont  un  modele  d'affection  conjugale. 

[translation.] 

Lausanne,  August  17,  1763.] — After  dinner  I  went  into 
town.  I  visited  the  chateau,  where  I  spent  an  embarrassing 
day.  C********  C******  and  mademoiselle  de  ******* 
were  both  there.  I  decided  for  C,  who  received  all  my  at- 
tentions. The  other  appeared  piqued  at  it.  How  seriously 
tlie  vanity  of  women  regards  these  trifles  I  I  supped  with 
Pavilliard. 

August  18.] — I  went  to  dine  at  Mesery's,  with  the  count 
Golofskin  and  his  wife.  The  count  is  of  a  very  distin- 
guished family  in  Russia.  The  late  revolutions  in  that  em- 
j)ire  had  deprived  them  of  their  property,  with  the  exception 
of  the  estate  of  Mona,  which  they  have  purchased  in  the 
Pays  de  Vaud.  The  death  of  the  empress  Elizabeth  might 
have  restored  them  to  their  property;  but  the  count  wisely 
prefers  a  retreat  in  a  free  country  to  the  storms  of  despotism. 
He  is  polite,  but  cold.  It  is  said  that  he  is  witty,  and  he 
may  be  so  among  his  friends.  His  wife,  the  daughter  of 
professor  Mosheim,  appears  lively  and  gay.  This  couple 
is  a  model  of  conjugal  affection. 
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and  agriculture ;  but  the  sage  gradually  lapsed  in  the 
saint,  and  prince  Louis  of  Wirtemberg  is  now  buried 
in  a  hermitage  near  JMayence,  in  the  last  stage  of 
mystic   devotion.*     By   some    ecclesiastical    quarrel 

*  Aout  21.] — J'ai  dine  a  Benans,  chez  le  prince  Louia 
tie  Wirtemberg-.  C'est  pour  la  seconde  fois.  II  m'avoit 
prie  pour  rencontrer  le  prince  de  Lig-ne,  qui  nous  a  fait 
faux  bond.  II  paroit  que  le  prince  de  Wirtemberg-  me  goute 
beaucoup,  A  la  politesse  aisee  et  naturelle  qu'il  a  pour 
tout  le  inonde,  il  ajoute  a  mon  egard  un  ton  de  confiance, 
d'estime,  et  presque  d'affection.  Avec  de  pareilles  ma- 
nicures, il  n'est  pas  possible  qu'un  prince  vou  deplaise.  Je 
trouve  a  celui-ci  de  I'esprit,  des  connoissances,  et  beaucoup 
d'usage  du  monde.  Comme  il  connoit  presque  toutes  les 
cours  de  TEurope,  les  anecdotes  politiques  et  militaires, 
dont  il  assaisonne  sa  conversation,  la  rendent  tr^s  amusante. 
Je  vois  qu'il  n'a  point  I'orgueil  d'un  prince  Allemand,  ot 
['indignation  qu'il  faisoit  paroltre  centre  un  de  ses  anc^trcs 
qui  avoit  voulu  vendre  un  village  pour  acheter  un  clieval, 
me  fait  esperer  qu'il  n'en  a  pas  la  durete.  Je  croirois  assez 
qu'il  a  toujours  un  peu  manque  de  prudence  et  de  conduite ; 
des  projets  aussi  ambitieux  que  chimeriques  dont  on  I'accuse,* 
sa  vie  ambulante,  ses  querelles  avec  son  frere,  ses  dissipa- 
tions, sa  disgrace  k  lacourde  Vienne;  tout  contribue  am'en 
persuader.  Sa  situation  dans  ce  pays  en  est  presqu'une 
preuve.  Un  prince  d'une  des  premieres  maisons  de  I'em- 
pire,  relcgue  (dirai-je?)  ou  retire  en  Suisse,  ou  il  soutient  k 
peine  I'etat  d'un  gentilhomme,  doit  y  etre  un  peu  par  sa 
faute.  Sa  femme  I'a  accompagne  dans  sa  retraite.  C'est 
une  demoiselle  Saxonne  qu'il  a  epouse  sans  biens,  et  sans 
beaute.  Le  public  ajouteroit,  et  sans  esprit ;  mais  je  com- 
mence k  lui  en  trouver.  Comme  le  prince  s'est  mesallie, 
les  loix  orgueilleuses  de  I'empire  excluent  ses  enfans  de  la 
succession.  Heureusement  ils  n'ont  encore  eu  qu'une  tille. 
A  mon  retour  de  Misery,  j'y  ai  trouv^  deux  Anglois  qui  ont 
soup^  avec  nous. 

[translation. 3 
August  21.] — I  have  dined  at  Benans  with  prince  Louis 
of  Wirtemberg,  being  the   second   time.     He  invited  me  to 

*  V.  le  Testament  PoliticLue  du  marechal  de  Belleisle.  Ouvrage 
digue  d'un  laquais,  mais  d'uu  lac^udis  do  ministxe,  qui  a  entendu 
beaucoup  d'anecdotes  curieuses. 


144  MEMOIRS    OF 

Voltaire  had  been  provoked  to  withdraw  himself  from 
Lausanne,  and  retire  to  his  castle  at  Ferney,  where  I 
again  visited  the  poet  and  the  actor,  without  seeking 
his  more  intimate  acquaintance,  to  which  I  might  now 
have  pleaded  a  better  title.  But  the  theatre  which  he 
had  founded,  the  actors  whom  he  had  formed,  sur- 

meet  the  prince  de  Ligne,  who  did  not  keep  his  appoint- 
ment. The  prince  of  Wirteniberg  seems  to  like  me  much. 
To  the  easy  and  natural  politeness  which  he  displays  to  all 
tJie  world,  he  adds,  in  regard  to  me,  a  tone  of  confidence, 
esteem,  and  even  affection.  AVith  such  manners  it  is  im- 
possible for  a  prince  to  displease  you  ;  and  I  find  him 
possessed  of  wit,  learning,  and  a  great  knowledge  of  the 
world.  As  he  is  acquainted  with  almost  all  the  courts  of 
Europe,  he  seasons  his  conversation  with  political  and 
literary  anecdotes  which  render  it  very  amusing.  I  perceive 
that  he  possesses  not  the  usual  pride  of  a  German  prince  ; 
and  the  indignation  which  he  manifested  against  one  of  his 
ancestors,  who  wished  to  sell  a  village  in  order  to  purchase 
a  horse,  induced  me  to  hope  that  he  was  also  destitute  of 
the  hard-heartedness.  I  believe,  however,  that  he  has 
always  failed  a  little  on  the  score  of  prudence ;  some  ambi- 
tious and  chimerical  projects  of  which  they  accuse  him,* 
his  wandering  life,  his  quarrels  with  his  brother,  his  dissi- 
pations and  disgrace  at  the  court  of  Vienna  ;  all  serve  to 
convince  me  of  it.  His  situation  in  this  country  supplies 
another  proof  of  it,  A  prince  of  one  of  the  first  houses  of 
Germany,  exiled  (may  I  say  1)  or  retired  into  Switzerland, 
where  he  scarcely  maintains  the  state  of  a  private  gentle- 
man, cannot  be  thus  without  some  little  fault  on  his  own 
part.  His  wife  accompanies  him  in  his  retreat.  She  is  a 
Saxon  young  lady,  without  either  wealth  or  beauty,  and, 
the  public  adds,  even  without  intellect ;  but  I  have  begun 
to  discover  the  contrary.  As  the  prince  is  misallied, 
according  to  the  haughty  laws  of  the  empire,  his  children 
are  excluded  from  the  succession.  Fortunately  he  has  but 
one  girl.  At  my  return  from  Mesery's,  I  found  two 
Englishmen,  who  supped  with  us. 

♦  Vide  the  Political  Testameut  nf  the  marshal  de  Belleisle  ;  a 
work  worthy  of  a  lackey,  but  of  the  lackey  of  a  minigter,  and  one 
who  hai  heard  many  curious  ariecdotes. 
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vived  the  loss  of  their  master ;  and  recent  from  Paris, 
I  attended  with  pleasure  at  the  representation  of 
several  tragedies  and  comedies.  I  shall  not  descend 
to  specify  particular  names  and  characters  ;  but  I 
cannot  forget  a  i)rivate  institution  which  will  display 
the  innocent  freedom  of  Swiss  manners. .  IMy  favourite 
society  had  assumed,  from  the  age  of  its  members,  the 
proud  denomination  of  the  spring  (la  socicte  du  prhi- 
tems.)  It  consisted  of  fifteen  or  twenty  young  un- 
married ladies,  of  genteel  though  not  of  the  very 
first  famihes;  the  eldest  perhaps  about  twenty;  all 
agreeable,  several  handsome,  and  two  or  three  of 
exquisite  beauty.  At  each  other's  houses  they  assem- 
bled almost  every  day,  ^vithout  the  control,  or  even 
the  presence,  of  a  mother  or  an  aunt ;  they  were 
trusted  to  their  own  prudence,  among  a  crowd  of 
young  men  of  every  nation  in  Europe.  They  laughed, 
they  sung,  they  danced,  they  played  at  cards,  they 
acted  comedies;  but  in  the  midst  of  this  careless 
gaiety  they  respected  themselves,  and  v/ere  respected 
by  the  men  ;  the  invisible  line  between  liberty  and 
licentiousness  was  never  transgressed  by  a  gesture,  a 
word,  or  a  look ;  and  their  virgin  chastity  was  never 
sullied  by  the  breath  of  scandal  or  suspicion  :  a  singular 
institution,  expressive  of  the  innocent  simphcity  of 
Swiss  manners.  After  having  tasted  the  luxurj'  of 
England  and  Paris,  I  could  not  have  returned  with 
satisfaction  to  the  coarse  and  homely  table  of  madame 
Pavilliard ;  nor  was  her  husband  offended  that  I  now 
entered  myself  as  a  pe?isionnaire,  or  boarder,  in  the 
elegant  house  of  Mr  de  Misery,  which  may  be  entitled 
to  a  short  remembrance,  as  it  has  stood  above  twenty 
years  perhaps  without  a  parallel  in  Eiu-ope.  The 
nouse  m  which  we  lodged  was  spacious  and  conve- 
nient, in  the  best  street,  and  commanding  from 
behind  a  noble  prospect  over  the  country  and  the 
lake.  Our  table  was  served  with  neatness  and  plenty ; 
the  boarders  were  select ;  we  had  the  liberty  of  in- 
viting any  guests  at  a  stated  price ;  and  in  the  summer 

VOL,   I,  N 
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the  scene  was  occasionally  transferred  to  a  pleasant 
villa  about  a  league  from  Lausanne.  The  characters 
of  master  and  mistress  were  happily  suited  to  each 
other,  and  to  their  situation.  At  the  age  of  seventy- 
five,  madame  de  M(^sery,  who  has  survived  her  hus- 
band, is  still  a  graceful,  I  had  almost  said  a  handsome 
woman.  She  was  alike  qualified  to  preside  in  her 
kitchen  and  her  drawing-room;  and  such  was  the 
equal  propriety  of  her  conduct,  that  of  two  or  three 
hundred  foreigners,  none  ever  failed  in  respect,  none 
could  complain  of  her  neglect,  and  none  could  ever 
boast  of  her  favour.  Misery  himself,  of  the  noble 
family  of  De  Crousaz,  was  a  man  of  the  world,  a 
jovial  companion,  whose  easy  manners  and  natural 
sallies  maintained  the  cheerfulness  of  his  house.  His 
wit  could  laugh  at  his  own  ignorance :  he  disguised, 
by  an  air  of  profusion,  a  strict  attention  to  his  inte- 
rest ;  and  in  this  situation,  he  appeared  like  a  noble- 
man who  spent  his  fortune  and  entertained  his  friends. 
In  this  agreeable  society  I  resided  nearly  eleven  months 
(May  ]7()3— April  \764  ;)  and  in  this  second  visit  to 
Lausanne,  among  a  crowd  of  my  English  companions, 

I  knew  and 'esteemed  Mr  Hulroyd  (now  lord  Shef- 
field ;)  and  our  mutual  attachment  was  renewed  and 
fortified  in  the  subsequent  stages  of  our  Italian  journey. 
Our  lives  are  in  the  power  of  chance ;  and  a  slight 
variation  on  either  side,  in  time  or  place,  might  have 
deprived  me  of  a  friend  whose  activity  in  the  ardour 
of  youth  was  always  prompted  by  a  benevolent  heart, 
and  directed  by  a  strong  understanding.* 

*  Journal,  Septembre  16,  1763.] — *****  et  Frey  nous 
ont  qiiitte.  Le  premier  est  une  me'^hante  bete,  grossier, 
ignorant,  et  sans  usage  du  monde.  Sa  violence  lui  a  fait 
vingt  mauvaises  affaires  ici.  On  vouloit  cependant  lui  faire 
entreprendre  le  voyage  d'ltalie,  mais  Frey  refusant  de  I'y 
accompagner,  on  a  pris  la  partle  de  la  rapeller  en  Angle- 
terre  en  le  faisant  passer  par  Paris.  Frey  est  philosophe, 
et  forte  instruit,  niais  froid,   et  nullement  lioniine  d'csprit. 

II  est  lab  de  courir  le  monde  avec  des  jeunes  foux.     Apr^s 
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If  my  studies  at  Paris  had  been  confined  to  the 
study  of  the  world,  three  or  four  months  would  not 

avoir  rendu  celui-ci  k  sa  famiilc,  11  compte  venir  chercher 
le  repos  et  la  retraite  dans  ce  pays.     Qu'il  a  raison  ! 

Septembre  21me.] — J'ai  essuye  une  petite  mortification 
au  cercle.  Le  depart  de  F'rey  ayant  fait  vaquer  remploi  de 
directeur  des  etrangers,  on  m'avoit  fait  entrevoir  qu'on  me 
le  destinoit  et  ma  franchise  naturelle  ne  m'avoit  pas  permis 
de  dissimuler  que  je  le  recevrois  avec  plaisir,  et  que  je  m'y 
attendois.  Cepcndant  la  pluralite  des  voix  I'a  donn^  a  M. 
Roel  Hollandois.  J'ai  vu  qu'on  a  saisi  le  premier  moment 
que  les  loix  permettoient  de  balloter,  et  que,  si  j'avoia 
voulu  rassembler  raes  amis,  je  Taurois  emport^ ;  mais  je 
sais  en  mfime  tems  que  je  Taurois  eu  il  y  a  trois  niois,  sans 
y  son^fer  un  moment.  Ma  reputation  baisse  ici  avec  quelque 
raison,  et  j'ai  des  ennemis. 

Septembre  25me.] — J'ai  passe  I'apres-dtner  chez  madame 
de  Bochat.  Je  ne  I'avoit  pas  vue  depuis  le  1-t  de  ce  mois. 
Elle  ne  m'a  point  parle,  ni  n'a  paru  s'etre  apper^ue  de 
mon  absence.  Ce  silence  m'a  fait  de  la  peine.  J'avois 
une  tres  belle  reputation  ici  pour  les  moeurs,  mais  je 
vois  qu'on  commence  k  me  confondre  avec  mes  compatriotes 
et  k  me  regarder  comme  un  homme  qui  aime  le  vin  et  le 
desordre. 

Octobre  ISme.] — J'ai  passe  I'apr^s-midi  chez  madame  de 
Mesery.  Elle  vouloit  me  faire  rencontrer  avec  une  demoi- 
selle Fran^oise  qu'elle  a  prie  k  souper ;  cette  demoiselle, 
qui  s'appeile  Le  Franc,  a  six  pieds  de  haut.  Sa  taille,  sa 
figure,  son  ton,  sa  conversation,  tout  annonce  le  grenadier 
le  plus  determine,  mais  un  grenadier  qui  a  de  I'esprit,  des 
connoissances,  et  I'usage  du  monde.  Aussi  son  sexe,  son 
nom,  son  etat,  tout  est  myst^re.  Elle  se  dit  Parisienne, 
fiUe  de  condition,  qui  s'est  retiree  dans  ce  pays  pour  cause 
de  religion.  Ne  seroit-ce  pas  pliitot  pour  une  aiFaire  d'hon- 
neur  1 

December  l^r,  1763.] — Nous  sommes  tous  montes  k 
r%lise  pour  voir  la  ceremonie  du  jour.  C'etoitla  presenta- 
tion du  bailif  k  la  grande  ^glise,  et  la  prestation  du  sermen* 
par  la  ville  de  Lausanne,  les  vassaux  et  tous  les  commu- 
nautes  du  bailliage.  Le  grand  ministre  Polier  de  KoUens 
a  pr6che  k  cette  occasion.  II  nous  a  ^tonne ;  au  lieu  de 
ces  compositions  sans  clialeur  et  sans  id^es  qu'il  ne  qualifie 
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have  been  unprofitably  spent.  My  visits,  however 
superficial,  to  the  Academy  of  Medals  and  the  public 

que  trop  souvent  du  nom  de  sermons,  il  a  fait  parottre 
aujouidhui  les  talens  d'un  orateur  et  les  sentimens  d'un 
citoyen  :  il  a  su  parler  au  souverain  de  ses  devoirs,  et  au 
peuple  de  ses  droits  fond^s  les  uns  et  les  autres  sur  la  vo- 
Jont^  des  horames  libres  qui  vouloient  se  donner  un  prince 
et  non  pas  un  tyran.  11  a  loue  peu,  avec  justesse  et  sans 
fadeur.  Son  d(^bit  et  son  geste  etoient  assortis  au  ton  de 
son  sujet.  lis  etoient  pleins  de  dignite,  d'onction  et  de 
force.  Apr^s  le  sermon,  le  tresorier  s'est  rendu  au  choeur 
de  I'eglise  suivi  du  bailif  et  de  toute  I'assemblee.  L?t  il  a 
pr^sente  au  bailliage  leur  nouveau  gouverneur,  qu'il  a 
annonc^  par  un  discours  court,  mais  qui  m'a  paru  rempli 
de  choses.  Le  boursier  lui  a  r^pondu,  mais  si  bas,  quo 
j'ai  perdu  tout  ce  qu'il  a  dit.  Ce  mot  de  perdue,  est-il  ?l 
sa  place?  Au  reste  jamais  c^remonie  n'a  ^t^  conduite  avec 
moins  de  d^cence.  Le  desordre  ^toit  affreux.  Les  grena- 
diers de  George  Grand  paroissoient  n'y  6tre  que  pour 
repousser  les  honn^tes  gens  et  pour  laisaer  entrer  ia  ca- 
naille. 

Lausanne,  Decembre  16rae,  1763.] — Je  me  suis  leve 
tard,  et  une  visite  fort  ainicale  de  M.  de  Chandieu  Villars,* 
m'a  enleve  ce  qui  me  restoit  de  la  matinee.  M.  de  Chan- 
dieu a  servi  en  France  avec  distinction,  il  s'est  retire  avec 
le  grade  de  marechal  de  camp.  C'est  un  homme  d'une 
grande  politesse,  d'un  esi^rit  vif  et  facile;  il  seroit  au- 
jourdhui,  ^  soixante  ans,  I'agr^ment  d'une  societe  dejeunes 
filles.  C'est  presque  le  seul  Stranger  qui  ait  pu  aequ^rir 
I'aisance  des  manieies  Francoises,  sans  en  prendre  en 
m6me  terns  les  airs  bruyans  et  ^tourdis. 

Lausanne,  Decembre  IS^e,  1763.]— C'^toit  un  Dimanche 
de  communion.  Les  ceremonies  religieuses  sont  bien  en- 
tendues  dans  ce  pays.  Eiles  sont  rares,  et  par  1^  m6me 
plus  respectees ;  les  vieillards  se  plaignent  a  la  verity  du 
refroidissement  de  la  devotion  ;  cependant  un  jour,  comme 
celui-ci,  offre  encore  un  spectacle  tres  edifiant.  Point 
d'affaires,  point  d'assemblee;  on  s'interdit  jusqu'au  whist, 
si  necessaire  k  I'existence  d'un  Lausannois. 

•  The  father  of  madame  de  Sevcry,  whose  family  were  Mr 
Gibbon's  most  intimjite  friends  after  he  had  settled  at  Lansaune 
in  the  year  17S3.     S. 
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libraries  opened  a  new  field  of  inquiry  ;  and  the  view 
of  so  raTiny  manuscripts  of  different  ages  and  characters 

II  y  a  quelques  jours  que  j'ai  bien  perdu  mon  temps. 
Heureux  encore  si  ce  n'etoit  que  mon  temps,  que  j'eusse 
perdu  !  J'ai  beaucoup  joue,  ou  du  moins  j'ai  beaucoup 
parie  au  cercle  ;  apres  quelques  commencemens  de  bonheur 
je  me  suis  enfile  au  whist  ei  au  piquet,  et  j'ai  perdu  un 
quarantaine  de  Louis.  J'ai  eu  alors  le  courage  de  m'arr^ter 
tout  d'un  coup,  et  sans  me  laisser  eblouir  par  de  vainos 
esprranccs  de  rattraper  ma  perte,  j'ai  renonce  au  gros  jeu, 
du  moins  pendant  quclque  temps.  II  voudroit  niieux  y 
renoncer  a  jamais  ;  il  y  a  tant  d'inconveniens,  la  perte  du 
temps,  la  mauvaise  compagnie ;  ces  agitations  continuelles 
de  crainte  et  d'esperance  qui  aigrissent  k  la  longue  I'humeur 
ct  qui  derangent  la  sant^.  Le  gout  d'etude  et  la  reflexion, 
peut-il  s'associer  avec  celui  du  jeu  ?  C'est  d'ailleurs  une 
remarque  que  I'exp^rienre  m'a  souvent  fait  faire ;  que  la 
partie  ne  sauroit  etre  ^-gale  et  qu'une  perte  quelconque  est 
sentie  bien  plus  vivement  que  ne  le  soroit  un  gain  pareil. 
La  raison  en  est  claire.  On  avoit  dej^  arrange  sa  depense 
sur  son  revenu,  et  cette  perte  inattendue  entraine  la  priva- 
tion de  necessaire  ou  du  moins  de  quelques  agremens  sur 
lesquels  on  comptoit.  Mais  le  gain,  trop  pr^caire  et  trop 
incertain  pour  devoir  changer  les  plans  d'un  homme  sense, 
ne  sort  tout  au  plus  qu'a  satisfaire  la  fantaisie  du  moment. 
Voil^  de  la  sagesse  apr^s  coup.  Si  j'avois  fait  ces  reflexions 
quelques  jours  plutot,  je  me  serois  ^pargne  quelques  d^s- 
agrt'mens  de  la  part  de  mon  pere  qui  peut  ne  se  point 
arcommoder  de  se  surcroit  de  depense. 

Docembre  31me.] — Jettons  un  coup  d'ceil  sur  cette  annee 
17G3.  Voyons  comment  j'ai  employ^  cette  portion  de  mon 
existence  qui  s'est  ecoulee  et  qui  ne  reviendra  plus.  Le 
mois  de  Janvier  s'est  passe  dans  le  sein  de  ma  famille  k  qui 
il  falloit  sacrifier  tous  mes  momens,  parcequ'ils  ^toient  les 
derniers  dans  les  soins  d'un  depart  et  dans  I'embarras  d'un 
voyage.  Dans  ce  voyage  cependant  je  trouvai  moyen  de 
lire  les  lettres  de  Busbequius,  ministre  imperial  k  la  Porte. 
Elles  sont  aussi  int^ressantes  qu'instructives.  Je  restai  a 
Parts  depuis  le  28  Janvier  jusqu'au  9  Mai.  Pendant  tout 
ee  terns  je  n'^tudiai  point.  Les  amusements  m'occupoient 
beaucoup,  et  I'habitude  de  la  dissipation,  qu'on  prend  si 
fat^ilement  dans  les  grandes  villes,  ne  me  pcrraettoient  pas 

n2 
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induced  me  to  consult  the  two  great  Benedictine 
works,  the  Diplomatka  of  Mabillon,  and  the  PdceO' 

tie  mettre  a  profit  le  tems  qui  me  demeuroit.  A  la  verite, 
si  j'ai  peu  feuillete  les  livres,  I'observation  de  tous  les  objets 
curieux  qui  se  pr^sentent  dans  une  grande  capitale,  et  la 
conversation  avec  le  plus  grands  honimes  du  siede,  m'ont 
instruit  de  beaucoup  de  choses  que  je  n'aurois  point  trouv^ 
dans  les  livres.  Les  sepl  ou  huit  derniers  niois  de  cette 
ann^e  ont  6t^  plus  tranquilles.  D^s  que  je  me  suis  vu 
^tabli  a  Lausanne,  j'ai  entrepris  une  ^'tude  suivie  sur  la 
g^-ograplu'e  ancienne  de  I'ltalie.  Mon  ardeurs'est  tr^s  bien 
soutenue  pendant  six  semaines  jusqu'^  la  fin  du  mois  de 
Juin.  Ce  fut  alors  qu'un  voyage  de  Geneve  interrompit  un 
peu  mon  assiduity,  que  le  sejour  de  M^'sery  rn'olfrit  miile 
distractions,  et  que  la  socii^'t^  de  Saussure  acheva  de  me 
faire  perdre  mon  tems.  Je  repris  mon  travail  avec  ce  jour- 
nal au  milieu  d'AoCit,  ct  depuis  ce  tems  jusqu'au  commence- 
ment de  Novembre,  j'ai  mis  k  profit  tous  mes  instans  : 
j'avoue  que  pendant  les  deux  derniers  mois  mon  ardeur  s'est 
un  peu  ralentie.  Irement,  Dans  cette  <ftude  suivie  j'ai  hi : 
-\.  Pres  de  deux  livres  de  la  geographie  de  Strabon  sur 
ritalie  deux  fois.  2.  Une  partie  du  deuxi^me  livre  de 
rhistoire  naturelle  de  Pline.  3.  Le  quatritime  chapitre  du 
deuxi^me  livre  de  Pomponius  Mela.  4.  Les  Itineraires 
d'Antonin,  et  de  Jerusalem  pour  ce  qui  regarde  I'ltalie.  Je 
les  ai  lus  avec  les  Commentaires  de  Wesseling,  &c.  J'en 
ai  tire  des  tables  de  toutos  les  grandes  routes  d'ltalie, 
reduisant  partout  les  milles  Remains,  en  milles  Anglois,  et 
en  lieues  de  France,  selon  les  calculs  de  M.  d'Anville. 
5.  L'Histoire  des  Grands  Chemins  de  I'empire  Remain,  par 
M.  Bergier,  deux  volumes  in  4°.  6.  Quelques  Extraits 
choisis  de  Cic(?ron,  Tite  Live,  Velleius  Paterculus,  Tacito, 
et  les  deux  Plines.  La  Roma  Vetus  de  Nardini  et  plusleurs 
autres  opuscules  sur  le  meme  sujet  qui  composent  prcsque 
tout  le  quatrieme  tome  du  Tr^sor  des  Antiquit^s  Romaines 
de  Grffivius.  7.  L'ltalia  Antiqua  de  Cluvier,  en  deux 
volumes  in  folio.  8.  L'lter  ou  le  Voyage  de  CI.  Rutiliius 
Numatianus  dans  les  Gaules.  9.  Les  Catalogues  de  Vir- 
gile.  10.  Celui  de  Silius  Italicus.  IL  Le  Voyage  d'Ho- 
race  k  Brundusium.  N.B.  J'ai  lu  deux  fois  ces  trois 
derniers  morceaux.  12.  Le  Trait^  sur  les  Mesures  Itine- 
raires par  M.  d'Anville,  et  quelques  M^moiresde  TAcadi'^mie 
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grapMa  of  IV!ontfaucon.     I  studied  the  theory  without 
attaining  the  practice  of  the  art :  nor  should  I  complain 

des  Belles  Lettres.     Ilment^  On  me  fit  attendre  Nardini  de 

la  Bibliotheque  de  Geneve.     Je  voulus  remplir  ce  momont 

de  vuide  par  la  lecture  de  Juvenal,  poete  qui  je  ne  con- 

noissois  encore  que  de  rc^putation.     Je  le  lu  deux  fois  avec 

plaisir  et  avec  soin.     Illment^  Pendant  I'ann^e  j'ai  lu  quel- 

ques  journuux,  entre  autres  le  '  Journal  Etranjer '  depuis 

son   commencement,  un   tome  des  Nouvelles  de  Bajie,  et 

les  XXXV  premiers  volumes  de  la  Bibliotheque  raisonnee. 

IVnient.  J'ai  beaucoup  ^crit  de  mon  Recueil  G^ographique 

de  ritalie  qui  est  dejk  bien  ample  et  assez  curieux.    Vment, 

Je  ne  dois  point  oublier  ce  journal  nieme  qui  est  devenu  un 

ouvrage;  214  pages  en  quatre  mois   et  demi  et  des  pages 

des  niieux  fournies  font  un  objot  considerable.     Aussi  sans 

compter  un  grand  nombre  d'obscrvalions  detachees,  il  s'y 

trouve  des  dissertations   savante   et  raisonnees.     Celle  du 

passage  d'Annibal  contient  dix  pages,  et  celle  sur  la  guerre 

sociale  en  a  douze.     Mais  ces  morceaux  sont  trop  etendus, 

et  le  journal  meme  a  besoin  d'une  reforme  qui  lui  retranche 

quantite  de  pieces  qui  sont  assez  etrangeres  a  son  veritable 

plan.     Apres  avoir  un  peu  reflechi  la  dessus,  voici  quel- 

ques  regies  que  je  me  suis  faites  sur  les  objets  qui  lui  con- 

viennent.      Iment^    Toute   ma   vie    civile   et   privee,    mes 

amusemens,  mes  liaisons,  mes  ecarts  m6me,  et  toutes  mes 

reflexions  qui  ne   roulent  que  sur  des  sujets  qui  me  sont 

personnels,  je  conviens  que  tout  cela  n'est  interessant  que 

pour  moi,  mais  aussi  ce  n'est  que  pour  moi  que  j'ecris  mou 

journal.     Ilmeut,  Tout  ce  que  j'apprens  par  I'observation 

ou  la  conversation.     A  I'egard  de  celle-ci  je  ne  rapporterai 

que  ce  que  je  tiens  de  personnes  tout  a  la  fois  instruites  et 

veridiques,    lorsqu'il   est   question    de    faits,     ou   du    petit 

nombre  de  ceux  qui  meritent  le  titre  de  grand  homme,  s'il 

s'agit  de  senlimens    et  d'opinions.     lllment,    J'y  mettrai 

soigneusement  toute  ce  qu'on  pent  appeller  la  partie  mate- 

rielle  de  mes  etudes ;  combien  d'heures  j'ai  travaille,  com- 

bien  de  pages  j'ai  ecrit  ou  lu,  avec  une  courte  notice  du 

sujet  qu'elles  contenoient.     IVment^  Je  serois  fache  de  lire 

sans   reflechir  sur  mes  lectures,  sans  porter  des  jugemens 

raisonnes  sur  mes  auteurs,  et  sans  eplucher  avec  soin  leurs 

idees  et  leurs  expressions.     Mais  toute  lecture  ne  fournit 

pas  6galemcnt.     II  y  a  des  livres  qu'on  parcourt,  et  il  y  en 
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of  the  intricacy  of  Greek  abbreviations  and  Gothic 
alphabets,  since  every  day,  in  a  familiar  language,  I 

a  qu'on  lit;  il  y  en  a  enfin  qu'on  doit  ^tudier.  Mes  obser- 
vations sur  ceux  de  la  premiere  classe  ne  peuvent  qu'etre 
courtes  et  d^tadi^es.  Elles  conviennent  au  journal. 
Celles  qui  regardent  la  seconde  classe  n'y  entreront  qu'au- 
tant  qu'elles  auront  le  meme  caractere.  Vment,  Mes  re- 
flexions sur  ce  petit  nombre  d'auteurs  classiques,  qu'on 
m^'dite  avec,  soin,  seront  naturellement  plus  approfondies  et 
plus  suivies.  Cest  pour  elles,  et  pour  des  pieces  plus 
dtendues  et  plus  originaies,  auxquelles  la  lecture  ou  la 
meditation  peut  donncr  lieu,  que  je  ferai  un  recueil  separ^. 
Je  conserverai  cependant  sa  liaison  avec  le  journal  par  des 
renvoi  constans  qui  marqueront  le  numero  de  chaque  piece 
avec  le  tems  et  I'occasion  de  sa  composition.  Moyennant 
ces  precautions  mon  journal  ne  peut  que  m'etre  utile.  Ce 
compte  exact  de  mon  tems  m'en  fera  mieux  sentir  le  prix; 
il  dissipera  par  son  detail,  I'illusion  qu'on  fee  fait  d'envisager 
seulement  les  ann^es  et  les  mois  et  de  mepriser  les  heures 
et  les  jours.  Je  ne  dis  rien  de  I'agrement.  C'en  est  un 
bien  grand  cependant  de  pouvoir  repasser  chaque  epoque 
de  sa  vie,  et  do  se  jjlacer,  des  qu'on  le  vent,  au  milieu 
de  toutes  les  petites  scenes  qu'on  a  joue,  ou  qu'on  a  vu 
jouer. 

Avril  6,  1764.]— J'ai  ete  eveille  par  Pavllliard  et  Hol- 
royd,  arreter  une  faclieuse  affaire  qui  s'fetoit  passe  au  bal 
apres  notre  depart.  Guise,  qui  faisoit  la  cour  a  mademoi- 
selle d'lllens  depuis  long  tems,  voyoit  avec  peine  que  Van 
Berken  (un  Hollandois)  mena9oit  de  le  sujjplanter.  II  ne 
repondoit  jamais  aux  politesses  de  son  rival,  ([ue  par  des 
brusqueries  ;  et  a  la  fin  a  I'occasion  de  la  main  de  mademoi- 
selle d'lllens  il  s'emporta  contre  lui  le  plus  mal  ^  propos  du 
monde,  et  le  traita  devani  tout  Ic  monde  d' impertinent,  &c. 
J'ai  appris  de  Pavilliard  que  Van  Berken  lui  avoit  envoye 
un  cartel,  et  que  la  reponse  de  Guise  ne  Tayant  pointe 
conlente,  ils  devoient  se  rencontrer  a.  cinq  heures  du  soir. 
Au  desespoir  de  voir  mon  ami  engage  dans  une  affaire  qui 
ne  pouvoit  que  lui  faire  du  tort,  j'ai  couru  chez  M.  de 
Crousaz  ou  domeuroit  Van  Berken.  J'ai  bientot  vu  qu'il 
ne  lui  falloit  qu'une  explication  assez  legere,  jointe  a 
quelque  apologie  de  la  part  de  Guise  pour  le  desarmer,  et 
je  suis  retoun»e  cliez  lui  avec  Holroyd  pour  I'cngager  h  lu 
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am  at  a  loss  to  decypher  the  hieroglyphics  of  a  female 
note.     In  a  tranquil  scene,  which  revived  the  memory 

donner.  Nous  lui  avons  fait  comprendre  que  I'aveu  d'un 
veritable  tort  ne  blessoit  jamais  I'honneur,  etque  son  insulte 
envers  les  dames  aussi  bien  qu'envers  Van  Berken  etoit 
sans  excuse.  Je  lui  ai  dicle  un  billet  conyenable,  mais 
sans  la  moindre  bassesse,  que  j'ai  port6  au  Hollandois. 
II  a  rendu  les  amies  sur  le  champ,  lui  a  fait  la  rcponse  la 
plus  polie,  et  m'a  remercie  mille  fois  du  rdle  que  j'avois 
fait.  En  verit6  cet  homme  n'est  pas  difficile.  Apres  diner 
j'ai  vu  nos  dames  k  qui  j'ai  porte  une  lettre  d'excuses.  La 
mere  n'en  veut  phis  k  Guise,  mais  mademoiselle  d'lllens  est 
desolee  du  tort  que  cette  affaire  peut  lui  faire  dans  le  monde. 
Cette  negociation  m'a  pris  le  jour  entier;  mais  peut  on 
mieux  employer  un  jour  qu'^  sauver  la  vie,  peiit-etre  k  deux 
personnes,  et  k  conserver  la  reputation  d'un  ami  ?  Au  reste 
j'ai  vu  au  fond  plus  d'un  caractere.  Guise  est  brave,  vrai, 
et  sense,  mais  d'une  impetuositfe  qui  n'est  que  plus  dan- 
gereuse  pour  fitre  suppriraee  h.  I'ordinaire.  C*****  est 
d'une  etourderie  d'enfant.  De  Salis  d'une  indifference  qui 
vient  plus  d'un  dfefaut  de  sensibilite,  que  d'un  exces  de 
raison.  J'ai  con^u  un  veritable  amitife  pour  Holroyd.  II 
a  beaucoup  de  raison  et  des  sentimens  d'honneur  avec  un 
eceur  des  mieux  plac6. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  September  16,  1763.1—*  *  *  *  *  and  Frey  have 
quitted  us.  The  first  is  an  ill-disposed  blockhead,  gross, 
ignorant,  and  without  knowledge  of  the  world.  His  vio- 
lence has  brought  him  into  twenty  scrapes  here.  His 
friends  wished  that  he  should  make  the  tour  of  Italy  ;  but 
Frey  refusing  to  accompany  him  there,  they  adopted  the  re- 
solution of  recalling  him  to  England,  and  intend  to  make  him 
pass  through  Paris  in  the  way  home.  Frey  is  philosophical 
and  well  instructed,  but  cold,  and  in  no  respects  a  man  of 
wit  or  genius.  He  is  weary  of  running  about  the  world 
with  young  fools,  and,  after  restoring  the  present  one  to  his 
family,  he  intends  to  seek  repose  and  a  retreat  in  this  coun- 
try.    He  is  right ! 

September  21.] — I  have  experienced  u  small  mortification 
among  the  circle.     The  departure  of  Frey  having  vacated 
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of  my  first  studies,  idleness  would  have  been  less 
pardonable :    the  public  Hbraries   of  Lausanne   and 

the  office  of  director  of  the  foreigners,  I  had  been  led  to 
believe  that  I  was  destined  to  succeed  to  it,  and  my  natural 
frankness  prevented  me  from  concealing  that  I  should  re- 
ceive it  with  pleasure,  and  that  I  expected  it.  In  the  mean- 
time, the  majority  of  voices  was  in  favour  of  M.  Roel,  a 
Hollander.  I  have  discovered  that  the  earliest  moment  was 
seized  that  the  laws  would  allow  of,  for  the  ballot,  and 
that  if  I  had  rallied  my  friends,  I  might  have  carried  it ;  but 
I  at  the  same  time  knew  that  I  might  have  had  it  without 
trouble  of  any  kind  a  few  months  ago.  My  reputation  de- 
clines here  for  some  reason  ;  and  I  have  enemies. 

September  25.] — I  have  spent  the  afternoon  at  the  house 
of  madame  de  Bochat,  whom  I  had  not  seen  since  the  14.th 
instant.  She  had  neither  spoken  of  me,  nor  appeared  to 
notice  my  absence.  This  silence  has  given  me  pain ;  I  have 
had  a  high  reputation  here  for  morals  ;  but  I  perceive  that 
they  are  beginning  to  confound  me  with  my  countrymen, 
and  to  regard  me  as  a  person  addicted  to  wine  and  dis- 
order. 

October  15.] — I  have  passed  the  afternoon  with  madame 
de  Mesery,  who  introduced  me  to  a  young  French  lady 
whom  she  invited  to  supper.  This  lady,  who  is  called  Le 
Franc,  is  six  feet  high.  Her  height,  figure,  tone,  and  con- 
versation, all  announce  the  perfect  grenadier,  hut  a  gre- 
nadier possessed  of  wit,  acquirement,  and  knowledge  of 
the  world.  Her  name  and  condition,  as  well  as  her  sex,  are 
also  a  mystery.  She  calls  herself  a  Parisian,  and  a  girl  of 
condition,  who  has  retired  to  this  country  on  account  of 
religion. — May  it  not  rather  be  for  an  affair  of  honour  ? 

December  1,  1763.] — We  all  went  to  church  to  witness 
the  ceremony  of  the  day.  It  was  the  presentation  of  the 
bailiff  at  the  great  church,  and  the  taking  of  the  oath  by 
the  town  of  Lausanne,  the  vassals,  and  all  the  commonalty 
of  the  bailiage.  The  principal  minister,  Poller  de  Rollens, 
preached  on  this  occasion.  He  astonished  us :  instead  of 
those  compositions,  cold  and  without  ideas,  which  he  dig- 
nifies but  too  often  with  the  name  of  sermons,  he  has  dis- 
played to-day  the  talents  of  an  orator  and  the  sentiment!* 
of  a  citizen.  He  has  managed  to  speak  to  the  ruler  of 
his  duties,  and  to  the  people  cf  their  rights,  founded   in 
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Geneva  liberally  supplied  me  ^vith  books ;  and  if 
many  hours  were  lost  in  dissipation,  many  more  were 

both  instances  upon  the  will  of  freemen,  who  hcknowledge 
a  prince  but  not  a  tyrant.  He  bestowed  his  panegyric 
sparingly,  appropriately,  and  without  triteness  or  insipidity. 
His  gesture  and  delivery  were  adapted  to  the  spirit  of  the  sub- 
ject, being  full  of  dignity,  devotion,  and  earnestness.  After 
the  sermon,  the  preacher  repaired  to  the  choir  of  the  church, 
followed  by  the  bailiff  and  the  whole  assembly.  There  he 
presented  lo  the  bailiage  their  new  governor,  whom  he 
announced  in  a  brief  speech,  which  appeared  to  me  to  be 
pregnant  with  matter.  The  Bursar  replied  to  him,  but 
so  low  that  I  lost  all  which  he  said.  Is  the  word  lost  pro- 
perly employed  here  ?  As  to  the  rest,  never  was  ceremony 
conducted  wilh  less  decorum;  the  disorder  was  frightful. 
The  grenadiers  of  George  Grand  were  present,  only  to  keep 
out  decent  people  and  admit  the  mob. 

Lausanne,  December  16,  1763] — I  rose  late,  and  paid 
a  friendly  visit  to  M.  de  Chandieu  "Villars,  who  detained  me 
for  the  remainder  of  the  morning.  M.  de  Chandieu  has 
served  in  France  with  distinction,  and  has  retired  with  the 
rank  of  marechal  de-camp.  He  is  a  man  of  great  polite- 
ness, of  a  lively  and  facile  spirii,  and  would  now,  at  sixty 
years  of  age,  give  a  charm  to  a  society  of  young  girls. 
This  is  almost  the  only  foreigner  who  has  been  able  to  ac- 
quire the  ease  of  the  French  manner  without  at  the  same 
time  being  noisy  and  inconsequential. 

Lausanne,  December  18,  1763  ] — This  was  a  Sunday  of 
communion  :  religious  ceremonies  are  well  understood  in 
this  country.  They  are  rare,  and  on  that  account  the  more 
respected.  Old  people  indeed  complain  of  the  coldness  of 
devotion  ;  but  nevertheless  a  day  like  this  offers  an  edify- 
ing spectacle.  No  business,  no  assembly;  even  whist  is 
forbidden,  so  necessary  to  the  existence  of  a  native  of 
Lausanne. 

For  some  days  past  I  have  lost  my  lime,  and  it  was  for- 
tunate when  my  time  only  was  lost.  I  have  played  much, 
or  at  least  I  have  betted  much  among  the  circle  ;  and  after 
some  fortunate  beginnings  I  was  duly  introduced  to  whist 
and  to  piquet,  at  the  expense  of  forty  louis-d'ors.  I  then 
had  courage  to  stop  all  on  a  sudden  ;  and,  without  allowing 
myself  to  be   dazzled  by  the  vain  hopes  of  retrieving  my 
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employed  in  literary  labour.  In  the  country,  Horace 
and  Virgil,  Juvenal  and  Ovid,  were  my   assiduous 

loss,  I  have  renounced  high  play,  at  least  for  some  time. 
It  would  be  better  to  renounce  it  for  ever.  Many  incon- 
veniences result  from  it :  loss  of  time,  bad  company,  the 
continual  agitation  of  hope  and  fear,  ^vhich  sooner  or  later 
affect  the  temper,  and  undermine  the  health.  Can  a  taste 
for  study  and  reflection  associate  itself  with  one  for  gaming  ? 
I  have  moreover  been  often  led  to  remark,  that  the  pain  and 
pleasure  are  not  equal,  and  that  loss,  somehow  or  another, 
produces  more  uneasiness  than  a  similar  gain  affords  satis- 
faction. The  reason  is  evident :  our  expenditure  is  usually 
adapted  to  our  income,  and  an  unexpected  loss  leads  to  the 
privation  of  some  necessary,  or  at  least  of  some  convenience, 
upon  which  we  have  counted.  The  gain,  on  the  contrary, 
is  too  uncertain  and  precarious  to  induce  a  man  of  sense 
to  change  his  plan  of  living,  and  therefore  merely  produces 
a  transient  satisfaction.  So  much  for  wisdom  post  factum. 
If  I  had  made  these  reflections  some  days  sooner,  I  should 
have  spared  myself  some  disagreeable  things  in  relation  to 
my  father,  who  may  not  feel  disposed  to  reconcile  himself  to 
this  increase  of  expense. 

December  31.] — Let  me  cast  an  eye  upon  the  year  1763. 
Let  me  see  how  I  have  employed  that  portion  of  my  exist- 
ence which  is  never  to  return.  The  month  of  January  was 
})assed  in  the  bosom  of  my  family,  to  whom  it  was  necessary 
to  sacrifice  every  moment  immediately  previous  to  my 
departure.  During  the  journey,  however,  I  found  means 
to  read  the  letters  of  '  Busbequius,'  imperial  minister  at 
the  Porte:  they  are  as  interesting  as  instructive.  I  re- 
mained at  Paris  from  the  28th  January  to  the  9th  May, 
during  all  which  time  I  studied  nothing.  Public  amuse- 
ments occupied  me  a  great  deal ;  and  the  habit  of  dissipation, 
acquired  so  easily  in  large  towns,  would  not  allow  me  to 
profit  by  the  time  of  my  stay.  But  in  truth,  although  I 
turned  over  only  a  few  books,  an  attention  to  all  the  curi- 
ous objects  which  present  themselves  in  a  great  capital, 
and  conversation  with  some  of  the  greatest  men  of  the 
age,  have  instructed  me  in  many  things  which  I  could  not 
have  found  in  books.  The  latter  seven  or  eight  months  of 
my  life  have  been  more  tranquil.  As  soon  as  I  saw  myself 
settled  at  Lausanne,  I  undertook  a  regular  course  of  study 
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companions:    but  in  town  I  formed  and  executed  a 
plan  of  study  for  the  use  of  my  Transalpine  expedi- 

of  the  ancient  geography  of  Italy.  My  ardour  did  not  flag 
for  six  weeks,  until  the  end  of  the  month  of  June.  It  waa 
tlien  that  a  journey  to  Geneva  interrupted  my  attention ; 
that  the  abode  of  Mesery  produced  a  thousand  distractions, 
and  that  the  society  of  Saussure  completed  the  sacrifice  of 
my  time.  I  resumed  my  labour,  and  this  Journal,  in  the 
middle  of  August ;  and  from  that  time  to  the  beginning  of 
November,  I  made  the  most  of  my  time.  I  must  confess 
that  for  the  last  two  months  my  ardour  has  in  some  degree 
abated.  In  the  first  place,  during  this  course  of  study,  1 
have  read— I.  Nearly  ten  books  of  the  geography  of  Strabo 
upon  Italy  twice  over.  2.  A  part  of  the  second  book  of  the 
Natural  History  of  Pliny.  3.  The  fourth  book  of  the 
second  chapter  of  Pomponius  Mela.  4.  The  Itineraries 
of  Antoninus,  and  of  Jerusalem,  iu  regard  to  that  which 
concerns  Italy.  These  I  hare  read  with  the  Comments  of 
Wesseling,  &c.  I  have  constructed  tables  of  all  the  great 
roads  of  Italy,  reducing  the  Roman  miles  into  English  miles 
and  French  leagues,  according  to  the  calculations  of  d'An- 
ville.  5.  The  History  of  the  Great  Roads  of  the  Roman 
Empire,  by  M.  Bergier,  2  vols.  4to.  6.  Some  choice  extracts 
from  Cicero,  Livy,  Velleius  Paterculus,  Tacitus,  and  the 
two  Plinys.  The  Roma  Vetus  of  Nardini,  and  many  other 
tracts  on  the  same  subject,  which  compose  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  fourth  volume  of  the  Treasure  of  Roman  Anti- 
quities by  Greerius.  7.  The  Italia  Antiqua  of  Cluvier, 
in  2  vols,  folio.  8.  The  '  Iter '  or  Journey  of  C.  Rutilius 
Numatianus  among  the  Gauls.  9.  The  catalogues  of  Virgil. 
10.  That  of  Silius  Italicus.  II.  The  Journey  of  Horace 
to  Brundusium.  N.B.  I  have  perused  the  three  last  items 
three  times  over.  12.  Treatise  on  the  Measurement  of  the 
Itineraries  by  d'Aiiville,  and  some  Memoirs  of  the  Academy 
of  Belles  Lettres.  Secondly.  As  they  made  me  wait  at 
the  library  of  Geneva  for  Nardini,  I  felt  desirous  of  fill- 
ing up  the  interval  by  a  perusal  of  Juvenal,  a  poet  whom 
I  hitherto  only  knew  by  his  reputation  :  I  read  him  twice 
with  pleasure  and  with  care.  Third ly.  During  the  year  I 
have  read  some  journals,  mid,  among  the  jest,  the  Journal 
Etranger  since  its  commencement ;  a  volume  of  the  Nou- 
vellos  of  Bayle ;  and  the  thirty-five  first  volumes   of  the 
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tion  :  the  topography  of  old  Rome,  the  ancient  geo- 
graphy of  Italy,  and  the  science  of  medals.     1.  I  dili- 

Bibliotheque  Raisonnee.  Fourthly.  I  hare  written  a 
j^ood  deal  of  my  Recueil  Geographique  de  I'ltalie, 
Avhicli  is  already  tolerably  ample,  and  sufficiently  curious. 
Fifthly.  I  have  not  neglected  this  Journal,  which  has 
become  a  work;  214  pages  in  four  months  and  a  half;  and 
some  of  these,  the  best  filled  up,  form  a  something  consi- 
derable ;  and,  without  resting  upon  detached  observation, 
they  will  contain  some  learned  and  argumentative  disserta- 
tions. That  on  the  passage  of  Hannibal  contains  ten 
pages,  and  that  on  the  Social  War,  a  dozen.  But  these 
passages  are  too  lengthy,  and  even  the  journal  iteelf  has 
need  of  reform,  and  requires  the  retrenchment  of  pieces  which 
are  foreign  to  its  genuine  plan.  After  having  duly  reflected 
as  above,  here  follow  some  of  the  objects  which  I  regard  as 
belonging  to  it.  First.  All  my  domestic  and  private 
life,  my  amusements,  my  engagements,  even  my  rambles, 
with  all  my  reflections  that  turn  upon  subjects  which 
are  personal  as  regards  myself;  I  allow  that  all  this  is 
interesting  only  to  myself;  but  it  is  only  for  mjsclf  my 
journal  is  written.  Secondly/.  All  which  I  learn  from  ob- 
servation or  conversation  ;  but  so  that  I  record  that  only 
which  I  acquire  from  well-informed  and  veracious  persons 
in  relation  to  facts,  or  from  the  sm-all  number  of  those  who 
merit  the  title  of  great  men,  as  concerns  sentiments  and 
opinions.  Thirdly.  I  will  carefully  note  all  that  relates  to 
the  most  important  part  of  my  studies ;  how  many  hours  I 
have  worked;  how  many  pages  I  have  written  or  read,  with 
a  brief  account  of  the  subjects  on  which  they  treat. 
Fourthly.  I  should  be  sorry  to  read  without  reflecting  on 
what  I  read ;  without  recording  my  digested  judgment  on 
my  author,  or  without  sifting  with  care  their  ideas  and 
■expressions.  But  all  sorts  of  reading  do  not  equally  call 
for  this.  Some  books  may  be  run  over,  some  be  read,  and 
others  be  studied.  My  remarks  upon  those  of  the  first 
class  need  only  be  short  and  detached;  they  belong  to  my 
journal,  in  which  those  arising  out  of  the  second  class  may 
also  find  a  place,  but  only  in  proportion  as  they  p<irtako 
of  the  same  character.  Fifthly.  My  reflections  upon  the 
small  number  of  choice  authors,  as  they  will  be  meditated 
with  care,  will  naturally  be  rendered  lengthy  and  j>rofouud. 
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gently  read,  almost  always  with  a  pen  in  my  hand, 
the  elaborate  treatises  of  Nardini,  Donatus,  &c.  which 

For  these,  and  for  the  more  extended  and  original  pieces  to 
which  reading  or  meditation  may  give  rise,  I  will  form  a 
separate  repository.  In  the  meantime  I  shall  preserve  its 
connexion  with  the  journal  by  constant  references,  which 
will  mark  the  number  of  every  piece,  and  the  time  and  oc- 
casion of  its  composition.  With  these  arrangements  my 
journal  cannot  but  be  useful.  So  exact  an  account  of  my 
time  will  make  me  better  acquainted  with  its  value,  and 
will  dissipate  by  its  details  the  illusion  which  leads  us  to 
look  only  years  and  months  in  the  face,  and  to  despise 
hours  and  days.  I  say  nothing  of  the  pleasure.  It  is  a 
very  great  one  to  be  able  to  review  every  epoch  of  our 
lives,  and  to  place  ourselves  as  we  please  in  the  midst  of 
all  the  better  scenes  in  which  we  have  performed  a  part 
ourselves,  or  seen  parts  performed  by  others. 

April  6,  1764.] — 1  was  called  up  this  morning  by  Pa- 
villiard  and  Holroyd  to  stop  the  progress  of  a  vexatious 
affair  which  passed  at  the  ball  after  our  departure.  Guise, 
who  has  paid  his  court  to  mademoiselle  d'lllens  for  a  long 
time  past,  beheld  with  great  pain  that  Van  Berken,  a  Hol- 
lander, appeared  likely  to  supplant  him.  He  replied  to  the 
polite  attentions  of  his  rival  with  rudeness,  and  at  length, 
in  a  contest  for  the  hand  of  mademoiselle  d'lllens,  broke  out 
against  him  in  the  most  mal-a-propos  manner  in  the  world, 
and  treated  him  before  everybody  as  an  impertinent,  &c. 
I  learnt  from  Pavilliard  that  Van  Berken  had  sent  him  a 
message,  and  that  the  reply  of  Guise  not  having  been  sa- 
tisfactory, they  were  to  meet  at  five  o'clock  in  the  evening. 
In  despair  at  perceiving  my  friend  engaged  in  an  affair  from 
which  he  could  not  emerge  blameless,  I  ran  to  the  house  of 
M.  Crousaz,  in  which  Van  Berken  resided.  I  soon  found 
that  a  slight  explanation,  together  with  some  apology  on  the 
part  of  Guise,  would  disarm  him ;  and  I  proceeded  to  the 
latter  with  Holroyd,  to  induce  him  to  give  it.  We  have 
made  him  comprehend  that  the  confession  of  a  positive 
fault  can  never  injure  honour,  and  that  his  behaviour  to 
the  ladies,  as  well  as  to  Van  Berken,  was  without  excuse. 
I  dictated  for  him  a  suitable  billet,  but  without  the  least 
improper  humility,  which  I  carried  to  the  Hollander.  He 
gave  up  his  intention  on  the  spat,  wrote  a  polite  reply,  and 
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fill  the  fourth  volume  of  the  Roman  Antiquities  of 
Graevius.  2,  I  next  undertook  and  finished  the  Italia 
Antiqua  of  Cluverius,  a  learned  native  of  Prussia, 
who  had  measured  on  foot  every  spot,  and  has  com- 
piled and  digested  every  passage  of  the  ancient  writers 
These  passages  in  Greek  or  Latin  authors  I  perused 
in  the  text  of  Cluverius,  in  two  folio  volumes  :  but  I 
separately  read  the  descriptions  of  Italy  by  Strabo, 
Pliny,  and  Pomponius  IMela,  the  catalogues  of  the 
Epic  poets,  the  Itineraries  of  Wesseling's  Antoninus, 
and  the  coasting  voyage  of  Rutilius  Nuraatianus ;  and 
I  studied  two  kindred  subjects  in  the  JMesures  Iten6- 
raires  of  d'Anville,  and  the  copious  work  of  Bergier, 
Ilistoire  des  grands  chemins  de  I'Empire  Romain 
From  these  materials  I  formed  a  table  of  roads  and 
distances  reduced  to  our  English  measure ;  filled  a 
folio  common-place  book  with  my  collections  and  re- 
marks on  the  geography  of  Italy ;  and  inserted  in  my 
journal  many  long  and  learned  notes  on  the  insulae 
and  populousness  of  Rome,  the  social  war,  the  passage 
of  the  Alps  by  Hannibal,  &c.  3.  After  glancing  my 
eye  over  Addison's  agreeable  dialogues,  I  more  seri- 

thanked  me  a  tliousand  times  for  the  part  which  I  had  per- 
formed. In  truth,  this  gentleman  was  not  difficult.  After 
dinner  I  saw  our  ladies,  to  whom  I  also  bore  an  apology. 
The  mother  will  take  no  further  notice  of  it  to  Guise,  but 
mademoiselle  d'lUens  is  inconsolable  at  the  blame  which 
by  this  affair  she  may  incur  from  the  world.  This  negocia- 
tion  has  taken  me  up  the  whole  day,  but  I  could  not  better 
employ  a  day  than  in  saving  the  lives,  possibly,  of  two 
persons,  and  in  preserving  the  reputation  of  a  friend.  As 
to  the  rest,  I  have  seen  something  more  of  character.  Guise 
is  brave,  sincere,  and  sensible,  but  of  an  impetuosity  which 
is  only  the  more  dangerous  for  being  suppressed  on  ordinary 
occasions.  C*****  is  inconsequential  as  a  child.  De 
Salis  exhibiting  an  indifference  which  springs  more  from 
a  deficiency  of  feeling  than  from  asi  excess  of  reason.  I 
have  conceived  a  sincere  friendship  for  Holroyd.  He  pos- 
sesses great  good  sense  and  honourable  oentiments,  with  a 
heart  the  beat  disposed  in  the  world. 
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ously  read  the  great  work  of  Ezechiel  Spanheira,  de 
Praestantia  et  Usu  Numismatum,  and  applied  with 
him  the  medals  of  the  kings  and  emperors,  the 
families  and  colonies,  to  the  illustration  of  ancient 
history.  And  thus  was  I  armed  for  my  Italian 
journey.* 

*  Journal,  Lausanne,  Avril  17,  1764.] — Guise  et  moi, 
nous  avons  donne  un  diner  excellent  et  beaucoup  de  vin  i. 
Dupleix,  et  a  beaucoup  d'autres.  Apres  diner  nous  sommes 
cchappes  pour  faire  quelques  visites  aux  Grands,  aux 
Seigneux,  et  aux  d'lllens.  Je  pars  avcc  quelques  regrets  : 
cependant  un  peu  de  yin,  et  une  gaiet6  dont  je  ne  pouvois 
rendre  raison,  m'ont  rendu  d'une  etourderie  sans  pareille, 
vis-a-vis  de  ces  petites.  Je  leur  ai  dit  cent  folies,  et  nous 
nous  sommes  embrasses  en  riant.  Misery  nous  a  donnfe  un 
tres  beau  souper  avec  une  partie  de  la  compagne  du  matin, 
augmentee  du  Bourgeois  et  de  Pavilliard.  Ce  souper,  les 
adieux,  sur  tout  a  Pavilliard,  que  j'aime  v6ritablement,  et 
ics  pr^paratifs  du  depart,  m'ont  occupe  jusqu*^  deux  heures 
du  matin. 

Je  quitte  Lausanne  avec  moins  de  regret  que  la  premidre 
fois.  Je  n'y  laisse  plus  que  des  connoissances.  C'^toit  la 
mattresse  et  I'ami  dont  je  pleurois  la  perte.  D'ailleurs  jq 
voyois  Lausanne  avec  les  yeux  encore  novices  d'un  jeune 
homme,  qui  lui  devoit  la  partie  raisonnable  de  son  exist- 
ence, et  qui  jugeoit  sans  objets  de  comparaison.  Au- 
jourdhui  j'y  vois  une  ville  mal  bStie,  au  milieu  d'un  pays 
delicieux,  qui  jouit  de  la  paix  et  du  repos,  et  qui  les  prend 
pour  la  liberte.  Un  peuple  nombreux  et  bien  eleve,  qui 
aime  la  soci^tfe,  qui  y  est  propre,  et  qui  admet  avec  plaisir 
les  etrangers  dans  ses  colteries,  qui  seroient  bien  plus 
agreables  si  la  conversation  n'avoit  pas  ced^  la  place  au 
jeu.  Les  femmes  sont  jolies,  et  malgre  leur  grande  liberty, 
elles  sont  ires  sages.  Tout  au  plus  peuvent-elles  ^tre  un 
peu  complaisantes,  dans  I'idee  honnete,  mais  incertaine, 
de  prendre  un  etranger  dans  leur  filets.  La  maison  de  M. 
de  Mesery  est  charmante ;  le  caractere  franc  et  g^n^reux 
du  mari,  les  agremens  de  la  femme,  une  situation  deli- 
ciouse,  un  chere  excellente,  la  compagnie  de  ses  compa- 
triotes,  et  une  liberte  parfaite,  font  aimer  ce  sejour  a  tout 
Auglois.     Que  je  voudrois  en  trouver  un  semblable  k  Lon- 
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T  shall  advance  witli  rapid  brevity  in  the  narrative 
of  this  tour,  in  which  somewhat  more  than  a  year 

dies  I     J'y  regrette  encore  Holroyd,   mais  il  nous  suit  do 
pies. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  Lausanne,  April  17,  1764.] — Guise  and  I  gave 
an  excellent  dinner,  with  plenty  of  wine,  to  Dupleix  and 
several  others.  After  dinner  we  stole  off  to  pay  some  visits 
to  the  Grands,  the  Seigneux,  and  the  d'lHens.  My  dej)ar- 
ture  excites  regret  in  many  places  ;  in  the  meantime,  a  little 
wine  and  a  degree  of  exhilaration,  for  which  1  cannot  alto- 
gether account,  induced  me  to  play  the  fool  to  a  miracle 
before  those  young  ladies,  I  said  a  thousand  silly  things  to 
them,  and  we  embraced  on  taking  leave  amidst  smiles  and 
laughter.  Misery  gave  us  a  very  good  supper,  with  a  part 
of  the  company  of  the  morning,  increased  by  Bourgeois  and 
Pavilliard.  This  supper,  the  various  adieus,  and  above 
all  that  of  Pavilliard,  whom  I  truly  regard,  together  with 
the  preparations  for  my  departure,  occupied  me  until  two 
in  the  morning. 

I  quit  Lausanne  with  less  regret  than  I  did  the  first  time. 
I  now  leave  only  acquaintances.  It  was  the  mistress  and 
the  friend  whom  I  before  deplored.  Moreover,  I  then 
beheld  Lausanne  with  the  inexperienced  eyes  of  a  young 
man,  who  had  scarcely  reached  the  reasonable  period  of 
his  existence,  and  who  judged  without  the  means  cf  com- 
parison. At  present,  I  perceive  an  ill-built  town  in  the 
midst  of  a  beautiful  country,  enjoying  peace  and  tran- 
quillity, which  its  inhabitants  mistake  for  liberty.  An 
agreeable  and  well  educated  people,  who  love  society,  which 
is  very  good  here,  and  who  admit  foreigners  with  pleasure 
into  their  coteries,  which  would  be  much  more  pleasant  if 
conversation  did  not  give  place  to  gaming.  The  women 
are  handsome,  and,  notwithstanding  the  great  liberty  allowed 
them,  very  discreet.  Possibly  a  little  of  their  freedom  may 
originate  in  the  reasonable  but  uncertain  idea  of  occasion- 
ally securing  a  foreign  husband.  The  house  of  M.  Mesery 
is  delightful ;  the  frank  and  generous  character  of  the  hus- 
band, the  graces  of  the  wife,  a  charming  situation,  excel- 
lent cheer,  the  company  of  their  countrymen,  and  perfect 
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(April  1/64 — May  1765)  was  agreeably  employed. 
Content  with  tracing  my  line  of  march,  and  slightly 
touching  on  my  personal  feelings,  T  shall  waive  the 
minute  investigation  of  the  scenes  which  have  been 
viewed  by  thousands,  and  described  by  hundreds,  of 
our  modern  ti*avellers.  Rome  is  the  great  object  of 
our  pilgrimage ;  and  first,  the  journey  ;  second,  the 
residence  ;  and  third,  the  return  ;  will  form  the  most 
proper  and  perspicuous  division.  1.  I  climbed  Mount 
Cenis,  and  descended  into  the  plain  of  Piedmont,  not 
on  the  back  of  an  elephant,  but  on  a  light  osier  seat, 
in  the  hands  of  the  dextrous  and  intrepid  chairmen 
of  the  Alps.  The  architecture  and  government  of 
Turin*  presented  the  same  aspect  of  tame  and  tire- 

Uberty,  make  this  abode  delightful  to  all  the  English.  How 
I  wish  I  could  find  such  another  in  London.  1  regret 
leavinjc  Holroyd,  but  he  will  soon  follow. 

•  Turin,  Mai  10,  1764.] — ^Nous  avons  ete  presentes  aux 
princesses,  et  au  due  de  Chablais.  C'etoit  tour  ce  qui  nous 
restoit  de  la  famille  royale  que  nous  avions  envie  de  voir, 
il  y  a  trois  princesses  qui  ont  bien  I'air  de  ne  jamais  changer 
d'etat,  ii'aineo,  la  princesse  de  Savoye,  a  un  petit  visage 
arrondi  qui  peul  avoir  ete  joli.  Louise  el  Felicite  sont  un 
peu  p&les  et  maigres,  mais  ce  sont  bien  les  meillures  filles 
du  monde.  Le  due  de  Chablais  est  grand,  bien  fait,  et  un 
peu  noiratre,  II  n'a  pas  un  air  aussi  prevenant  que  le  due 
de  Savoye;  mnlgre  sa  grande  jeunesse,  et  la  g^ne  oil  Ton 
le  tient,  il  paroit  plus  libre,  et  plus  forme.  C'est  le  favori 
du  pere,  qui  est  aussi  prodigue  a  son  egard,  qu'il  est  avare 
pour  le  pauvre  due  de  Savoye,  qui  est  oblige  de  prendre  sur 
son  n^cessaire,  et  sur  les  revenus  de  sa  femtne,  les  sommes 
qu'il  employe  a  des  oeuvres  de  charite,  et  de  gen^rosite, 
surtout  a  regard  des  officiers, 

Turin,  Mai  11,  1764.] — 11  faut  dire  deux  mots  de  Turin, 
et  du  souverain  qui  y  regne.  Quand  on  voit  les  accroisse- 
mens  lents  et  successifs  de  la  maison  de  Savoye  pendant 
huit  cens  ans,  il  faut  convenir  que  sa  grandeur  est  plutot 
I'ouvrage  dc  la  prudence  que  de  la  forti  ne.  Elle  se  soutient, 
comme  elle  s'est  forme,  [)ar  la  sagesse,  I'ordre,  et  I'eco- 
nomie.     Avec  la  plus  mauvaise  parliedes  Alpes,  une  plaine 
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some  uniformity ;  but  the  court  was  regulated  with 
decent  and  splendid  economy  ;  and  I  was  introduced 

fertile,  mois  assez  resserr^e,  et  une  meohante  ile,  qui  lui 
rapporte,  dirai-je,  ou  qui  hii  coute  une  rentaine  de  niille 
livres,  le  roi  de  Sardaigne  s'est  mis  au  rang  des  puissances. 
II  a  des  places  fortes,  une  arm^e  qu'il  a  poussee  jusqu'^ 
50,000  homines,  et  une  cour  nombreuse  et  brillante.  On 
voil  dans  chaque  departement  un  esprit  d'activit^,  mod6r6 
par  I'economie  qui  cherche  k  tirer  parti  de  ses  avantages, 
ou  k  les  faire  naitre.  Sciences,  arts,  batimens,  manufac- 
tures, tout  s'en  ressent.  II  n'y  a  pas  jusqu'  a  la  navigation 
qui  soit  n^glig^e.  Le  roi  pense  a  faire  construire  un  beau 
port  a  Nice,  et  il  a  appelle  d'Angleterre  notre  capitaine 
Atkins,  pour  I'employer  dans  sa  marine  naissante,  qui 
n'est  encore  compos^e  que  d'un  vaisseau  de  cinquante 
canons,  et  une  frigate  de  trente.  Tous  le  deux  sont  des 
prises  Espagnoles,  achet^es  des  Anglois.  La  frigate  est 
la  fameuse  Hermione. 

Genes,  Mai  22,  1764.] — Nous  sommes  arrives  k  Gi^nes 
vers  les  huit  heures  et  demie  du  matin.  Notre  chemin 
n'^toit  proprcment  que  le  lit  d'un  grand  torrent ;  mais  les 
coteaux  nous  ofFroient  le  spectacle  tres  riant  d'un  noni- 
bre  de  maisons  de  campagne  tr^s  propres,  et  ornees 
d'une  belle  architecture  en  peinture.  Le  coup  d'ceil  de 
Genes  et  de  son  port  m'a  paru  tr^s  beau.  Apres  dtn6  nous 
avons  fait  une  visite  a  madame  Mac  Carthy,  qui  voyage 
avec  son  fils,  et  aux  Celesia,  que  j'avois  beaucoup  connus 
en  Angleterre.  Je  n'ai  trouve  que  la  femme  qui  m'a  re^u 
avec  beaucoup  d'amitie.  Je  dois  y  diner  demain,  et  leur 
presenter  Guise.  Madame  Celesia  est  ties  aimable,  son 
caract^re  est  doux,  elle  a  beaucouj)  d'esprit,  et  d'imagina- 
tion.  II  me  paroft  que  I'age  et  Tusage  du  monde  I'ont 
gu6ri  d'un  tour  un  peu  romanesque  qu'elle  avoit  autrefois. 
J'ai  touj>  urs  eu  pour  elle  I'estime  et  la  compassion  qu'elle 
mtritoit,  et  qui  font  toujours  naitre  une  amitie  qui  tient  de 
la  tendressc.  Elle  est  fille  du  poete  Mallet ;  la  tyrannie  de 
sa  belle-mere  Tavoit  jett6  entre  les  bras  de  M.  Celesia, 
alors  envoye  de  Gdnes  en  Angleterre,  qui  I'a  epoussee,  it 
qui  la  mena  bient6t  apr^s  en  sa  patrie.  Elle  se  dit  fort 
iieureuse  ;  mais  elle  avoue  qu'elle  rcgrette  toujours  I'An- 
gleterre. 

23.1— Nous  avons  dtn^  chez  Celesia.     lis  m'ont  combl6 
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to  bis  Sardinian  majesty  Charles  Emanuel,  who,  after 
the   incomparable    Frederic,     held   the   second   rank 

f\e  polltesses,  et  m^me  d'amiti^s  ;  car  je  dois  prendre  pour 
moi  tout  ce  qu'ils  ont  fait  pour  Guise.  J'ai  beaucoup  cause 
avec  Celesia  sur  les  affaires  du  pays,  et  surtout  sur  le  sou- 
levemcnt  de  Genes  en  1746,  et  sur  les  revoltes  de  Corse. 
Voici  quelques  circonstances  que  j'en  ai  appris.  Int.  Lors- 
que  le  peuple  a  fait  cet  effort,  digne  des  Romains,  il  a  form6 
nn  conseil  qu'on  appelloit  Assembiee  du  Peuple,  qui  a  con- 
tinm'  pendant  pres  d^une  annee ;  qu'il  y  avoit  dans  I'etat 
deux  chefs  independans.  Le  senat  regissoit  comme  k  I'or- 
dinaire  toutes  les  affaires  et  ^trangeres,  il  abandonnoit  k  cette 
assembiee  tout  I'int^rieur  de  la  republique.  Elle  demeuroit 
chargee  du  soin  de  la  liberie,  rendoit  ses  ordonnances  sous 
peine  de  la  vie,  et  tenoit  son  bourreau  assis  sur  les  degres 
d'une  eglise,  et  pres  d'une  polence  pour  les  faire  executer. 
Ce  qu'il  y  a  de  plus  singulier,  e'est  que  le  peuple  qui  avoit 
pris  ce  gout  de  I'autorite  supreme,  se  degouta  bientot  de 
ses  propres  chefs,  laissa  tomber  peu-^-peu  son  assembiee, 
et  rendit  les  renes  du  gouvernement  a  la  noblesse,  sans  dis- 
pute, et  sans  conditions.  2^^.  Si  les  Genois  ont  irrit^  les 
Corses,  ils  ont  tach6  depuis  de  les  ramener.  11  y  a  quatre 
ans  qu'on  fit  passer  dans  I'ile  une  deputation  illustre,  munie 
de  pleins  pouvoirs  d'accorder  aux  rebelles  tout  ce  qu'ils 
demanderoient.  Ce  fut  sans  effet.  Ces  esprits  ind^pen- 
<Ians,  nes  dans  la  revoke,  et  qui  se  souviennent  k  peine 
qu'ils  ont  ^te  sujets  des  Genois,  n'ont  ecoutd  que  les  con- 
seils  violens  de  Paoli,  qui  seul  sait  gouverner  ce  peuple 
indocile.  Ce  chef  fameux,  dont  les  moeurs  sont  encore  un 
peu  f^roces,  egale  par  ses  talens  naturels  les  grands  hommes 
de  I'antiquit^.  M.  Celesia  ne  pouvoit  le  comparer  qu'a 
Cromwell.  Comme  lui,  I'ambition  lui  tient  lieu  des  richesses, 
qu'il  m^prise,  et  des  plaisirs  dont  il  ignore  I'usage ;  comme  lui 
dicfateur  perpetuel  d'une  republique  naissante,  ilsait  la  gou- 
verner par  une  fant6me  de  senat,  dont  il  est  le  raaitre ;  comme 
lui,  il  a  su  remplir  ses  troupes  d'un  fanatisme  religieux  qui 
les  rend  inyincibles.  Les  cures  de  I'tle  lui  sont  des  instru- 
mens  tres  utiles  ;  mais  enfin  son  addresse  est  d'autant  plus 
singuli^re,  que  la  religion  n'a  ^t^  ni  le  motif,  ni  le  pr^- 
texte  de  la  r^volte.  La  partie  la  plus  saine  du  sdnat  est 
lasse  d'une  guerre  qui  ne  lui  a  valu  que  des  depenses  im- 
menses,  et  des  disgraces.     Elle  n'y  conserve  plus  que  les 
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(proxiraus  longo  tamen  intervallo)  among  the  kings 
of  Europe.     The  size  and  populousness  of  Milan 

places  maritimes,  dont  le  territoire  est  souvent  born^  par  le 
g^lacis  des  fortifications.  On  abandonneroit  avee  plaisir  les 
Corses  k  eux-m^mes,  si  on  ne  craignoit  pas  le  roi  de  Sar- 
daigne.  11  est  tr^s  sur  que  la  cour  de  Vienne  auroit 
souhait^  d'acquerir  I'tle  pour  le  grand  due  de  Toscane,  et 
que  le  march^  auroit  peut-etre  eu  lieu,  sans  la  jalousie  de 
France. 

Juin  3.] — J'ai  passd  la  matinee  enti^re  h.  la  maison. 
Heureux  niomens  de  repos,  dont  on  ne  sent  le  prix,  que 
lorsqu'on  a  vecu  dans  le  tourbillon.  J'ai  achev^  I'histoire 
des  revolutions  de  G^nes.  Le  style  n'est  pas  mauvais,  sans 
Hre  celui  de  Vertot ;  I'ordonnance  est  claire,  sans  6tre 
habile.  II  est  si  peu  d'abbreviateurs  a  qui  Velleius  Pater- 
culus  ait  legue  son  secret,  celui  de  prendre  toujours  par 
grandes  masses.  Mais  dans  une  histoire  politique  j'aurois 
voulu  des  idees  plus  exactes  de  la  constitution  de  G6nes,  de 
ses  loix,  et  de  ses  moeurs. 

Nous  avons  dine  chez  Celesia  qui  est  toujours  malade. 
A  huit  heures  du  soir  son  beau-pere  nous  a  pr^sente  au 
doge  Brignoletti.  C'est  un  vieillard  assez  gros,  qui  a  I'air 
peu  spirituel.  II  sait  un  peu  de  Francois,  mais  il  ne  nous 
a  gueres  parle  qu'Italien.  11  nous  a  poliment  re9U,  mais 
avec  un  melange  de  dignite  qui  convenoit  assez  avec  sa 
s^renit^.  Cette  sercnite  refoit  5000  livres  par  an,  et  en 
depense  au  moins  25,000  pour  avoir  le  plaisir  de  demeurer 
dans  une  tres  vilaine  maison,  dont  il  ne  pent  soi'tir  sans  une 
permission  du  sdnat,  d'jStre  vHu  de  rouge  depuis  les  pieds 
jusqu'a  la  t^te,  et  d'avoir  douze  pages  de  60  ans,  habill^s  k 
I'Espagnole. 

Castel  St  Giovanni,  Juin  12.] — Nous  sommes  partis  de 
Genes  de  tres  grand  matin.  Nous  esp^rions  de  pousser 
jusqu'a  Plaisance,  mais  les  mauvais  chemins,  et  les  chi- 
canes qui  nous  ont  arr^t^s  presqu'a  chaque  poste,  nous  ont 
oblige  de  nous  reposer  k  neuf  heures  du  soir  a  castel  St 
Giovanni,  petit  bourg,  dans  le  territoire  de  Plaisance,  a 
deux  postes  de  la  capitale,  et  k  onze  et  demie  de  Genes. 
Je  ne  connois  rien  de  plus  desagreable,  et  de  plus  rude  que 
le  passage  de  la  Bouquette,  et  meme  que  tout  le  chemin  de 
G^nes  a  Novi,  oft  commence  la  plaine  de  Lonibarilic.  Le 
roi  de  Sardaigne,  par  une  attention  sans  rel^chc  Ti  profiler 
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could  not  surprise  an  inhabitant  of  London  ;  but  the 
fancy  is  amused  by  a  visit  to  tiie  Boromean  Islands, 

des  plus  petites  acquisitions,  a  reduit  enfin  leg  Genois  k 
Icuis  montagnes  nues  et  st^riles,  dont  ce  peuple,  tout 
iiuhistrieux  qu'il  est,  peut  k  peine  tirer  le  moindre  avantage. 
En  passant  ]a  Bouquette  j'ai  consid^re  ce  d^fil^  ^troit, 
borde  de  precipices,  et  domine  par  des  rochers  escarpes. 
J'ai  bien  compris  que  sans  la  politique  tiniide  du  senat,  et 
I'ignorance  dans  laquelle  les  paysans  ^toient  encore  du 
soulevenient  de  Genes,  le  marechal  Botta  y  auroit  laiss6 
ses  troupes,  et  sa  liberte,  ou  sa  vie. 

Parme,  Juin  14.] — Vers  I'an  1747  des  ouvriers  que  tra- 
vailloient  a  Villora  dans  les  montagnes  du  Parmesan, 
dfHerrerent  une  grande  table  de  bronze.  On  continua  Jl 
faire  des  recherches,  et  peu  a  peu  Ton  parvint  k  decouvrir 
les  mines  d'une  ville  qui  ne  peut-^tre  que  I'ancienne  Veleia, 
silu^e  dans  ces  quartiers,  et  qui  doit  avoir  ^t^  ecrasee  sous 
la  chute  d'une  niontagne.  Ces  decombres  se  trouvoient  quel- 
quefois  a  tleur  de  terre,  et  quelquefois  a  une  assez  grande 
profondeur.  Je  ne  pense  pas  qu'on  ait  trouv6  de  maison 
complette,  ni  meme  des  vestiges  d'aucun  Edifice  public, 
quoique  Veleia  ait  du  en  avoir,  quand  ce  ne  seroit  que  des 
lemples.  Mais  sur  la  situation  des  murs.  Ton  a  dresse  une 
espece  de  carte  Veleia,  qui  paroft  avoir  did  grande.  On  y 
a  trouve  beaucoup  de  statues,  de  lanipes,  et  d'autres  anti- 
quites.  Le  due  y  entretient  toujours  un  directeur  des 
travaux,  avec  une  quarantaine  d'ouvriers,  et  a  mesure 
qu'on  a  epuise  un  endroit,  on  le  comble  de  terre.  Voilsl 
tout  ce  que  j'en  ai  pu  apprendre,  graces  a  un  niauvais  air 
de  mystere  que  la  cour  alfecte  d'y  mettre.  Elle  compte  un 
jour,  quand  on  aura  tout  trouve,  de  rendre  compte  au 
public  de  ses  decouvertes,  et  veut  ^tre  la  premiere  a  la 
rendre.  On  vous  permit  k  peine  de  regarder  attentivement, 
et  jamais  de  rien  copier. 

[translation.] 

Turin,  May  10,  1764.] — We  have  been  presented  to  the 
princesses  and  the  duke  of  Chablais,  being  all  of  the  royal 
family  whom  we  wished  to  see.  There  are  three  prin- 
cesses, who  have  much  the  air  of  never  changing  their  con- 
dition.    The   eldest,    the  princess  of  Savoy,  has  a  small 
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an  enchanted  palace,  a  work  of  the  fairies  in  the  midst 
of  a  lake  encompassed  with  mountains,  and  far  re- 
round  face,  which  may  have  been  pretty.  Louisa  and  Feli- 
cia are  somewhat  pale  and  thin,  but  are  deemed  the  best 
girls  in  the  world.  The  duke  of  Chablais  is  tall,  well-made, 
and  a  little  swarthy :  he  has  not  so  forbidding  an  air  as  the 
duke  of  Savoy ;  and  notwithstanding  his  great  youth,  and 
the  constraint  in  which  he  is  held,  he  appears  more  free 
and  more  graceful.  He  is  the  favourite  of  his  father,  who 
is  as  lavish  in  regard  to  him  as  niggardly  to  the  poor  duke 
of  Savoy,  who  is  obliged  to  raise  on  his  allowance,  and  on 
the  fortune  of  his  wife,  the  sums  which  he  bestows  in 
works  of  charity  and  generosity,  and,  above  all,  upon  offi- 
cers of  the  army. 

Turin,  May  11,  176-1.] — I  must  say  two  words  regarding 
Turin,  and  the  sovereign  who  reigns  there.  When  we 
regard  the  slow  and  successive  accessions  of  the  House  of 
Savoy  during  eight  hundred  years,  it  must  be  admitted  that 
its  grandeur  has  been  rather  the  work  of  prudence  than  of 
fortune.  It  supports  itself  in  the  same  spirit  as  it  has  been 
created — by  wisdom,  order,  and  economy.  With  the  worst 
portion  of  the  Alps,  a  plain  fertile  but  very  contracted,  and  a 
miserable  island,  which  annually  produces — shall  I  say  1  or 
costs  1 — him  100,000  livres,  the  king  of  Sardinia  has  obtained 
a  place  among  the  powers  of  Euro])e.  He  jwssesses  strong 
places,  an  army  which  he  has  extended  to  50,000  men,  and 
a  numerous  and  brilliant  court.  In  every  department  a 
spirit  of  activity  is  visible,  regulated  by  an  order  which 
seeks  both  to  make  the  most  of  advantageous  circumstances, 
and  to  create  them.  Science,  arts,  buildings,  manufac- 
tures, all  are  attended  to;  even  navigation  is  not  neglected. 
The  king  intends  to  make  a  fine  port  of  Nice,  and  has 
invited  an  English  captain,  Atkins,  to  employ  himself  in  his 
growing  marine,  which  at  present  consists  only  of  a  vessel 
of  50  guns,  and  a  frigate  of  thirty.  Both  of  them  are 
Spanish  prizes  purchased  from  the  English.  The  frigate 
is  the  famous  Hermione. 

Genoa,  May  22,  1764.] — We  arrived  at  Genoa  at  half- 
past  eight  in  the  morning.  Our  road  was  properly  the  bed 
of  a  great  torrent ;  but  the  hills  around  offered  us  the 
pleasing  spectacle  of  a  number  of  country  houses,  very  well 
formed,  and  ornamented  with  fine  architecture  and  painting. 
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moved  from  the  haunts  of  men.  I  was  less  amused 
by  the  marble  palaces  of  Genoa  than  by  the  recent 

The  coup  d'ceil  of  Genoa  and  its  port  appeared  to  me  to  be 
very  fine.  After  dinner  we  paid  a  visit  to  Mrs  Mac  Carliy, 
who  is  travelling  with  her  son,  and  to  Celesia,  with  whom 
I  had  become  well  acquainted  in  London.  I  found  his  wife 
only  at  home,  who  received  me  in  a  very  friendly  manner. 
I  am  to  dine  there  tomorrow,  and  to  introduce  Guise. 
Madame  Celesia  is  very  amiable ;  her  character  is  gentle, 
and  she  possesses  much  wit  and  imagination.  It  seems  to 
me,  that  increasing  years  and  a  knowledge  of  the  world 
have  cured  her  of  the  slightly  romantic  turn  in  which  she 
formerly  indulged.  I  have  always  felt  for  her  the  esteem 
and  compassion  which  she  merits,  and  liave  experienced 
for  her  a  friendship  which  borders  upon  tenderness.  She 
is  the  daughter  of  the  poet  Mallet,  and  was  driven  by  the 
tyranny  of  her  mother-in-law  into  the  arms  of  M.  Celesia, 
envoy  from  Genoa  to  England,  who  married  her,  and  soon 
after  took  her  to  his  own  country.  She  says  that  she  is 
very  happy,  but  that  she  shall  aways  regret  England. 

May  23.] — We  dined  with  the  Celesias,  who  loaded  me 
with  proofs  of  attention,  and  even  of  friendship  ;  for  I  deem 
all  that  is  done  for  Guise  as  a  favour  to  myself.  I  dis- 
coursed a  good  deal  with  Celesia  upon  the  affairs  of  the 
country,  and,  above  all,  upon  the  insurrection  at  Genoa  in 
1746,  and  upon  the  revolts  in  Corsica.  Here  follow  some 
of  the  circumstances  which  have  been  told  me :  1st.  When 
the  people  made  this  effort,  which  was  worthy  of  the  Ro- 
mans, they  formed  a  council,  called  the  Assembly  of  the 
People,  which  continued  for  nearly  a  year:  there  were  two 
independent  departments  in  the  state.  The  senate  regu- 
lated as  usual  all  foreign  affairs,  and  abandoned  to  this 
assembly  the  domestic  government.  The  latter  remained 
charged  with  the  guardianship  of  liberty,  gave  its  orders 
under  pain  of  death,  and  retained  an  executioner,  who  took 
his  station  on  the  steps  of  a  church,  near  a  gibbet,  which 
enabled  him  promptly  to  obey  orders.  The  most  singular 
affair  is,  that  the  people,  who  manifested  such  a  taste  for 
the  supreme  authority,  soon  became  disgusted  with  its  own 
leaders,  and  by  degrees  allowed  its  assembly  to  decay,  and 
restored  the  reins  of  government  to  the  nobility  without  dis- 
pute and  without  conditions.     2d!y.  If  the  Genoese  have 
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memorials  of  her  deliverance   (in  December  1746) 
from  the  Austrian  tyranny;    and  I  took  a  military 

irritated  the  Corsicans,  they  have  since  endeavoured  to  re- 
concile them.  Four  years  ago  they  dispatched  an  illustri- 
ous deputation,  furnished  with  full  povi^ers  to  grant  the  in- 
surgents all  which  they  might  demand.  This  was  fruitless. 
The  independent  spirits  born  during  the  revolt,  and  scarcely 
remembering  that  they  had  ever  been  subjects  of  Genoa, 
listened  only  to  the  violent  counsels  of  Paoli,  who  alone 
knew  how  to  govern  this  unruly  people.  This  famous 
chief,  whose  manners  are  still  a  little  ferocious,  equals  by 
his  natural  talents  the  great  men  of  antiquity.  M.  Celesia 
can  only  compare  him  with  Cromwell.  Like  Cromwell,  am- 
bition takes  the  precedence  in  his  regard  of  riche?,  which 
he  despises,  and  of  pleasures,  to  which  he  has  never  been 
accustomed  ;  like  him,  the  perpetual  dictator  of  a  new-born 
republic,  he  knows  how  to  govern  it  by  the  shadow  of  a 
senate,  of  which  he  is  the  master;  and  like  him,  he  knows 
how  to  inspire  his  troops  with  a  religious  fanaticism,  which 
renders  them  invincible.  The  cures  of  the  island  are  very 
useful  instruments  to  him ;  and  his  address  in  this  respect 
is  the  more  singular,  as  religion  has  neither  been  the  mo- 
tive nor  the  pretext  for  the  revolt.  The  most  considerate 
part  of  the  Genoese  senate  is  weary  of  a  war  which  has 
cost  great  sacrifices  and  degradation.  It  preserves  only  the 
maritime  places,  the  territory  of  which  is  often  bounded  by 
their  lines  of  fortification  ;  and  it  would  abandon  with  plea- 
sure the  Corsicans  to  themselves,  if  it  did  not  fear  the  king 
of  Sardinia.  It  is  certain  that  the  court  of  Vienna  has 
manifested  a  desire  to  acquire  the  island  for  the  grand  duke 
of  Tuscany,  and  possibly,  but  for  the  jealousy  of  France, 
might  have  obtained  it. 

June  3.] — I  have  passed  the  whole  morning  at  home. 
Happy  moments  of  repose,  of  which  we  feel  not  the  value 
until  we  have  lived  in  a  crowd !  I  have  purchased  the  His- 
tory of  the  Revolutions  of  Genoa.  The  style  is  not  bad, 
without  being  that  of  Vertot;  and  the  order  is  clear,  with- 
out being  able.  There  are  very  few  abbreviators  to  whom 
Velleius  Paterculus  has  bequeathed  his  secret  of  exhibiting 
his  subject  in  grand  masses.  But  in  a  political  history  I 
ought  to  be  anxious  for  the  most  accurate  ideas  of  the  con- 
stitution of  Genoa,  of  its  laws,  and  its  manners. 
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survey  of  every  scene  of  action  within  tlie  inclosure 
of  her  double  walls.  My  steps  were  detained  at  Parma 

We  dined  with  Celesia,  who  is  always  ill.  At  eight  o'clock 
in  the  evening  his  father-in-law  presented  us  to  the  doge, 
Brignoletti.  He  is  an  old  man,  very  fat,  with  not  the  most 
intellectual  air  in  the  world.  He  knows  a  little  French, 
but  he  spoke  to  us  chiefly  in  Italian.  He  received  us 
politely,  but  with  a  mixture  of  dignity  which  was  in  tole- 
rable accordance  with  his  serenity.  His  serenityship  re- 
ceives 5000  livres,  and  expends  at  least  25,000,  for  the 
pleasure  of  residing  in  a  wretched  house,  out  of  which  he 
cannot  move  without  the  permission  of  the  senate,  of  being 
clothed  with  scarlet  from  head  to  foot,  and  of  being  waited 
upon  by  twelve  pages  of  sixty  years  of  age,  habited  in  Span- 
ish liveries. 

Castle  of  St  John,  June  12.] — We  quitted  Genoa  early 
in  the  morning.  We  were  anxious  to  reach  Plaisance  ;  but 
the  bad  roads,  and  the  chicanery  which  awaited  us  at  every 
stage,  obliged  us  to  put  up  at  nine  o'clock  at  the  castle  of 
St  John,  a  small  town  in  the  territory  of  Plaisance,  two 
stages  from  the  capital,  and  eleven  and  a  half  from  Genoa. 
I  am  not  aware  of  anything  more  disagreeable  and  more 
incommodious  than  the  passage  of  the  Bouquette,  and  in- 
deed of  all  the  road  from  Genoa  to  Novi,  where  the  plain  of 
Lombardy  commences.  The  king  of  Sardinia,  by  his  unre- 
mitted attention  to  profit  by  the  most  trifling  acquisitions, 
has  finally  reduced  the  Genoese  to  the  simple  possession  of 
their  naked  and  sterile  mountains,  from  which  even  this 
people,  industrious  as  they  are,  can  scarcely  derive  the 
least  advantage.  In  passing  the  Bouquette  I  made  myself 
acquainted  with  this  narrow  defile,  bordered  with  preci- 
pices and  commanded  by  steep  rocks.  Notwithstanding  the 
political  timidity  of  the  senate,  and  the  ignorance  of  the 
peasantry  of  the  rising  in  Genoa,  I  have  been  at  no  loss  to 
comprehend  how  marshal  Botta  might  have  lost  there  his 
troops,  his  liberty,  or  his  life. 

Parma,  June  14.] — About  the  year  1747  some  workmen, 
who  laboured  in  the  mountains  of  the  Parmesan,  dug  up  a 
large  table  of  bronze.  They  pursued  their  researches,  and 
by  degrees  succeeded  in  discovering  the  remains  of  a  town 
which  could  be  no  other  than  the  ancient  Veleia,  situate 
in  this  quarter,   which  had  been  overwhelmed  by  the  fall 
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and  Modena  by  the  precious  relics  of  the  Farnese 
and  Este  collectioDs  :  but,  alas  !  the  far  greater  part 
had  been  already  transported,  by  inheritance  or  pur- 
chase, to  Naples  and  Dresden.  By  the  road  of  Bo- 
logna and  the  Apennine,  I  at  last  reached  Florence, 
where  I  reposed  from  June  to  September,  during  the 
heat  of  the  summer  months.*     In  the  gallery,  and 

of  a  mountain.  I  am  not  aware  that  they  discoverod  any 
complete  habitation,  nor  even  the  vestiges  of  any  public 
edifice,  although  Veleia  must  have  possessed  some,  if  only 
temples.  Looking  however  to  the  situation  of  the  walls,  a  son 
of  map  of  Veleia  has  been  constructed,  which  shews  that  it 
was  extensive.  Many  statues,  lamps,  and  other  antiquities, 
have  been  discovered.  The  duke  continually  employs  a 
director  of  the  labourers,  with  forty  men  under  him ;  and 
as  soon  as  they  have  completely  exhausted  an  excavation, 
they  fill  it  up  with  earth.  Such  is  the  extent  of  all  that  I 
know  upon  the  subject,  thanks  to  the  mystery  which  the 
court  affects  on  the  occasion.  It  intends,  when  the  whole 
has  been  explored,  to  give  the  public  an  account  of  the  dis- 
coveries, and  to  be  the  first  to  do  so.  You  are  allowed  to 
look  on  with  as  much  attention  as  you  please,  but  not  lo 
copy  anything. 

*  Journal,  Florence,  Juin  29,  1764.] — On  a  celebre 
la  fete  de  St  Jean,  protecteur  de  Florence.  A  sept  heures 
du  matin  nous  nous  somraes  rendus  a  la  place  du  grand 
due,  pour  y  voir  la  cer^monie  des  presentations,  des  hom- 
mages,  &c.  &c.  Enfin  Ton  voyoit  avancer  la  tour  de  St 
,Jean,  plus  ^lev^e  et  plus  orn^e  que  les  autres.  Le  saint 
lui-m^me  couronnoit  le  falte.  Les  niches  des  cotes  etoient 
remplies  de  plusieurs  autres  saints,  entre  lesquels  on  dis- 
tinguoit  St  Sebastien,  attach^  a  un  pilier.  Tous  les  saints 
etoient  des  hommes  qui  jouoient  assez  bien  leurs  r61es. 
Seulement  corame  la  place  de  St  Jean  paroissoit  un  peu 
dangereuse  on  avoit  substitue  une  figure  de  bois  au  garden 
qui  le  representoit  auparavant.  Cette  tour  ^toit  suivie  par 
ces  chevaux  Barbes  qui  courent  I'apres-midi,  &c.  &c. 

L'apr^s-midi  nous  avons  vu  la  course  des  chevaux  Barbes 
qui  se  fait  dans  le  Corso,  une  grande  et  belle  rue,  mais  qui 
dans  bien  des  endroits  n'est  point  assez  large,  ni  assez 
droite.     Nous  somraes  all^s  h  la  »uite  de  M.  Mann  h.  sis 
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especially  in  the  tribune,  I  first  acknowledged,  at  the 

heures  du  soir.  Le  Corso  etoit  doj^  rempli  de  plusieurs 
centaines  de  carrosses  qui  se  promenoient  pour  etaler  tout 
le  faste  du  plus  grand  gala  de  Florence.  11  faut  convenir 
que  les  Equipages  et  les  habits  etoient  magnifiques  et  de 
gout,  et  que  I'ensemble  formoit  le  plus  beau  coup-d'oeil 
qu'on  puisse  s'imaginer.  Dans  une  demie  heure  les 
carrosses  se  sont  retires,  et  chacun  a  gagn^  sa  fen^tre,  son 
balcon,  ou  son  echafaud.  Nous  avons  suivi  le  ministre  k 
la  loge  de  la  r^gence,  qui  ^toit  remplie  de  ce  qu'il  y  avoit 
de  plus  distingue  dans  Florence.  On  nous  y  a  re^u  de  la 
maniere  la  plus  polie.  Par  ce  changement  de  decoration  le 
spectacle  devenoit  moins  brillant,  mais  plus  singulier  par 
la  foule  innombrable  de  tou*  les  6tats  qui  occupoient  les 
deux  cotes  d'une  grande  rue,  pendant  que  la  rue  m^me 
^toit  parfaitement  libre.  II  faut  dire  que  tout  se  passa  sans 
confusion,  et  qu'une  poignee  de  grenadiers  suffisoit  pour 
retiner  dans  I'ordre  tout  ce  peuple  immense.  On  fit  passer 
alors  les  chevaux  en  procession  pour  les  conduire  aux 
carceres.  lis  Etoient  quinze,  par^s  de  rubans  de  dififerentes 
couleurs,  et  conduits  par  les  palfreniers  et  la  livree  de  leurs 
maitres.  lis  paroissoient  en  g^n^ral  beaux,  mais  quoiqu'on 
les  appelle  Barbes,  ils  peuvent  etre  de  tous  les  pays.  11  y 
avoit  en  particulier  un  vieux  Anglois  de  I'age  de  vingt-trois, 
mais  qui  remportoit  encore  a  I'ordinaire  le  prix.  On  voyoit 
bien  aux  acclamations  du  peuple  ^  quel  point  il  en  etoit  le 
favori.  Lorsqu'ils  Etoient  arrives  au  bout,  on  les  rangea 
aussi  egalement  qu'on  le  pouvoit ;  on  l&cha  la  corde ;  ils 
partirent — ^je  les  vis  passer  avec  une  vttesse  que  I'irap^tuo- 
site  naturelle  au  chevalle,  animee  encore  par  Taiguillon 
qu'ils  portoient  m'expliquoit  tres  bien.  Mais  j'etois  etonne 
de  la  Constance  et  de  la  tranquillite  avec  laquelle  ils  pour- 
suivirent  leur  carriere  aussi  bien  que  si  les  plus  habiles 
cavaliers  les  eussent  raontes.  Nous  les  perdimes  bientdt 
de  vue,  et  toute  I'assembl^e  fixoit  les  yeux  sur  le  clocher 
de  la  cathedrale  pour  y  lire  le  nora  du  vainqueur  dans  les 
signaux  de  lumieres  qui  s'y  repetoient  et  qui  r^pondoient 
au  numero  du  cheval.  Pour  suspendre  plus  long-tems 
I'impatience  publique,  il  falloit  par  hasard  attendre  jusqu'au 
numero  treize.  Le  prince  Neri  declara  au  peuple  (que  la 
curiosite  tenoit  dans  la  plus  tranquille  silence),  que  le 
woulain  du  chevalier  Alessandri  avoit  reroport^  la  victoire, 

v'2 
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feet  of  the  Venus  of  Medicis,  that  the  chisel  may 

et  ce  silence  se  changea  tout-k-coup  aux  acclamations 
tumuUueuses  de  trente  mille  spcctateurs.  Avant  de  livrer 
le  prix  au  vainqueur,  on  dcvoit  le  benir  avec  beaucoup  de 
ceremonie  a  I'eglise  de  St  Jean.  Autant  que  j'ai  pu  juger, 
les  chevaux  ont  fourni  leur  carri^re  de  plus  de  deux  milles 
dans  cinq  minutes.  Le  Grand  Diable  est  arrive  le  second, 
et  presqu'au  m^me  instant  que  le  premier. 

A  ne  considorer  que  la  Vitesse  des  chevaux,  nos  courses 
Temportent  infiniment  sur  celle-ci.  Cependant  I'antiquite 
de  I'institution,  I'ardeur  d'un  peuple  entier,  qui  y  assiste, 
I'intervention  du  prince,  et  mt^me  de  la  religion,  lui  donnent 
un  air  bien  plus  majestueux.  On  voit  que  les  Florentins 
ch^rissent  cet  usage  comme  le  seul  vestige  de  leur  liberte 
ancienne ;  c'est  une  fureur  momentanee  qui  s'empare  de 
tous  les  esprits,  et  depuis  les  jeux  des  anciens,  c'est  peut- 
6tre  le  seul  spectacle  des  plaisirs  de  tout  un  ^tat  r^uni 
pour  s'amuser  par  les  soins,  et  sous  les  yeux  de  ses 
magistrats. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  Florence,  June  29,  1764.] — This  day  was 
celebrated  the  festival  of  St  John,  the  protector  of  Florence. 
At  seven  in  the  morning  we  repaired  to  the  square  of  the 
grand  duke,  in  order  to  witness  the  ceremony  of  the  pre- 
sentation of  the  homages,  &c.  At  last  the  tower  of  St  John 
advanced,  more  lofty  and  decorated  than  the  others.  The 
saint  himself  crowned  the  pinnacle.  The  niches  at  the 
sides  were  filled  with  various  other  saints,  among  whom 
St  Sebastian  might  be  distinguished,  bound  to  a  pillar.  All 
the  saints  were  living  men,  who  performed  their  parts  with 
great  propriety,  except  that,  as  the  situation  of  St  John 
himself  was  a  little  precarious,  they  substituted  a  wooden 
figure  for  the  boy  who  represented  him  on  former  occasions. 
This  tower  was  followed  by  the  Barbary  horses,  which 
raced  in  the  afternoon,  &c.  &c. 

In  the  afternoon  we  witnessed  the  race  of  the  Barbary 
coursers ;  it  took  place  in  the  Corso,  a  large  and  fine  street, 
but  which  in  many  places  is  neither  wide  nor  strait  enough. 
We  attended  in  the  suite  of  our  minister,  sir  Horace  Mann, 
at  six  o'clock  in  the  evening.     The  Corso  was  already  filled 


EDWARD    GIBBON.  175 

lispute  the  pre-eminence  with  the  pencil ;  a  truth  in 

with  many  hundred  carriages,  which  proceeded  slowly,  in 
order  to  add  to  the  pomp  of  the  grandest  gala  of  Florence. 
It  must  be  admitted,  that  the  equipages  and  dresses  were 
magnificent  and  tasteful,  and  that  altogether  they  formed 
the  finest  coup  d'ceil  that  can  be  imagined.  In  half  an 
hour  the  carriages  disappeared,  and  every  one  repaired  to 
his  window,  his  balcony,  or  his  scaffold.  We  followed 
our  minister  to  the  lodge  of  the  government,  which  was 
filled  with  all  who  were  of  the  most  distinction  in  Florence. 
We  were  received  with  the  utmost  politeness.  By  this 
change  of  scene  the  spectacle  became  less  brilliant,  but 
more  singular,  by  the  innumerable  crowd  of  every  rank  who 
lined  the  two  sides  of  a  grand  street,  while  the  street  itself 
was  perfectly  clear.  It  must  be  observed,  that  everything 
took  place  without  confusion  ;  and  that  a  handful  of  gre- 
nadiers sufficed  to  retain  this  vast  assemblage  in  perfect 
order.  The  horses  then  passed  along  in  procession  to  the 
lists ;  they  amounted  to  fifteen,  decorated  with  ribbands  of 
different  colours,  and  were  conducted  by  grooms  in  the  liveries 
of  their  owners.  They  appeared  in  general  very  fine,  but, 
although  denominated  Barbs,  they  might  be  of  any  country; 
there  was  in  particular  an  old  English  horse,  twenty-three 
years  old,  which  however  usually  bore  away  the  prize. 
It  vi'as  easy  to  discover  by  the  acclamations  of  the  people 
which  were  the  favourites.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
starting-post,  they  were  ranged  as  equally  as  possible, 
with  a  cord  drawn  before  them,  which  being  suddenly 
dropped,  they  started.  I  saw  them  pass  with  a  swiftness 
which  the  impetuosity  natural  to  the  horse,  animated  by  the 
goad  or  spur  (a  sort  of  spiked  ball,  which  strikes  their 
sides  as  they  run,)  sufficiently  explained  to  me.  I  was 
however  quite  astonished  at  the  composure  with  which  they 
proceeded  to  the  goal,  as  well  as  if  mounted  by  the  most 
able  horsemeu.  We  soon  lost  sight  of  them,  and  all  the 
spectators  fixed  their  eyes  on  the  clock  of  the  cathedral,  in 
order  to  read  the  name  of  the  conqueror  in  the  illuminated 
signal  which  would  be  repeated  there,  and  ansv/er  to  the 
number  of  the  victor  horse.  As  if  to  dally  the  longer  with 
public  impatience,  it  happened  that  the  numbers  passed  by 
until  they  reached  thirteen,  when  the  prince  Neri  announced 
to  the  people  (whose  curiosity  held  them  completely  silent) 
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the  fine  arts  which  cannot  on  this  side  of  the  Alps  be 
felt  or  understood.*     At  home  I  had  taken   some 

that  the  colt  of  the  chevalier  Alessandria  had  won  the  prize. 
In  an  instant  this  silence  gave  way  to  loud  acclamations 
from  thirty  thousand  spectators.  Before  the  prize  was 
delivered  to  the  conqueror,  it  received  a  benediction  with 
much  ceremony  in  the  church  of  St  John.  As  well  as  I  am 
able  to  judge,  the  horses  finished  their  career  of  two  miles 
in  five  minutes.  The  Great  Devil  (the  English  horse) 
arrived  the  second,  and  almost  at  the  same  moment  as  the 
first. 

CJonsidering  only  the  swiftness  of  the  horses,  our  races 
exceedingly  excel  these.  On  the  other  hand,  the  antiquity 
of  the  institution,  the  ardour  of  an  entire  population,  who 
assist  at  them,  the  intervention  of  the  prince,  and  even  of 
religion,  give  a  much  more  majestic  air  to  the  latter.  It  is 
perceptible  that  the  Florentines  cherish  this  spectacle  as 
the  sole  vestige  of  their  ancient  liberty ;  it  is  a  momentary 
animation  which  carries  away  all  minds ;  and,  since  the 
games  of  the  ancients,  it  is  probably  the  only  spectacle  of  a 
public  nature  in  which  the  whole  state  unites  to  receive 
amusement  by  the  care  and  under  the  sanction  of  its 
magistracy. 

•  Juillet  I6nie.] — Nous  avons  fait  notre  Vlll'^e  visite  a 
la  Galerie,  &c.  &c.  &c.  Je  vais  parler  de  ses  meubles  qui 
ne  consistent  qu'en  statues,  et  en  bustes  antiques,  plac6s 
alternativement,  de  maniere  qu'il  se  trouve  toujours  une 
statue  et  deux  bustes.  Ces  derniers  sont  peut-etre  le  tresor 
le  plus  precieux  de  la  galerie,  puisqu'iis  contiennent  la 
suite  complette  de  tons  les  empereurs,  depuis  Auguste  et 
Jules  Cesar  jusqu'a  Caracalle,  sans  compter  plusieurs  des 
successeurs  de  celui-ci ;  beaucoup  d'imp^ratrices,  et  des 
bustes  qu'on  a  assignes  k  des  philosophes  et  des  poetes 
Grecs,  sur  la  foi  des  descriptions  vagues  et  obscures  que 
les  anciens  nous  ont  laisse  de  leurs  personnes.  C'est  un 
plaisir  bien  vif  que  de  suivre  les  progr^s,  et  la  decadence 
des  arts,  et  de  parcourir  cette  suite  des  portraits  originaux 
des  mattres  du  monde.  On  y  voit  bien  plus  distinctement 
leurs  traits  que  sur  leurs  medailles,  dont  le  champ  est  trop 
petit.  Je  conviens  que  ce  n'est  qu'a  I'aide  des  medailles 
que  nous  les  reconnoissions  ici.  C'est  pourquoi  j'auroia 
voulu  qu'on  eut  pratiqu6  dans  le  piedestal  de  chaque  buste, 


EDWARD    GIBBON.  177 

lessons  of  Italian ;  on  the  spot  1  read,  with  a  learned 

un  petit  tiroir  rempli  de  ces  medailles.  Les  curicux  auroient 
trouvd  beaucoup  d'atfrement  a  les  comparer.  A  tout  ce 
m^rite  accessoire  il  y  a  beaucoup  de  ces  bustes  qui  ajoutent 
encore  celui  du  travail.  Sans  vouloir  les  passer  tous  en 
revue  comme  I'a  fait  Cochin,  je  marquerai  ceux  qui  ra'ont 
arrets  par  quelque  endroit.  1.  Jules  Cesar.  II  est  sin- 
gulier.  Tous  ses  traits  sont  contractus,  et  I'air  du  visage 
portc  les  caracteres  les  plus  frappans  de  la  vieillesse  et  de 
ia  caducity.  On  comprend  k  peine  que  ce  soit  le  buste  d'un 
homnie  raort  h  fSge  de  cinquante-six  ans.  Je  n'ai  pas  pu 
remarquer  sa  tete  chauve,  quoique  le  front  soit  un  peu 
d^garni  des  cheveux,  non  plus  que  la  couronne  de  laurier, 
sous  laquelle  ce  h^ros  cachoit  un  defaui  dont  il  avoit  la 
foiblesse  de  rougir.  II  est  vrai  que  la  plupart  des  t^tes 
d'hommes  de  cette  suite  sont  sans  aucun  orneraent.  2. 
Cic^ron.  Un  long  cou,  un  visage  un  peu  maigre,  beaucoup 
de  rides,  un  teint  un  peu  jaunatre,  qui  vient  de  la  couleur 
du  marbre,  tout  annonce  ici  la  force  et  les  travaux  de 
I'esprit  plutot  que  du  corps.  II  est  d'une  verite  et  d'une 
finesse  extraordinaire.  Le  sculpteur  a  marque  un  pois  sur 
la  joue  gauche ;  comme  il  est  joliment  fait,  il  n'est  qu'un 
agr^ment  qui  sert  d'ailleurs  a  le  distinguer :  mais  quoique 
le  nom  fut  h6rMitaire,  le  marque  (cicer)  ne  I'etoit  pas. 
3.  Agrippa.  C'est  bien  le  contraste  de  Cic6ron,  quoiqu'il 
soit  peut-etre  aussi  beau  dans  son  genre.  II  est  d'une 
inaniere  grande  et  hardie.  Un  visage  large  et  quarre,  des 
traits  saillans  et  marques ;  des  yeux  grands,  mais  exces- 
siveraent  enfonces  dans  la  t^te ;  des  cheveux  qui  couvrent 
la  moitie  du  front ;  tout  y  reveille  Tidee  de  la  force  et  de  la 
vigueur,  et  presente  un  ensemble  plut6t  terrible  qu'agr^able. 
On  I'a  place  parmi  les  empereurs  que  cet  horame  nouveau 
a  mis  sur  le  trone  du  monde.  4.  Sappho.  La  sculpture 
etoit  trop  imparfaite  au  6me  sidcle  avant  Jesus  Christ  pour 
nous  permettre  de  regarder  la  tete  de  cette  femme  celebre 
comme  une  originale.  Je  le  croirois  encore  moins,  puisque 
Sappho,  qui  brilloit  plutot  par  I'esprit  que  par  la  beaut^, 
u'avoit  certaineme  it  pas  ce  beau  visage  ovale,  quoiqu'un 
pe^J  arrondi  par  I'embonpoint  que  le  eculpteur  lui  a  donne 
iei.  Ce  morceau  est  d'une  grande  beaute.  5.  Caligula. 
Ce  buste,  qui  est  d'une  execution  libre  et  hardie,  acquiert 
un   nouveau  prix  par  la  ressemblance  parfaite  et  exacte 
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native,  the  classics  of  the  Tuscan  idiom  ;  but  the 

qu'il  a  avec  les  medailles  de  ce  tyran.  Pour  un  honime 
mort  dans  sa  trenti^nie  ann^e  ses  traits  sont  extremement 
formes.  6.  Neron.  II  y  a  beaucoup  d'expression,  mais 
d'une  expression  un  peu  confuse.  Dois-je  le  dire,  et  le 
dire  ici  ?  N6ron  ne  m'a  jamais  revoke  autant  que  Tibere, 
Caligula,  ou  Domitien.  II  avoit  beaucoup  de  vices,  mais 
il  n'etoit  pas  sans  vertus.  Je  vois  dans  son  histoire  peu  de 
traits  d'une  mechancete  etudiee.  II  etoit  cruel,  mais  il 
r^toit  plutot  par  crainte  que  par  gout.  7.  Sen^que.  Mor- 
ceau  tr^s  estime  et  digne  de  I'etre.  Sa  peau  decharnee 
parolt  ne  couvrir  que  des  os  et  des  muscles,  qui  sont  ren- 
dues  avec  une  grande  verite :  ses  veines  sont  des  tuyaux 
qui  semblent  vuides  de  sang.  Tous  les  caracteres  du  buste 
annoncent  un  vieillard,  et  peut-6tre  un  vieillard  expirant. 
8.  Galba.  Buste  forte  beau.  9.  Otho.  II  n'a  d'autre 
merite  que  celui  de  sa  rarete.  Je  suis  surpris  qu'il  s'en 
trouve.  Mille  accidens  peuvent  faire  enterrer  et  conserver 
des  monnoies;  mais  comment  s'est-il  trouve  quelqu'un  qui 
ait  Youlu  risquer  de  garder  le  buste  odieux  de  ce  fantome 
d'empereur  ?  A  la  verite  le  regne  de  son  ennemi  Yitellius 
passa  presqu'aussi  vite.  10.  Vitellius.  La  t^te  de  ce 
gourmand  et  bete  stupide  est  chargee  de  chair.  II  est  sin- 
gulier  que  les  monumens  de  cet  empereur  aussi  ne  soient 
pas  plus  rares.  Je  pense  que  Vespasien  le  raeprisa  trop 
pour  les  detruire.  11.  Vespasien.  Si  la  nature  doit  6tre 
le  module  des  sculpteurs,  cette  t6te  est  d'une  beaute  mer- 
veilleuse.  Rien  n'est  plus  naturelle  que  les  contours,  rien 
n'est  plus  gracieux  que  I'air,  k  la  fois  gai,  tranquille,  et 
majestueux.  C'est  vraiment  un  visage  humain,  etquoiqu'il 
soit  plutot  laid  que  beau,  il  est  bon  et  interessant.  Je  suis 
persuade  que  la  ressemblance  etoit  frappante.  12.  Bere- 
nice. La  coeffure  de  cette  reine  est  en  boucles  fris^es 
tres-artistement,  mais  dispos^es  avec  une  apparence  de 
negligence.  Si  elle  n'etoit  pas  plus  belle  qu'elle  n'est 
representee  ici,  on  a  peine  k  comprendre  la  passion  de 
Titus.  13.  Domitia.  La  maniere  dont  ses  cheveux  sont 
ramassfes  sur  le  front  en  beaucoup  de  petites  boucles  d^- 
tach^es,  leur  donne  assez,  selon  Cochin,  I'air  d'une  Sponge. 
Nous  nous  sommes  arretes  aux  Douze  Cesars,  division  qui 
est  occasion  nee  par  Su^tone  plutdt  que  par  la  raison.  Lea 
six  Cesars  auroient  ^t^  plus  naturels 
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shortness  of  my  time,  and  the  use  of  the  French 

17ine.] — Nous  avons  fait  notre  IX^e  trisite  d  la  Galerie. 
Voici  la  suite  des  bustes  que  nous  avons  reprise.     14.  Tra- 
jan.    Buste  facile  et  naturel.     Je  vois  sur  la  physioDomie 
un  sourire  moqueur  assez  singulier.     La  t6te  est  extr6me- 
inent  tourn^e  de  c6t<j :  mais  en  general  je  ne  me   rappelle 
pas  un  seul  buste  dont  la  t6te  soit  laissee  dans  son  attitude 
r^guliere.     Les   sculpteurs   auront  cru  avec  raison  qu'un 
petit  ecart  de  la  ligne  droite  trac^e  par  la  nature  donnoit 
plus  de  grace  et  d'aine  a  leurs  figures.     15.  Iladrien.     Ce 
buste  est  tres  beau.     On  voit,  selon  le  t^moignage  des  his- 
toriens,  que   ce  prince   a   commence   le  premier  a  laisser 
croitre  sa  barbe.     II  la  coupoit  cependant  de  tems  en  terns, 
et  ne  se  piquoit  point  d'avoir  cette  longue  barbe  pendante, 
et  bien  nourrie,  qui  faisoit  I'orgueil  des  philosophes  de  ce 
siecle.     A  regard  des  cheveux,  les  premiers  empereurs  les 
avoient  portes  courts,  frises  avec  fort  peu  de  soin,  et  tom- 
bant  sur  le  front.     Sur  le  buste  d'Othon  on  distingue  ires 
bien  la  perruque  fris^e  en  rosses  boucles   par  devant,   dont 
ce  prince  fut  I'inventeur.     Tout  ceci  ne  regarde  que  les 
empereurs.     Sen^que,  qui  affichoit  la  philosophie,  a  beau- 
coup  de  cheveux,  et  de  barbe.     16.  Antinous.     Le  buste 
de  ce  mignon  d'Hadrien  est  tres  beau.     Le  visage  est  ires 
bien    forme,  d'un   melange  de   force  et  de  douceur.     Les 
^paules,  la  poitrine,  et  les  mammelles,  sont  trait^es  avec 
beaucoup  de  mollesse.     Le  plus  bel  embonpoint  ne  detruit 
point  ici  les  graces  du  contour.     Ce  buste,  plus  grand  que 
nature,    est   entierement   antique,     circonstance    rare    et 
presqu'unique.     Tout  au  plus  a-t-on  la  tete  antique,  sou- 
vent  il  en  a  fallu  restaurer  une  partie,  et  le  nez  a  presque 
toujours   ete  casse.     C'est  a  Antinous  seulement  que   les 
yeux  des  bustes  commencent  a  avoir  des  prunelles  ;  encore 
les  siens  sont-ils  a  peine  perceptibles.     On  ne  sauroit  con- 
cevoir  jusqu'a  quel  point  la  prunelle  rend  la  vie  et  I'expres- 
sion  a  tout,  et  anime  tous  les  traits.     II  etoit  juste  qu'un 
pareil  secours  appuyat  la  sculpture  quand  elle  touchoit  au 
moment  de  sa  decadence.     17.  Antonin  ont  ajouta  a  la  barLe 
de  petites  moustaches  frises.     18.  M.  Aurele.     II  y  en   a 
trois.     Celui  qui  le  represente  jeune,  est  le   meilleur.     On 
pent  remarquer  dans  toute  cette  famille  la  m^me  maniere 
de  sculpture  ;  c'est-a-dire  plus  de  beautes  de  detail,  avec 
un  ensemble  moins  frappant.     19.  Annius  Verus.     C'est 
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language,    prevented  my  acquiring  any  facility    of 

uri  jeune  enfant,  qui  tst  viaiment  un  chef  d'ceuvre.  Un 
petit  visage  rond,  ou  brillent  toutes  les  fjraces  de  la  joie, 
et  de  I'innocence.  On  ne  pent  se  laisser  de  le  regarder. 
20.  Un  buste  beaucoup  plus  grand  que  la  nature.  C'est 
un  visage  assez  jeune,  quoique  tres  forme;  fort  beau,  rnais 
qui  leva  les  yeux  au  ciel  avec  la  plus  belle  et  la  plus  forte 
expression  de  la  douleur  et  de  I'indignation.  On  dit  que 
c'est  Alexandre  prH  a  expirer.  Si  la  conjecture  est  un  peu 
averse  on  pourroit  se  flatter  de  posseder  un  morceau  unique 
de  la  main  de  Lysippe,  le  seul  sculpteur  a  qui  Alexandre 
permettoit  de  le  tailler  en  marbre.  II  n'y  a  rien  dans  ce 
chef-d'a?uvre  de  noblesse,  de  simplicite,  et  d'expression, 
qui  demente  le  siecle  d'Alexandre,  ou  I'idee  qu'on  pent  se 
former  de  Lysij)pe.  21.  Pertinax.  II  me  paroit  beau. 
22.  Clodius  Albinus.  II  est  d'albatre;  k  ce  merite,  et  celui 
d'un  bon  travail,  il  ajoute  celui  de  la  plus  grande  rarete. 
Quand  on  se  rappelle  que  son  ombre  de  royaute  a  ^te  suivi 
d'un  regne  de  vingt  ans  d'un  ennemi  implacable  et  cruel 
on  conceit  bien  les  raisons  de  cette  rarete.  23.  Septime 
Severe.  II  est  bon,  mais  j'aime  mieux  la  maniere  que 
I'ex^cution  de  ce  buste.  24.  Geta.  Celui  qui  le  repr^sente 
enfant  est  fort  joli,  mais  il  y  paroit  plus  forme  que  I'Annius 
Verus.  25.  Caracalle.  Bon,  mais  il  me  paroit  un  peu 
sec.  C'est  ici  que  la  sculpture  Romaine  est  tomb^e  dans 
le  meme  terns  que  Tarchitecture,  avec  qui  elle  a  peut-£'tre 
encore  plus  de  rapports  qu'avec  la  peinture.  Je  pcnse  que 
ces  derniers  morceaux  sont  des  artistes  qui  restoient  encore 
du  siecle  d'or  des  Anlonins,  et  qui  ne  formerent  point 
d'eleves  dans  le  siecle  de  fer  des  Severes,  sous  qui  le  gou- 
vernement  devint  vraiment  militaire,  et  despotique.  Les 
hustes  qui  sont  les  moins  mauvais  dans  la  suite,  sont,  26, 
Gallien,  et  27,  Eliogabale.  Le  total  des  busies  des  corri- 
dors est  de  quatre-vingt-douze. 

Florence,  Juillet  29.] — Tout  la  nation  dina  chez  M. 
Mann.  Apres  diner  nous  allAmes  voir  une  course  de  che- 
vaux.  Le  Gran  Diavolo  a  remporte  le  prix.  C'est  un 
vieux  Anglois  qui  a  vingl  deux  a  vingt  trois  ans,  a  qui  on 
n'est  point  encore  en  elat  de  dire  solve  senesceniem  eguum. 
Ses  victoires,  qui  sont  presqu'aussi  frequentes  que  ses 
combats,  ont  engage  un  prince  a  oflrir  dernierement  1000 
.sequins  a  son  maitre  lechevalier  Alessandri,  qui  les  a  refuses. 
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Speaking ;  and  1  was  a  silent  spectator  in  the  con- 

31.] — Lord  Palmerston  et  L.  ont  dine  avec  nous.  C'est 
un  singulier  contraste  que  ces  deux  jeunes  gens.  L'un, 
pose,  tranquille,  un  peu  froid,  possede  des  qualites  du 
eoeur  et  de  Tesprit,  qui  le  font  estimer  partout,  et  I'du 
volt  qu'il  a  mis  I'attention  la  plus  serieuse  a  les  cultiver. 
L.  est  en  tout  d'une  impetuosite  qui  ne  connoit  point  de 
homes ;  d'une  vanite  qui  lui  fait  rechercher  sans  I'obtenjr 
I'applaudissement  de  ceux  pour  qui  son  orgueil  ne  lui 
inspire  que  du  mepris;  et  d'une  ambition  folle  qui  ne  sort 
qu'a  le  rendre  ridicule,  sans  etre  accompagnee  de  cette 
Constance  qui  peut  seule  la  faire  r^ussir;  un  air  de  pliilo- 
sophie  sans  beaucoup  de  logique,  et  une  affectation  de 
savoir,  soutenue  par  une  lecture  vague  et  superficielle. 
Voila  cette  homme  extraordinaire  qui  s'attire  partout  la 
haine,  ou  la  pitie.  Je  lui  trouve  cependant  un  fonds  de 
genie  naturel  tres  au-dessus  de  son  rival.  Mais  ici  il  sera 
tout  aussi  difficile  de  retrancher  qu'^  ajouter.  Je  vois  qu'il 
me  goute  beaucoup  ;  peu-a-peu  sans  le  savoir  nous  nous 
somines  trouves  extremement  lies.  Avec  lui  il  n'y  a  point 
de  milieu  entre  une  declaration  de  guerre  et  I'alliance  la 
plus  intirae. 

[translation.] 

July  16.] — We  have  made  our  eighth  visit  to  the  gallery, 
&c.  &c.  &c.  I  am  about  to  speak  only  of  the  valuable 
statues  and  antique  busts,  placed  alternately  in  such  a 
manner  that  a  statue  is  always  accompanied  by  two  busts. 
The  latter  probably  form  the  most  precious  contents  of  the 
gallery,  since  they  supply  a  complete  sequence  of  all  the 
emperors,  from  Julius  and  Augustus  CiBsar  to  Caracalla, 
without  reckoning  several  of  the  successors  of  the  latter, 
a  great  many  empresses,  with  various  busts  which  have 
been  assigned  to  the  philosophers  and  poets  of  Greece  on 
the  strength  of  certain  vague  and  indefinite  descriptions  of 
their  persons,  which  have  been  left  us  by  the  ancients.  It 
affords  a  lively  pleasure  to  follow  the  progress  and  decline 
of  the  arts,  and  to  run  through  this  course  of  original  por- 
traits o*"  the  masters  of  the  world.  Their  features  are  more 
observable  here  than  upon  their  medals,  the  field  for  which 
is  too  small.  I  allow  that  it  is  by  the  aid  of  medals  that 
VOL.  I.  Q 
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versations  of  our  envoy,  sir  Horace  Mann,  whose 

we  recognise  them  in  this  state ;  I  therefore  wish  that  it 
was  the  practice  to  place  a  drawer  full  of  these  medals  in 
the  pedestal  of  every  bust,  which  would  enable  the  curious 
to  derive  much  pleasure  from  the  comparison.  To  all  this 
accessary  merit,  many  of  these  busts  add  that  which  is 
derived  from  the  great  skill  of  the  artist.  Without  review- 
ing the  whole  of  them  like  Cochin,  I  will  observe  upon 
those  which  by  some  singularity  have  attracted  me.  1. 
Julius  Caesar.  It  is  remarkable.  All  his  features  are  con- 
tract*>d,  and  the  air  of  the  countenance  bears  the  most 
striking  character  of  old  age  and  decay ;  and  we  can 
scan^ely  comprehend  that  it  is  the  bust  of  a  man  who  died 
in  hii*  fifty-sixth  year.  I  have  not  discovered  the  baldness 
of  hi?  head,  although  his  forehead  appears  a  little  bare  of 
hair ;  neither  have  1  observed  the  crown  of  laurel  beneath 
which  -the  hero  concealed  a  defect  at  which  he  was  weak 
enough  to  blush.  It  is  true,  that  most  of  the  heads  of  the 
men  in  this  series  are  without  ornament.  2.  Cicero.  A 
long  neck,  a  thin  face  with  many  wrinkles,  a  complexion  a 
little  yellow  (which  proceeds  from  the  colour  of  the  marble) 
all  announc^e  the  strength  and  the  labour  of  the  mind  rather 
than  that  of  the  body.  The  sculptor  has  placed  a  pea  upon 
the  left  cheek,  which,  as  it  is  pleasingly  done,  is  merely  an 
agreeable  mark  that  serves  to  point  him  out.  But  although 
the  name  was  hereditary,  the  mark  (cicer)  was  not.  3. 
Agrippa.  This  is  quite  a  contrast  to  Cicero,  although  pos- 
sibly as  fine  in  its  way.  It  is  of  a  grand  and  bold  cha- 
racter. A  face  ample  and  square,  with  marked  and  pro- 
minent features ;  large  eyes,  but  seated  deeply  in  the  head  ; 
hair  which  covers  half  the  forehead — all  inspire  the  idea 
of  force  and  vigour,  and  present  a  whole  which  is  rather 
terrible  than  agreeable.  He  is  placed  among  the  emperors 
whom  he  assisted  to  seat  upon  the  throne  of  the  world. 
4.  Sappho.  Sculpture  was  too  imperfect,  in  the  sixth  cen- 
tury before  Christ,  to  allow  us  to  regard  the  head  of  this 
celebrated  woman  as  an  original :  I  am  still  less  inclined 
to  believe  it,  because  Sappho,  who  shone  more  in  mind 
than  person,  certainly  possessed  not  this  fine  oval  vi- 
sage, although  a  little  rounded  by  the  plumpness  which 
the  sculptor  has  here  bestowed  upon  it.  This  piece 
possesses  great  beauty.     5.  Caligula.     This  bust,  which  is 
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most  serious  business  was  that  of  entertaining  the 

of  a  free  and  bold  execution,  acquires  additional  value  by 
the  perfect  and  exact  resemblance  which  it  bears  to  the 
medals  of  this  tyrant.  For  a  man  who  died  in  his  thirtieth 
year,  his  features  are  extremely  mature.  6.  Nero.  There 
is  much  expression  here,  but  of  a  nature  which  is  somewhat 
confused.  Ought  I  to  say  it,  and  to  say  it  here  ?  Nero  has 
never  shocked  me  so  much  as  Tiberius,  Caligula,  and  Do- 
mitian.  He  had  many  vices,  but  he  was  not  without 
virtues.  I  perceive  in  his  history  but  few  traits  of  studied 
wickedness.  He  was  cruel,  but  it  was  rather  from  fear 
than  inclination.  7.  Seneca.  A  most  esteemed  production, 
and  worthy  to  be  so.  His  flesh-deserted  skin  appears 
merely  to  cover  bones  and  muscles,  which  are  rendered 
with  extraordinary  truth,  while  his  veins  are  conduits  which 
seem  destitute  of  blood.  The  whole  character  of  this  btist 
announces  an  aged  man,  and  possibly  an  aged  man  ex- 
piring. 8.  Galba.  A  very  fine  bust.  9.  Otho.  This  bust 
possesses  no  other  merit  than  that  of  rarity.  I  am  surprised 
at  its  preservation.  A  thousand  accidents  may  bury  and 
preserve  a  piece  of  money,  but  how  has  it  happened  that 
any  one  would  run  a  risk  to  preserve  the  odious  bust  of  this 
shadow  of  an  emperor  ?  10.  Vitellius.  The  head  of  this 
stupid  beast  and  glutton  is  overloaded  with  flesh.  It  is 
also  remarkable,  that  the  statues  of  this  emperor  are  not 
more  uncommon.  I  suppose  Vespasian  despised  him  too 
much  to  destroy  them.  11.  Vespasian.  If  nature  ought  to 
be  the  model  of  sculptors,  this  head  is  of  marvellous  beauty. 
Nothing  can  be  more  natural  than  the  contour,  nothing 
more  gracious  than  the  air,  at  once  animated,  tranquil, 
and  majestic.  It  is  truly  a  human  countenance;  and, 
although  rather  ugly  than  handsome,  it  is  good  and  inte- 
resting. I  am  persuaded  that  the  resemblance  was  striking. 
12.  Berenice.  The  hair  of  this  queen  is  curled  very  skil- 
fully, yet  disposed  with  a  great  appearance  of  negligence. 
If  she  was  not  more  handsome  than  she  is  represented  here, 
it  is  difficult  to  comprehend  the  passion  of  Titus.  13.  Do- 
mitia.  The  manner  in  which  her  hair  is  collected  on  her 
forehead,  in  a  number  of  little  detached  curls,  gives  them, 
according  to  Cochin,  very  much  the  appearance  of  a  sponge. 
We  paused  at  the  termination  of  the  Twelve  Csssars,  a  divi- 
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English  at  his  hospitable  table.*     After  leaving  Flo- 

*  Journal,  Florence,  Aoiit  9me,   1764.] — Cocchi  a  dine 
avec  nous.     Nous  avons  beaucoup  cause,  mais  je  ne  lui 


sion    which   originated  with    Suetonius,    rather  than    with 
reason.     The  six  Caesars  would  have  been  more  natural. 

June  17.] — We  have  made  our  ninth  visit  to  the  gallery, 
and  here  follows  the  remainder  of  the  busts  which  we  have 
reviewed.  14.  Trajan.  An  easy  and  natural  bust.  I 
have  discovered  in  the  physiognomy  a  satirical  smile,  which 
much  surprises  me.  The  head  is  turned  a  great  deal  on 
one  side ;  but  I  cannot  recollect  a  single  bust  of  which  the 
head  is  placed  in  a  regular  attitude.  The  sculptors  have 
properly  ihought  that  a  slight  deviation  from  the  right  line 
which  is  traced  by  nature  gives  more  of  grace  and  soul  to 
their  figures.  15.  Hadrian.  This  bust  is  very  fine.  We 
here  behold,  agreeably  to  the  testimony  of  historians,  that 
this  prince  was  the  first  who  allowed  his  beard  to  grov.'. 
In  the  meantime  he  had  it  cut  occasionally,  and  did  not 
pique  himself  upon  carrying  that  long,  pendant,  and  well- 
nourished  beard,  which  formed  the  great  pride  of  the 
philosophers  of  this  age.  With  respect  to  the  hair,  the 
first  emperors  wore  it  short,  dressed  with  very  little  care, 
and  falling  upon  the  forehead.  Upon  the  bust  of  Otho  we 
perceive  the  hair  dressed  in  great  curls  in  front,  a  fashion 
of  which  that  prince  was  the  inventor.  All  this  regards  the 
emperors  only.  Seneca,  who  affected  philosophy,  has  much 
hair  and  a  beard.  16.  Antinous.  The  bust  of  this  minion 
of  Hadrian  is  very  fine.  The  countenance  is  elegantly 
formed,  with  a  mixture  of  force  and  sweetness.  The 
shoulders,  the  bosom,  and  the  paps,  are  treated  with 
peculiar  softness.  The  finest  embonpoitit  injures  not,  in 
this  instance,  the  grace  of  the  contour.  This  bust,  which 
is  larger  than  life,  is  altogether  antique,  a  rare  and  almost 
unique  circumstance.  The  whole,  or  most  of  them,  have  the 
head  alone  antique,  of  which  some  part  has  generally  been 
restored,  and  the  nose  has  almost  always  been  broken.  It 
is  with  Antinous  that  the  eyes  of  the  busts  begin  to  exhibit 
eye-balls,  although  in  this  instance  scarcely  perceptible. 
It  is  impossible  to  conceive  to  what  an  extent  the  eye-ball 
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rence  I  compared  the  solitude  of  Pisa  with  the  industry 

trouve    pas   le    g^enie   qu'on    lui    attribue,     c'est    peut  etre 
parceque  les  notres  ne  sont  pps  analog-rics.     J'entrevois  de 


gives  life  and  expression  to  the  whole,  and  animates  every 
feature.  It  was  right  that  this  aid  should  be  afforded  to 
sculpture,  when  it  touched  upon  the  period  of  its  decline. 
J 7.  Antoninus  Pius.  It  abounds  with  truth  of  expression, 
especially  the  upper  part  of  the  face,  the  forehead,  and  the 
eyes.  Antoninus  adds  to  his  beard  a  pair  of  small  curled 
mustachios.  IS.  Marcus  Aurelius.  There  are  three  of 
tl>ese;  that  which  represents  him  young  is  the  best.  We 
may  remark  in  all  this  family  the  same  style  of  sculpture, 
that  is  to  say,  greater  beauty  of  detail,  with  a  less  striking 
tout  (nscmblc.  19.  Annius  Verus.  It  is  a  young  child, 
and  truly  a  chef  d'ceuvre.  A  small  round  face,  sparkling 
with  the  graces  of  joy  and  innocence.  We  should  never  be 
weary  of  beholding  it.  20.  A  bust  much  larger  than  life. 
This  is  a  face,  young,  although  fully  formed,  and  very  hand- 
some;  it  lifts  up  its  eyes  towards  heaven  with  the  finest 
and  strongest  expression  of  grief  and  indignation.  It  is 
said  to  be  Alexander  about  to  expire.  Could  the  assertion 
be  adequately  authenticated,  we  might  flatter  ourselves 
with  possessing  an  unique  production  from  the  hand  of 
l.ysippus,  the  only  sculptor  whom  Alexander  allowed  to 
carve  him  in  marble.  In  this  chef  d'oeuvre  of  nobleness,  sim- 
plicity, and  expression,  there  is  nothing  which  contradicts 
the  age  of  Alexander,  or  the  opinion  that  it  might  be 
formed  by  Lysippus.  21.  Pertinax.  This  ajipears  to  me 
fine.  22.  Clodius  Albinus.  It  is  of  alabaster;  and  the 
merit  of  good  workmanship  is  combined  witli  that  of  the 
greatest  rarity.  When  we  call  to  mind  that  this  shadow 
of  royalty  was  followed  by  the  reign  of  twenty  years  of  a 
cruel  and  implacable  enemy,  the  cause  of  tliis  scarcity  is 
easily  understood.  23.  Septimus  Severus.  It  is  good,  but 
I  prefer  the  style  to  the  execution  of  this  bust.  24.  Geta. 
The  representation  of  this  child  is  very  pretty,  but  it  appears 
more  mature  than  Annius  Verus.  25.  Caracalla.  Good, 
but  in  my  eyes  a  little  dry.  It  was  now  that  the  Roman 
sculpture  declined,  together  with  the  architecture,  to 
which  it  is  probably  more  closely  allied  than  with  paint- 
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of  Lucea  and  Leghorn,  and  continued  my  journey 

I'extravagance  dans  ses  idees,    de   I'afTectation   dans   ses 
manieres.     II   se  plaint  a  tout  moment  de  sa  pauvrete.     II 


ing-.  I  believe  that  these  last  pieces  are  by  artists  who 
still  existed  of  the  golden  age  of  the  Antonines,  and  who 
formed  no  pupils  for  the  iron  one  of  the  Severuses,  under 
whom  the  government  became  truly  military  and  despotic. 
The  last  busts  in  the  series,  are,  26.  Gallienus,  and  27. 
Eliogabalus.  The  whole  of  the  busts  in  the  galleries  amount 
to  ninety-two. 

Florence,  July  29.] — All  the  English  dined  with  sir  H. 
Mann.  After  dinner  we  went  to  gaze  at  a  horse-race. 
The  Great  Devil  bore  away  the  prize.  It  is  an  old  English 
horse,  of  the  age  of  twenty-two  or  twenty-three  years,  to 
whoni  it  is  yet  impossible  to  say  solve  senescentem  equum. 
Its  victories,  which  are  almost  as  numerous  as  its  contests, 
have  induced  a  prince  recently  to  offer  a  thousand  sequins 
for  him  to  his  master  (the  chevalier  Alessandri)  who  has 
refused  them. 

31.]^ — Lord  Palmerston  and  L.  have  dined  with  us.  These 
two  young  men  form  a  singular  contrast.  The  one,  staid, 
tranquil,  and  rather  cold,  possesses  qualities  of  the  heart 
and  the  mind  which  cause  him  to  be  esteemed  everywhere ; 
and  it  is  obvious  that  he  assiduously  cultivates  them.  L. 
exhibits  in  all  things  an  impetuosity  beyond  control ;  a  por- 
tion of  vanity,  which  induces  him  to  seek,  without  obtaining, 
the  applause  of  those  whom  his  pride  leads  him  to  regard 
with  contempt ;  a  foolish  ambition,  which  only  serves  to 
render  him  ridiculous,  not  being  accompanied  with  the 
perseverance  which  can  alone  render  it  successful;  an  air 
of  philosophy,  with  very  little  logic ;  and  an  affectation  of 
knowledge,  sustained  by  mere  vague  and  superficial  read- 
ing. Such  is  the  extraordinary  man  who  everywhere 
excites  either  hatred  or  pity.  At  the  same  time  I  find  in 
him  a  fund  of  native  genius,  much  beyond  that  of  his  rival. 
But,  as  regards  him,  it  will  be  as  difficult  to  retrench  as 
in  other  instances  to  add.  I  perceive  that  he  likes  me 
much  ;  by  degrees,  without  knowing  how,  we  have  become 
extremely  intimate.  With  him  there  is  no  medium  between 
a  declaration  of  war  and  the  closest  alliance. 
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through  Sienna  to  Rome,  where  I  arrived  in  the 
beginning  of  October.    2.  JVIy  temper  is  not  very 

connoit  peu  la  veritable  dignite  d'un  homme  de  lettres. 
S'il  a  beaucoup  de  science,  elie  est  bornee  a  la  physique. 
II  m'a  demande  si  lord  Spenser  ne  pouvoit  pas  faire  des 
^v6ques,  et  m'a  fait  un  conle  de  lord  Lytlelton  (dont  il  ne 
pent  souffrir  le  fils)  ou  il  ^toit  question  des  parleinens  de 
campagne.  Le  soir  nous  avons  suivi  le  chevalier  Mann  k 
trois  assemblees  chez  la  coratesse  de  Gallo,  chez  la  mar- 
quise Gerini,  et  chez  le  due  Strozzi.  Cette  succession 
rapide  peut  seule  m'emp^cher  de  m'ennuyer.  Je  ne  parle 
point  la  langue  du  pays.  J'ignore  leurs  jeux.  Les  femmes 
sont  occupees  de  leurs  cicisbees,  et  les  hommes  paroissent 
d'une  indifference  extreme. 

Florence,  Aout  16.] — J'avois  oubli^  de  marquer  vers  le 
milieu  de  Juillet,  que  le  cardinal  Stuart  a  pass6  k  Florence 
pour  aller  a  Pise.  C'est  dans  le  palais  Corsini  qu'il  a  \og^. 
Nous  I'avons  vu  un  instant  a  la  galerie,  ou  il  ne  s'est  arr6t6 
qu'une  demie-heure.  C'est  un  homrae  d'une  petite  mine, 
et  qui  a  I'air  beaucoup  plus  vieux  qu'il  ne  Test  en  efFet. 
On  le  dit  bon  homme,  mais  excessivement  bigot,  et  sous  le 
gouvernement  des  J^suites.  Un  certain  abb^  Nicolini, 
fameux  bel  esprit,  et  tyran  de  la  Crusca  et  bavard  impitoy- 
able,  lui  a  fait  son  cour,  et  I'accompagne  partout  avec 
autant  de  soin  qu'il  avoit  suivi  le  due  de  York.  II  est 
faliu  de  fort  peu  que  ces  deux  Sosies  ne  soient  rencontres 
aux  bains  de  Pise. 

17.] — Les  deux  MM.  Damer,  fils  de  lord  Milton,  et  petits- 
fils  du  due  de  Dorset,  sont  arrives.  lis  sont  tous  les  deux 
fort  jeunes,  mais  sans  gouverneur.  C'est  une  mode  qui 
commence  a  passer.  Le  gouverneur  est  toujours  a  charge, 
et  rarement  utile ;  et  quant  a  la  depense  il  lui  seroit 
difficile  d'epargner  a.  son  el6ve  le  quart  de  ses  propres 
honoraires. 

18.] — Nous  sommes  all6s  avec  I'abbe  Pilori  pour  voir  la 
Bibliotheque  Magliabecchiana,  tresor  amasse  par  ce  fameux 
bibliothecaire  des  grands  dues,  qu'ils  ont  depuis  rendu  pub- 
Hque.  Elle  consiste  en  40  a  50  mille  volumes,  rassembles 
dans  un  assez  beau  vase.  II  est  singulier  qu'un  particulier 
d'une  fortune  des  plus  m^diocres  ait  pu  rassembler  un  tresor 
digne  des  plus  grands  princes.  Mais  que  ne  pouvoit  une 
vie  tri^s  longue  dont  tous  les  momens  n'avoient  qu'un  objet 


188  MEMOIRS    OF 

susceptible  of  enthusiasm,  and  the  enthusiasm  which 
I  do  not  feel,  I  have  ever  scorned  to  affect.     But,  at 

unique  2  Magliabecchi  etoit,  pour  parler  ainsi,  la  niemoire 
personalisee  :  un  esprit  qui  ue  pouvoit  jamais  travailler  de 
hii-mdme,  mais  qui  auroit  et6  un  indioe  parlant  des  plus 
utiles  a  un  homme  de  genie  occupe  de  quelque  branche 
de  lltt^rature.  J'ai  vu  dans  cette  bibliotheque  une  preuve 
combien  la  vie  entiere  de  cette  homme  fetoit  consacree  aux 
sciences.  C'est  son  commerce  epistolaire  qui  remplit  cen- 
taines  de  volumes.  On  y  lit  les  noms  les  plus  celebres  de 
I'Europe,  et  le  nombre  entier  des  correspondans  monte  a 
plus  de  trois  mille  deux  cens.  Je  sens  qu'ils  n'ont  pas  ete 
contemporains,  mais  il  y  a  encore  de  quoi  remplir  tous  ies 
instans  d'une  vie  ordinaire.  Les  reponses  de  Magliabecchi 
sont  en  tr^s  petit  nombre.  On  comprend  facilement  qu'il 
n'en  pouvoit  pas  conserver  beaucoup  de  copies ;  mais  on  ne 
soutient  point  une  telle  correspondance  sans  en  remplir 
exactement  les  devoirs.  Pcut-etre  qu'un  habile  homme 
pourroit  faire  dans  ce  repertoire  immense  un  choix  Judi- 
cieux  qui  enricheroit  I'histoire  litteraire  du  siecle  passe. 
La  bibliotheque  est  plutot  utile  que  curieuse.  Elle  se 
distingue  bien  plus  par  les  livres  imprimes,  que  par  les 
MSS.  qui  sent  presque  tous  a  St  Laurent.  II  y  a  cepend- 
ant  un  beau  recueil  des  mathematicians  Grecs,  dont  il  y 
en  a  plusieurs  qui  n'ont  jamais  ete  publics;  une  collection 
nombreuse  des  premieres  editions  du  quinzieme  siecle,  et 
un  livre  imprime  a  Venise  dans  le  seizi^me,  qui  est  tres 
precieux  par  sa  rarete  et  par  son  sujet.  C'est  la  Collec- 
tion des  Lois  du  Royaume  de  Jerusalem,  qui  sont  passees 
dansle  Royaume  de  Chypre  sous  la  Maison  de  Lusignan,  et 
qui  paroissent  s'y  etre  conservees  sous  le  gouvernement  des 
Ven^tiens.  Ce  livre  est  en  Italien,  et  ne  peut  etre  par  con- 
sequent qu'une  traduction.  J'y  ai  vu  la  confirmation  d'une 
circonstance  racontee  par  tous  les  historiens,  que  Godefroi 
de  Bouillon  n'avoit  jamais  voulu  se  faire  couronner  pour  ne 
pas  porter  une  couronne  d'or,  dans  les  lieux  meme  oii  son 
Dieu  en  avoit  porte  une  d'6pines.  Ce  livre  a  ete  ignore 
de  tous  les  savans.  On  croit  m^me  que  Muratori  ne  le 
connoissoit  pas.  II  pourroit  servir  pour  Thistoire  des 
Croisades.  De  la  nous  sommes  alles  a  I'feglise  de  Santa 
Croce.  L'architecture  n'a  rien  de  considerable  pour 
rarchitecture :  mais  ce  n'a  pas  etc  sans  un  respect  secret 
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the  distance  of  twenty-five  years,  I  can  neither  forget 
nor  express  the  strong  emotions  which  agitated  my 

que  j'ai  consider^  les  tombeaiix  de  Galilee,  et  de  Michel 
Ang-e,  (111  restaurateur  des  arts,  et  de  celui  de  la  philosophie  : 
g^nies  vraiment  puissans  et  orig-inaux.  lis  ont  illustr^  leur 
patrie  mieux  que  les  conquerans  et  les  politiques.  Les 
Tartares  ont  eu  un  Jenghiz  Khan,  et  les  Goths  un  Alaric, 
mais  nous  d^tournons  nos  yeux  des  deserts,  ensang-lantes 
de  la  Scythie  pour  les  fixer  avec  plaisir  sur  Athens  et  sur 
Florence. 

Florence,  Aout  29,  1764.} — Nous  sommes  alles  en  corps 
avec  le  Chevalier  Mann,  pour  faire  visite  au  Marechal 
Botla,  qui  est  arrive  aujourd'hui  de  Vienno,  en  dix  jours. 
C'est  une  course  un  peu  forte  pour  un  vieillard  qui  a 
soixante  dix-sept  ans,  mais  il  parott  encore  vert  et  vigou- 
reux.  II  nous  a  re^u  poliment,  mais  il  n'a  parle  qu'au 
chevalier.  C'est  un  homme  singulier,  qui  s'est  ^leve  aux 
plus  grands  emj)lois  a  force  de  b^vues.  II  a  eu  des  am- 
bassades  brillantcs,  et  des  commandemens  d'arm^es.  Au- 
jourd'hui il  est  feld-mar6shall,  colonel  d'un  regiment  d'in- 
fanterie,  chef  de  la  r^gence  de  Toscanne,  et  vicaire-g^n^ral 
de  I'empire  en  Italic.  On  se  j)laint  beaucoup  de  sa  hau- 
teur et  de  son  avarice.  II  se  refuse  aux  d^penses  les  plus 
necessaires  pour  envoyer  beaucoup  d'argent  k  Vienne,  et 
dans  sept  ou  huit  ans  qu'il  a  gouverne  le  Toscane,  il  n'a 
rien  fait  pour  le  bien  du  pays.  On  compare  cette  conduite 
k  celle  de  son  pr^d(f^cesseur  le  comte  de  Richecourt,  qui  a 
dignement  represente  son  prince  ;  qui  a  conclu  un  concordat 
tr^s  advantageux  avec  la  cour  de  Rome,  supprim^  I'inquisi- 
tion,  borne  le  nombre  et  la  richesse  des  couvens  par  une 
loi  de  mortmain,  qui  a  fait  de  grand  chemin  h.  Bologne,  &c. 

Florence,  Septembre  1,  1764.] — Le  chevalier  Mann, 
comme  a  I'ordinaire.  J'y  ai  vu  un  baron  Prussien,  dont 
je  ne  sais  pas  le  nom.  II  y  a  quartre  ou  cinque  ans  qu'il 
voyage.  II  a  ^t6  en  Angleterre,  et  parle  tres  bon  Anglois. 
II  me  parott  joli  garden  et  ne  manque  point  de  sens.  J'ai 
caus6  avec  lui  sur  son  roi.  II  est  permis  d'etre  curieux  sur 
le  compte  d'un  pareil  homme.  Je  vois  qu'il  I'admire  plus 
qu'il  ne  I'aime.  A-t-il  tort  ?  Un  de  ses  oncles  s'est  fait 
hacher  en  pieces  pour  ne  pas  essuyer  les  reproches  durs 
et  inevitables  de  son  maitre  de  ce  qu'il  n'avoit  pas  fait 
rimpossible.     Le  roi  de  Prusse  sc  pique  de  se   connottre 
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mind  as  I  first  approaclied  and  entered  the  eternal  city. 
After  a  sleepless  night  I  trod,  with  a  lofty  step,  the 

en  pbysionomie,  science  qu'il  estime,  et  qui  doit  plaire  aux 
rois,  parcequ'il  semble  leur  donner  les  connoissances  in- 
tentives  d'un  etre  sup6rieur.  Le  roi  meprise  tout  honime 
qui  parolt  intimide  en  sa  presence.  Mais  ne  distingueroit-il 
point  entre  le  courtisan  qui  tremble  devant  un  roi,  et 
riioinine  qui  sent  la  supdriorite  d'un  grand  homme  ? 

Pise,  Septembre  24,  1764.]— J'ai  trouv6  ^  Pise  mon 
parent  le  commandant  Acton,  avec  son  neveu,  qui  nous  ont 
combl^  de  politesses.  Je  plains  beaucoup  ce  pauyre  vieillard. 
A  I'ag-e  de  soixante  ans  il  se  trouve  abandonne  de  tons  les 
Anglois  pour  avoir  chang^  de  religion ;  accabl^  d'infirmite, 
sans  esperance  de  revoir  son  pays,  il  se  fixe  parmi  un 
peuple  dont  il  n'a  jamais  pu  apprendre  la  langue.  Dans 
I'univers  entier  il  ne  lui  reste  que  son  neveu,  dont  la  repu- 
tation a  beaucoup  souffert  du  changeraent  de  son  oncle, 
qu'on  attribue  a  son  manage. 

[translation.] 

Journal,  Florence,  August  9,  1764.] — Cocchi  has  dined 
with  us.  We  have  discoursed  much  together,  but  I  cannot 
discover  the  genius  which  is  assigned  to  him,  probably 
because  our  tendencies  are  not  analogous.  I  detect, 
extravagance  in  his  ideas,  and  affectation  in  his  manners. 
He  is  eternally  complaining  of  his  poverty,  and  feels  but 
little  of  the  real  dignity  of  a  man  of  letters.  If  he  possess 
much  science,  it  is  confined  to  the  physical  branches.  He 
asked  me  if  lord  Spencer  could  not  create  bishops,  and  he 
told  me  a  story  of  lord  Lyttelton  (whose  son  he  cannot 
endure)  in  reference  to  the  subject  of  provincial  parlia- 
ments. In  the  evening  we  attended  sir  H.  Mann  to  three 
assemblies — those  of  the  countess  de  Gallo,  of  the  mar- 
chioness Gerini,  and  of  the  duke  Strozzi.  This  rapid  suc- 
cession prevented  weariness.  I  cannot  speak  the  language 
of  the  country,  and  I  know  not  their  games.  The  women 
are  occupied  by  their  cicesbeos,  and  the  men  seem  altogether 
indifferent. 

Florence,  August  16,] — I  forgot  to  remark  that  towards 
the  middle  of  July  cardinal  Stuart  passed  through  Florence 
in  his  way  to  Pisa.     He  lodged  in  the  palace  Corsini.     We 
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ruins  of  the  Forum;  each  memorable  spot  where 
Romulus  stood,  or  Tully  spoke,  or  Caesar  fell,  was  at 

saw  him  for  a  moment  at  the  gallery,  where  he  staid  about 
half  an  hour.  He  is  a  man  of  mean  appearance,  who  looks 
much  older  than  he  really  is.  They  describe  him  as  a  well- 
meaning  man,  but  excessively  bigotted,  and  governed  by 
the  Jesuits.  A  certain  abb6  Nicolini,  a  celebrated  bel  esprit, 
a  Delia  Cruscan  dictator,  and  merciless  romancer,  pays 
his  court  to  him,  and  accompanies  him  everywhere  with  as 
much  attention  as  if  he  were  the  real  duke  of  York.  It 
nearly  happened  indeed,  that  these  two  Sosias  encountered 
each  other  at  the  baths  of  Pisa. 

17.] — The  two  messieurs  Damer,  sons  of  Lord  Milton, 
and  grandsons  of  the  duke  of  Dorset,  are  arrived.  They 
are  both  very  young,  and  unaccompanied  by  a  tutor.  This 
begins  to  be  the  practice.  A  governor  is  always  expensive 
and  seldom  useful ;  and  as  to  extravagance,  it  .would  be 
difficult  for  him  to  save  his  pupil  a  quarter  of  that  which 
he  himself  receives  as  salary. 

18.]— We  went  with  the  abbe  Pilori  to  see  the  Maglia- 
becchian  library ;  the  treasure  amassed  by  this  famous 
librarian  of  the  grand  dukes,  which  has  since  been  open  to 
the  public.  It  consists  of  from  forty  to  fifty  thousand 
volumes  collected  in  a  tolerably  handsome  receptacle. 
It  is  singular,  that  an  individual  of  a  very  moderate  in- 
come should  be  able  to  collect  together  a  treasure  woithy 
of  the  greatest  princes.  But  what  cannot  a  long  life  ac- 
complish, every  moment  of  which  is  dedicated  to  a  single 
object  ?  Magliabecchi,  to  employ  a  particular  mode  of  ex- 
pression, was  Memory  personified.  His  mind  could  pro- 
duce nothing  from  itself,  but  was  capable  of  becoming  a 
living  index  to  information  tha  most  useful  to  men  of  ge- 
nius, occupied  in  particular  branches  of  literature.  I  have 
beheld  in  this  library  a  proof  of  the  manner  in  which  the 
whole  life  of  this  man  was  consecrated  to  the  sciences ;  I 
allude  to  his  epistolary  correspondence,  which  fills  one  hun- 
dred volumes.  We  find  there  the  most  celebrated  names  of 
Europe,  and  the  whole  number  of  his  correspondants 
amounts  to  three  thousand  two  hundred.  I  am  aware  that 
they  were  not  always  contemporary,  but,  notwithstanding, 
quite  sufficient  to  occupy  every  moment  of  an  ordinary  life. 
The  answers  of  Magliabecchi  are  but  few  in  number,  and 
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once  present  to  my  eye ;  and  several  days  of  intoxica- 
tion were  lost  or  enjoyed  before  1  could  descend  to  a 

it  is  easy  to  conceive  his  inability  to  take  many  copies ;  but 
such  a  correspondence  is  not  to  be  kept  up  at  all  without 
an  accurate  attention  to  the  routine  of  duties.  Possibly  an 
able  man  might  produce  a  selection  from  this  immense  re- 
pertory, which  W'ould  enrich  the  literary  history  of  the  last 
century.  The  library  is  rather  useful  than  curious,  and  is 
more  remarkable  for  printed  books  than  for  MSS.,  which  are 
almost  all  at  St  Laurent.  There  is  however  a  tine  collec- 
tion of  Grecian  mathematicians,  of  which  several  have 
never  been  made  public;  a  numerous  assemlage  of  the  first 
editions  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  a  book  printed  at 
Venice  in  the  sixteenth,  which  is  very  valuable  for  its 
rarity  and  its  subject.  It  is  the  Code  of  Law  s  of  the  King- 
dom of  Jerusalem,  which  passed  over  into  (^he  island  of  Cyprus 
under  the  house  of  Lusignan,  and  which  seems  to  have 
been  attended  to  under  the  government  of  the  Venetians. 
This  book  is  in  Italian,  and  consequently  only  a  translation: 
I  have  read  in  it  the  confirmation  of  a  circumstance  related 
by  all  the  historians — that  Godfrey  of  Bouillon  would  never 
be  crowned,  because  he  would  not  wear  a  crown  of  gold, 
where  his  God  had  borne  one  of  thorns.  This  book  has 
been  undiscovered  by  all  the  literati ;  it  is  even  thought 
that  Muratori  was  ignorant  of  it.  It  would  be  very  useful 
in  the  construction  of  a  history  of  the  Crusades.  Hence 
we  proceeded  to  the  church  of  Santa  Croce :  the  archi- 
tecture is  unimportant  as  architecture  ;  but  it  is  not  without 
secret  respect  that  1  have  beheld  the  tombs  of  Galileo  and 
of  Michal  Angelo, — of  the  restorer  of  arts,  and''the  reviver 
of  philosophy  :  men  of  a  genius  truly  powerful  and  original. 
They  have  exalted  their  country  much  more  than  conquerors 
and  politicians.  The  Tartars  have  had  a  Jenghiz  Khan, 
and  the  Goths  an  Alaric ;  but  we  may  be  allowed  to  turn 
our  eyes  from  the  blood-besprinkled  deserts  of  Scythia,  to 
fix  them  with  pleasure  upon  Athens  and  upon  Florence. 

Florence,  August  29,  1764.] — We  went  in  a  body,  with 
sir  H.  Mann,  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  marshal  Botta,  who  has 
just  arrived  from  Vienna  in  ten  days,  a  fatiguing  journey 
for  an  old  man  of  seventy-seven  ;  but  he  appears  altogether 
green  and  vigorous.  He  received  us  politely,  but  addressed 
himself  exclusively  to  sir  Horace.     He  is  a  very  extraordi- 
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cool  and  minute  investigation.  My  guide  was  Mr 
Byers,  a  Scotch  antiquary  of  experience  and  taste  ; 

nary  man  who  has  contrived  to  reach  the  most  elevated 
posts  on  the  strength  of  his  mistakes.  Ho  has  been  em- 
ployed in  splendid  embassies  and  iu  the  command  of  armies, 
and  is  at  this  time  field-marshal,  colonel  of  a  regiment  of 
infantry,  head  of  the  regency  of  Tuscany,  and  vicar  gene- 
ral of  the  empire  in  Italy.  Much  complaint  exists  as  to 
his  pride  and  avarice;  refusing  the  most  necessary  expen- 
diture, in  order  to  send  large  sums  to  Vienna;  and  in  the 
seven  or  eight  years  that  he  has  governed  Tuscany,  he  has 
done  nothing  for  the  good  of  the  country.  His  conduct  is 
in  consequence  unfavourably  compared  with  that  of  his 
predecessor,  the  count  of  Richecourt,  who  adequately  re- 
presented his  prince,  concluded  a  most  advantageous  con- 
cordat with  the  court  of  Rome,  suppressed  the  inquisition, 
put  a  limit  to  the  number  and  the  wealth  of  convents  by  a 
law  of  mortmain,  constructed  a  high  road  to  Bologna,  &c. 

Florence,  September  1,  1764..] — Attended  sir  Horace 
Mann  as  usual,  when  I  met  with  a  Prussian  baron,  of 
whose  name  I  am  ignorant.  He  has  been  travelling  for 
four  or  five  years,  and  has  visited  England,  and  speaks 
very  good  English.  He  strikes  me  to  be  a  very  pleasant 
man,  and  no  way  deficient  in  sense.  1  have  conversed  with 
him  on  the  subject  of  his  king  :  it  is  allowable  to  be  curious 
in  regard  to  such  a  prince :  I  perceive  that  he  more  ad- 
mires than  loves  him.  Is  he  in  fault?  One  of  his  uncles 
allowed  himself  to  be  cut  in  pieces  rather  than  encounter 
the  coarse  and  unavoidable  reproaches  of  a  master,  for 
being  unable  to  accomplish  some  impossible  piece  of  service. 
The  king  of  Prussia  values  himself  upon  his  knowledge  of 
physiognomy,  a  science  which  he  esteems,  and  which  is 
agreeable  to  kings,  because  it  apparently  bestows  upon 
them  the  attributes  of  a  superior  being.  The  king  despises 
every  man  who  appears  intimidated  in  his  presence;  but  he 
distinguishes  not  between  the  courtier  who  trembles  before 
a  king,  and  one  who  simply  feels  the  superiority  of  a  great 
man. 

Pisa,  September  24,  1764.] — I  have  encountered  at  Pisa 
my  relation,  the  commandant  Acton,  with  his  nejphew,  who 
have  overloaded  us  with  attentions.  I  must  pity  this  old 
man,  who  at  the  age  of  sixty  years  finds  himself  deserted 
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but  in  the  daily  labour  of  eighteen  weeks  the  powers 
of  attention  were  sometimes  fatigued,  till  I  was  my- 
self qualified,  in  a  last  review,  to  select  and  study  the 
capital  works  of  ancient  and  modern  art.  Six  weeks 
were  borrowed  for  my  tour  of  Naples,  the  most  po- 
pulous of  cities  relative  to  its  size,  whose  luxurious 
inhabitants  seem  to  dwell  on  the  confines  of  paradise 
and  hell-fire.  I  was  presented  to  the  boy-king  by  our 
new  envoy,  sir  AMlliam  Hamilton,  who,  wisely  divert- 
ing his  correspondence  from  the  secretary  of  state  to 
the  Royal  Society  and  British  ]\Iuseum,  has  elucidated 
a  country  of  such  inestimable  value  to  the  naturalist 
and  antiquarian.  On  my  return  I  fondly  embraced, 
for  the  last  time,  the  miracles  of  Rome ;  but  I 
departed  without  kissing  the  foot  of  Rezzonico, 
(Clement  XIII,)  who  neither  possessed  the  wit  of 
his  predecessor  Lambertini,  nor  the  virtues  of  his 
successor  Ganganelli.  3.  In  my  pilgrimage  from 
Rome  to  Loretto,  I  again  crossed  the  Apennine ; 
from  the  coast  of  the  Adriatic  1  traversed  a  fruitful 
and  populous  country,  which  could  alone  disprove 
the  paradox  of  Montesquieu,  that  modern  Italy  is 
a  desert.  Without  adopting  the  exclusive  prejudice 
of  the  natives,  I  sincerely  admire  the  painthigs  of 
the  Bologna  school.  I  hastened  to  escape  from  the 
sad  solitude  of  Ferrara,  which  in  the  age  of  Caesar 
was  still  more  desolate.  The  spectacle  of  Venice 
afforded  some  hours  of  astonishment;  the  uni- 
versity of  Padua  is  a  dying  taper  ;  but  Verona  still 
boasts  her  amphitheatre  ;  and  liis  native  Vicenza  is 
adorned  by  the  classic  architecture  of  Palladio  :  the 
road  of  Lombardy  and  Piedmont — (did  Montesquieu 

by  all  the  English  for  havino^  changed  his  religion  ;  sinking 
under  infirmities,  and  witliout  a  hope  of  returning  to  his 
country,  he  has  settled  himself  in  the  midst  of  a  people 
•whose  language  even  he  has  never  been  able  to  acquire. 
In  the  whole  world  his  nephew  alone  remains  to  him, 
whose  reputation  has  suffered  much  from  the  decline  of  h'u 
uncle,  which  has  been  attributed  to  hia  mismanagement. 
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find  thera  without  inhabitants?) — led  me  back  to 
Milan,  Turin,  and  the  passage  of  Alount  Cenis,  where 
I  again  crossed  the  Alps  in  my  way  to  Lyons. 

The  use  of  foreign  travel  has  been  often  debated 
as  a  general  question ;  but  the  conclusion  must  be 
finally  applied  to  the  character  and  circumstances  of 
each  individual.  With  the  education  of  boys,  tchei'e 
or  hoiv  they  may  pass  over  some  juvenile  years  with 
the  least  mischief  to  t>iPTnselves  or  others,  I  have  no 
concern.  But  after  supposing  the  previous  and  in- 
dispensable requisites  of  age,  judgment,  a  competent 
knowledge  of  men  and  books,  and  a  freedom  from 
domestic  prejudices,  I  will  briefly  describe  the  quali- 
fications which  I  deem  most  essential  to  a  traveller. 
He  should  be  endowed  with  an  active,  indefatigable 
vigour  of  mind  and  body,  which  can  seize  every 
mode  of  conveyance,  and  support,  with  a  careless 
smile,  every  hardship  of  the  road,  the  weather,  or 
the  inn.  The  benefits  of  foreign  travel  will  corres- 
pond with  the  degrees  of  these  qualifications ;  but 
in  this  sketch  those  to  whom  I  am  known  will  not 
accuse  me  of  framing  my  own  panegyric.  It  was  at 
Rome,  on  the  15th  of  October  1764,  as  I  sat  musing 
amidst  the  ruins  of  the  Capitol,  while  the  bare- 
footed friars  were  singing  vespers  in  the  temple  of 
Jupiter,*  that  the  idea  of  ^vriting  the  decline  and  fall 
of  the  city  first  started  to  my  mind.  But  my  origi- 
nal plan  was  circumscribed  to  the  decay  of  the  city 
rather  than  of  the  empire :  and,  though  ray  reading 
and  reflections  began  to  point  towards  that  object, 
some  years  elapsed,  and  several  avocations  intervened, 
before  I  was  seriously  engaged  in  the  execution  of 
that  laborious  work. 

I  had  not  totally  renounced  the  southern  provinces 
of  France,  but  the  letters  which  I  found  at  Lyons 
were   expressive   of    some   impatience.      Rome   and 

*  Now  th«  church  of  the  Zocolants,  or  Franciscan 
friars.     S. 
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Italy  had  satiated  my  curious  appetite,  and  I  was  now 
ready  to  return  to  the  peaceful  retreat  of  my  family 
and  books.  After  a  happy  fortnight,  I  reluctantly  left 
Paris,  embarked  at  Calais,  again  landed  at  Dover, 
after  an  interval  of  two  years  and  five  months,  and 
hastily  drove  through  the  summer  dust  and  solitude 
of  London.  On  the  25th  of  June  1/^5,  I  ai-rived  at 
my  father's  house ;  and  the  five  years  and  a  half 
between  my  travels  and  my  father's  death  (17/0)  are 
the  portion  of  my  life  which  I  passed  with  the  least 
enjoyment,  and  which  I  remember  with  the  least  sa- 
tisfaction. Every  spring  I  attended  the  monthly 
meeting  and  exercise  of  the  militia  at  Southampton ; 
and  by  the  resignation  of  my  father,  and  the  death  of 
sir  Thomas  Worsley,  I  was  successively  promoted  to 
the  rank  of  major  and  lieutenant-colonel  commandant; 
but  1  was  each  year  more  disgusted  with  the  inn,  the 
wine,  the  company,  and  the  tiresome  repetition  of 
annual  attendance  and  daily  exercise.  At  home,  the 
economy  of  the  family  and  farm  still  maintained  the 
same  creditable  appearance.  JMy  connection  with 
Mrs  Gibbon  was  mellowed  into  a  warm  and  solid  at- 
tachment ;  my  growing  years  abolished  the  distance 
that  might  yet  remain  between  a  parent  and  a  son ; 
and  my  behaviour  satisfied  my  father,  who  was 
proud  of  the  success,  however  imperfect  in  his  own 
lifetime,  of  my  literary  talents.  Our  sohtude  was 
soon  and  often  enlivened  by  the  visit  of  the  friend 
of  my  youth,  Mr  Deyverdun,  whose  absence  from 
Lausanne  I  had  sincerely  lamented.  About  three 
years  after  my  first  departure,  he  had  emigrated  from 
his  native  lake  to  the  banks  of  the  Oder  in  Germany. 
The  res  angusta  domi,  the  waste  of  a  decent  patrimony 
by  an  improvident  father,  obliged  him,  like  many  of 
his  countrymen,  to  confide  in  his  own  industry ;  and 
he  was  entrusted  with  the  education  of  a  young 
prince,  the  grandson  of  the  margrave  of  Schavedt, 
of  the  royal  family  of  Prussia.  Our  friendship  was 
never  cooled;  our  correspondence  was  sometimes  in- 
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terrapted  j  but  I  rather  wished  than  hoped  to  obtain 
Mr  Deyverdun  for  the  companion  of  my  Italian  tour. 
An  unhappy  though  honourable  passion  drove  him 
from  his  German  court ;  and  the  attractions  of  hope 
and  curiosity  were  fortified  by  the  expectation  of  my 
speedy  return  to  England.  During  four  successive 
summers  he  passed  several  weeks  or  months  at  Beri- 
ton,  and  our  free  conversations,  on  every  topic  that 
couid  interest  the  heart  or  understanding,  would  have 
reconciled  me  to  a  desert  or  a  prison.  In  the  winter 
months  of  London  my  sphere  of  knowledge  and 
action  was  somewhat  enlarged  by  the  many  new 
ac' :  ;aintance  which  I  had  contracted  in  the  militia 
and  abroad  ;  and  I  must  regret,  as  more  than  an 
acquaintance,  JVIr  Godfrey  Clarke  of  Derbyshire,  an 
amiable  and  worthy  young  man,  who  was  snatched 
away  by  an  untimely  death.  A  weekly  convivial 
meeting  was  established  by  myself  and  other  tra- 
vc-r^irs,  under  the  name  of  the  Roman  Club.* 

'i  he  renewal,  or  perhaps  the  improvement,  of  my 
Enghsh  hfe  was  embittered  by  the  alteration  of  my 
own  feehngs.  At  the  age  of  twenty-one  I  was,  in 
my  proper  station  of  a  youth,  delivered  from  the 
yoke  of  education,  and  delighted  with  the  compara- 
tive state  of  hberty  and  affluence.  My  fihal  obedi- 
ence was  natural  and  easy ;  and  in  the  gay  prospect 
of  futurity,  ray  ambition  did  not  extend  beyond  the 
enjoyment  of  my  books,  my  leisure,  and  my  patri- 
monial estate,  undisturbed  by  the  cares  of  a  family 
and  the  duties  of  a  profession.  But  in  the  militia  I 
was  armed  wi^h  power  ;  in  my  travels  I  was  exempt 

*  The  members  were  lord  Mountstuart,  ('now  marquis  of 
Bute,)  colonel  Edmonstone,  W.  Weddal,  rev.  MrPalgrave, 
earl  of  Berkley,  Godfrey  Clarke,  (member  for  Derbyshire,) 
Holroyd,  (lord  Sheffield,)  major  Ridley,  Thomas  Charles 
Bigge,  sir  William  Guise,  sir  John  Aubrey,  the  late  earl  of 
Abingdon,  hon.  Peregrine  Bertie,  rev.  Mr  Cleaver,  Hon. 
John  Darner,  hon.  Georg-e  Darner,  (late  earl  of  Dorches- 
ter,) §ir  Thomas  Gascoygne,  sir  John  Ilort,  E.  Gibbon. 

»  9 
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from  control ;  and  as  I  approached,  as  T  gradually 
passed  my  thirtieth  year,  I  began  to  feel  the  desire 
of  being  master  in  my  own  house.  The  most  gentle 
authority  will  sometimes  frown  without  reason,  the 
most  cheerful  submission  will  sometimes  murmur 
without  cause  ;  and  such  is  the  law  of  our  imperfect 
nature,  that  we  must  either  command  or  obey — that 
our  personal  liberty  is  supported  by  the  obsequious- 
ness of  our  own  dependents.  While  so  many  of  my 
acquaintance  were  married  or  in  parliament,  or  ad- 
vancing with  a  rapid  step  in  the  various  roads  of 
honour  and  fortune,  I  stood  alone,  immovable  and 
insignificant;  for  after  the  monthly  meeting  of  1770, 
I  had  even  withdrawn  myself  from  the  mihtia  by  the 
resignation  of  an  empty  and  barren  commission. 
My  temper  is  not  susceptible  of  envy,  and  the  view 
of  successful  merit  has  always  excited  my  warmest 
applause.  The  miseries  of  a  vacant  hfe  were  never 
known  to  a  man  whose  hours  were  insufficient  for 
the  inexhaustible  pleasure  of  study.  But  I  lamented 
that  at  the  proper  age  I  had  not  embraced  the  lucra- 
tive pursuits  of  the  law  or  of  trade,  the  chances  of 
civil  office  or  India  adventure,  or  even  the  fat  slum- 
bers of  the  church ;  and  my  repentance  became  more 
lively  as  the  loss  of  time  was  more  irretrievable. 
Experience  shewed  me  the  use  of  grafting  my  private 
consequence  on  the  importance  of  a  great  professional 
body,  the  benefits  of  those  firm  connections  which 
are  connected  by  hope  and  interest,  by  gratitude  and 
emulation,  by  the  mutual  exchange  of  service  and 
favours.  From  the  emoluments  of  a  profession  I 
might  have  derived  an  ample  fortune,  or  a  competent  ' 
income,  instead  of  being  stinted  to  the  same  naiTow 
allowance,  to  be  increased  only  by  an  event  which  I 
sincerely  deprecated.  The  progress  and  the  know- 
ledge of  our  domestic  disorders  aggravated  my  anxiety, 
and  I  began  to  apprehend  that  I  might  be  left  in  my 
old  age  without  the  fruits  either  of  industry  or  in- 
heritance. 

In  the  first  summer  after  my  return,  whilst  I  en- 


EDWARD    GIBBON.  199 

joyed  at  Benton  the  society  of  my  friend  Deyverdun, 
our  daily  conversations  expatiated  over  the  field  of 
ancient  and  modem  literature ;  and  we  freely  dis- 
cussed my  studies,  my  first  Essay,  and  my  future 
projects.  The  Decline  and  Fall  of  Rome  I  still  con- 
templated at  an  awful  distance :  but  the  two  historical 
designs  which  had  balanced  my  choice  were  submitted 
to  his  taste  ;  and  in  the  parallel  between  the  revolutions 
of  Florence  and  Switzerland,  our  common  partiality  for 
a  country  which  was  his  by  birth,  and  mine  by  adop- 
tion,, inclined  the  scale  in  favour  of  the  latter.  Ac- 
cording to  the  plan  which  was  soon  conceived  and 
digested,  I  embraced  a  period  of  two  hundred  years, 
from  the  association  of  the  three  peasants  of  the  Alps 
to  the  plentitude  and  prosperity  of  the  Helvetic  body 
in  the  sixteenth  century.  I  should  have  described  the 
deliverance  and  victory  of  the  Swiss,  who  have  never 
shed  the  blood  of  their  tyrants  but  in  a  field  of  battle  ; 
the  laws  and  manners  of  the  confederate  states  ;  the 
splendid  trophies  of  the  Austrian,  Burgundian,  and 
Italian  wars ;  and  the  wisdom  of  a  nation  who,  after 
some  sallies  of  martial  adventure,  has  been  content  to 
guard  the  blessings  of  peace  with  the  sword  of  freedom. 

Manus  haac  inimica  tyrannis 

Ense  petit  placidam  sub  libertate  quietum. 

My  judgment,  as  well  as  my  enthusiasm,  was  satis- 
fied with  the  glorious  theme ;  and  the  assistance  of 
Deyverdun  seemed  to  remove  an  inseparable  obstacle. 
The  French  or  Latin  memorials,  of  which  I  was  not 
ignorant,  are  inconsiderable  in  number  and  weight ; 
but  in  the  perfect  acquaintance  of  my  friend  with  the 
German  language  I  found  the  key  of  a  more  valuable 
collection.  The  most  necessary  books  were  procured  ; 
he  translated,  for  my  use,  the  folio  volume  of  Schil- 
ling, a  copious  and  contemporary  relation  of  the  war 
of  Burgundy ;  we  read  and  marked  the  most  interest- 
ing parts  of  the  great  chronicle  of  Tschudi ;  and  by 
his  labour,  or  that  of  an  inferior  assistant,  large  ex- 
tracts were  made  from  the  History  of  LaufFer  and  the 
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Dictionary  of  Lew ;  yet  such  was  the  distance  and 
delay,  that  two  years  elapsed  in  these  preparatory 
steps;  and  it  was  late  in  the  third  summer  (1767) 
before  I  entered,  with  these  slender  materials,  on  the 
more  agreeable  task  of  composition.  A  ipecimen  of 
my  History,  the  first  hook,  was  read  the  following 
winter  in  a  literary  seciety  of  foreigners  io  London  ; 
and  as  the  author  was  unknown,  I  listena  .,  without 
observation,  to  the  free  strictures,  and  untavourable 
sentence,  of  my  judges.*  The  momentary  sensation 
was  painful ;  but  their  condemnation  was  ratified  by 
my  cooler  thoughts.    I  delivered  my  imperfect  sheets 

*  Mr  Hume  seems  to  have  a  different  opinion  of  this 
work. 

From  Mr  Hume  to  Mr  Gibbon. 
Sir, 

Tt  is  but  a  few  days  ago  since  M.  Deyverdun  put  your 
manuscript  into  my  hands,  and  I  have  perused  it  with  great 
pleasure  and  satisfaction.  I  have  only  one  objection,  de- 
rived from  the  language  in  which  it  is  written.  Why  do 
you  compose  in  French,  and  carry  faggots  into  the  wood, 
as  Horace  says  with  regard  to  Romans  who  wrote  in  Greek  t 
I  grant  that  you  have  a  like  motive  to  those  Romans,  and 
adopt  a  language  much  more  generally  diffused  than  your 
native  tongue.  But  have  you  not  remarked  the  fate  of  those 
two  ancient  languages  in  following  ages  ?  The  Latin, 
though  then  less  celebrated,  and  confined  to  more  narrow 
limits,  has  in  some  measure  outlived  the  Greek,  and  is  now 
more  generally  understood  by  men  of  letters.  Let  the 
French,  therefore,  triumph  in  the  present  diffusion  of  their 
tongue.  Our  solid  and  increasing  establishments  in  Ame- 
rica, where  weneed  less  dread  the  inundation  of  barba- 
rians, promise  a  superior  stability  and  duration  to  the  English 
language. 

Your  use  of  the  French  tongue  has  also  led  you  into  a 
style  more  poetical  and  figurative,  and  more  highly  coloured, 
than  our  language  seems  to  admit  of  in  historical  produc- 
tions :  for  such  is  the  practice  of  French  writers,  particu- 
larly the  more  recent  ones,  who  illuminate  their  pictures 
more  than  custom  will  permit  us.  On  the  whole,  your 
history,  in  my  opinion,  is  written  with  spirit  and  judgment : 
and  I  exhort  you  very  earnestly  to  continue  it.  The  objec- 
tions that  occurred  to  nie  on  reading   it  were   so  frivolous, 
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to  the  flames,*  and  for  ever  renounced  a  design  in 
which  some  expense,  much  labour,  and  more  time, 
had  been  so  vainly  consumed.  I  cannot  regret  the 
loss  of  a  slight  and  superficial  essay ;  for  such  the 
work  must  have  been  in  the  hands  of  a  stranger, 
uninformed  by  the  scholars  and  statesmen,  and  remote 
from  the  libraries  and  archives,  of  the  Swiss  republics. 
My  ancient  habits,  and  the  presence  of  Deyverdun, 
encouraged  me  to  write  in  French  for  the  continent 
of  Europe  ;  but  I  was  conscious  myself  that  my  style, 
above  prose  and  below  poetry,  degenerated  into  a 
verbose  and  turgid  declamation.  Perhaps  1  may  im- 
pute the  failure  to  the  injudicious  choice  of  a  foreign 
language.  Perhaps  I  may  suspect  that  the  language 
itself  is  ill  adapted  to  sustain  the  vigour  ahd  dignity 
of  an  important  narrative.  But  if  France,  so  rich  in 
literary  merit,  had  produced  a  great  original  historian, 
his  genius  would  have  formed  and  fixed  the  idiom 
to  the  proper  tone,  the  peculiar  mode  of  historical 
eloquence. 

It  was  in  search  of  some  liberal  and  lucrative  em- 
ployment that  my  friend  Deyverdun  had  visited 
England.  His  remittances  from  home  were  scanty 
and  precarious.  My  purse  was  always  open,  but  it 
was  often  empty ;  and  I  bitterly  felt  the  want  of 
riches  and  power,  which  might  have  enabled  me  to 
correct  the  errors  of  his  fortune.  His  wishes  and 
qualification   solicited  the   station   of  the  travelling 

that  I  shall  not  trouble  you  with  them,  and  should,  I  believe, 
have  a  difficulty  to  recollect  them.  I  am,  with  great  esteem, 
Sir, 
/  Your  most  obedient 

y^'^       London,  and  most  humble  servant, 

^^  54th  of  Oct.  1767.  David  Hume. 

aC*  He  neglected  to  burn  them.  He  left  at  Sheffield-place 
j.ie  introduction,  or  tirst  book,  in  forty-three  pages  folio, 
written  in  a  very  small  hand,  besides  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  notes.  Mr  Hume's  opinion,  expressed  in  the  letter 
in  the  last  note,  perhaps  may  justify  the  publication  of  it.  S. 
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governor  of  some  wealthy  pupil ;  but  every  vacancy 
provoked  so  many  eager  candidates,  that  for  a  long 
time  I  struggled  without  success ;  nor  was  it  till  after 
much  application  that  I  could  even  place  him  as  a 
clerk  in  the  office  of  the  secretary  of  state.  In  a 
residence  of  several  years  he  never  acquired  the  just 
pronunciation  and  familiar  use  of  the  English  tongue, 
hut  he  read  our  most  difficult  authors  with  ease  and 
taste :  his  critical  knowledge  of  our  language  and 
poetry  was  such  as  few  foreigners  have  possessed ; 
and  few  of  our  countrymen  could  enjoy  the  theatre  of 
Shakspeare  and  Garrick  with  more  exquisite  feeling 
and  discernment.  Tlie  consciousness  of  his  own 
strength,  and  the  assurance  of  my  aid,  emboldened 
him  to  imitate  the  example  of  Dr  Maty,  whose 
*  Journal  Brittannique '  was  esteemed  and  regretted  ; 
and  to  improve  his  model  by  uniting  with  the  trans- 
actions of  literature  a  philosophical  view  of  the  arts 
and  manners  of  the  British  nation.  Our  journal  for 
the  year  1767,  under  the  title  of  'JMemoires  Litt^raires 
de  la  Grande  Bretagne,'  was  soon  finished  and  sent  to 
the  press.  For  the  first  article,  lord  Lyttelton's 
History  of  Henry  H,  I  must  o^vn  myself  responsible; 
but  the  public  has  ratified  my  judgment  of  that  vo- 
luminous work,  in  which  sense  and  learning  are  not 
illuminated  by  a  ray  of  genius.  The  next  specimen 
was  the  choice  of  my  friend,  the  '  Bath  Guide,'  a  light 
and  whimsical  performance,  of  local,  and  even  verbal, 
pleasantry.  I  started  at  the  attempt :  he  smiled  at 
my  fears  :  his  courage  was  justified  by  success  ;  and 
a  master  of  both  languages  will  applaud  the  cm-if"* 
felicity  with  which  he  has  transfused  into  Fre. 
prose  the  spirit,  and  even  the  humour,  of  the  Eng. 
verse.  It  is  not  my  wish  to  deny  how  deeply  I  ■^ 
interested  in  the  Memoires,  of  which  I  need  i 
surely  be  ashamed  ;  but  at  the  distance  of  more  th 
twenty  years,  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  asce 
tain  the  respective  shares  of  the  two  associates.  . 
long  and  intimate  communication  of  ideas  had  cas 
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our  sentiments  and  style  in  the  same  mould.  In  our 
social  labours  we  composed  and  corrected  by  turns ; 
and  the  praise  which  I  might  honestly  l^estow  would 
fah  perhaps  on  some  article  or  passage  most  properly 
my  own.  A  second  volume  (for  the  year  1768)  was 
published  of  these  Mem.oires.  I  will  presume  to  say, 
that  their  merit  was  superior  to  their  reputation ;  but 
it  is  not  less  tme,  that  they  were  productive  of  more 
reputation  than  emolument.  They  introduced  my 
friend  to  the  protection,  and  myself  to  the  acquaint- 
ance, of  the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  whose  age  and  infir- 
mities secluded  him  from  the  world ;  and  of  Mr  David 
Hume,  who  was  under-secretary  to  the  office  in  which 
Deyverdun  Avas  more  humbly  employed.  The  former 
accepted  a  dedication,  (April  12th,  1/69,)  and  re- 
seiwed  the  author  for  the  future  education  of  his  suc- 
cessor :  the  latter  enriched  the  Journal  with  a  reply 
to  JNIr  Walpole's  Historical  Doubts,  which  he  after- 
wards shaped  into  the  form  of  a  note.  The  materials 
of  the  third  volume  were  almost  completed,  when  I 
recommended  Deyverdun  as  governor  to  sir  Richard 
Worsley,  a  youth,  the  son  of  my  old  lieutenant- 
colonel,  who  was  lately  deceased.  They  set  forward 
on  their  travels ;  nor  did  they  return  to  England  till 
some  time  after  my  father's  death. 

My  next  publication  was  an  accidental  sally  of  love 
and  resentment ;  of  my  reverence  for  modest  genius, 
aiid  my  aversion  for  insolent  pedantry.  The  sixth 
book  of  the  .^neid  is  the  most  pleasing  and  perfect 
composition  of  Latin  poetry.  The  descent  of  iEneas 
^^*1  the  Sybil  to  the  infernal  regions,  to  the  world 
■  spirits,  expands  an  awful  and  boundless  prospect, 
_i  om  the  noctm'nal  gloom  of  the  Cumeean  grot, 
^,  Ibant  obscurl  sola  sub  nocte  per  umbrani, 

aO  the  meridian  brightness  of  the  Elysian  fields; 

Largior  hie  campos  aether  et  lumine  vestit 
^  Purpureo 

i'rom  the  dreams  of  simple  nature,  to  the  dreams. 
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alas  !  of  Egyptian  theology,  and  the  philosophy  of 
the  Greeks.  But  the  final  dismission  of  the  hero 
through  the  ivory  gate,  whence 

Falsa  ad  cceluin  mittunt  insomnia  manes, 

seems  to  dissolve  the  whole  enchantment,  and  leaves 
the  reader  in  a  state  of  cold  and  anxious  scepticism. 
This  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  has  been 
variously  imputed  to  the  taste  or  irreligion  of  Virgil ; 
but,  according  to  the  more  elaborate  interpretation  of 
bishop  Warburton,  the  descent  to  hell  is  not  a  false 
but  a  mimic  scene,  which  represents  the  initiation  of 
iEneas,  in  the  character  of  a  law-giver,  to  the  Eleusi- 
nian  mysteries.  This  hypothesis,  a  singular  chapter 
in  the  Divine  Legation  of  jMoses,  had  been  admitted 
by  many  as  true  ;  it  was  praised  by  all  as  ingenious  ; 
nor  had  it  been  exposed,  in  a  space  of  thirty  years,  to 
a  fair  and  critical  discussion.  The  learning  and  the 
abilities  of  the  author  had  raised  him  to  a  just  emi- 
nence ;  but  he  reigned  the  dictator  and  the  tyrant  of 
the  world  of  literature.  The  real  merit  of  Warburton 
was  degraded  by  the  pride  and  presumption  with 
which  he  pronounced  his  infallible  decrees  ;  in  his 
polemic  writings  he  lashed  his  antagonists  without 
mercy  or  moderation ;  and  his  servile  flatterers  (see 
the  base  and  malignant  essay  on  the  *'  Delicacy  of 
Friendship,")*  exalting  the  assaulted  master-critic  far 
above  Aristotle  and  Longinus,  assaulted  every  modest 
dissenter  who  refused  to  consult  the  oracle,  and  to 
adore  the  idol.  In  a  land  of  liberty  such  despotism 
must  provoke  a  general  opposition,  and  the  zeal  of 
opposition  is  seldom  candid  or  impartial.  A  late  pro- 
fessor of  Oxford  (Dr  Louth)  in  a  pointed  and  po- 
lished epistle  (August  31,  17-15)  defended  himself, 
and  attacked  the  bishop  ;  and,  whatsoever  might  be 
the  merits  of  an  insignificant  controversy,  his  victory 
was  clearly  established  by  the  silent  confusion  of  War- 
burton and  his  slaves.     /  too,  without  any  private 

*  By  Hurd,  afterwards  bishop  of  Worcester 
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offence,  was  ambitions  of  breaking  a  lance  against  the 
giant's  shield  ;  and  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  17/0, 
my  **  Critical  Observations  on  the  Sixth  Book  of  the 
^neid"  were  sent,  without  my  name,  to  the  press. 
In  this  short  essay,  my  first  English  publication,  I 
aimed  my  strokes  against  the  person  and  the  hypo- 
thesis of  bishop  Warburton.  I  proved,  at  least  to  my 
own  satisfaction,  that  the  ancient  law-givers  did  not 
invent  the  mysteries,  and  that  iEneas  was  never  in- 
vested with  the  office  of  lawgiver :  that  there  is  not 
any  argument,  any  circumstance,  which  can  melt  a 
fable  into  allegory,  or  remove  the  scene  from  the 
lake  Avernus  to  the  T'emi)le  of  Ceres  :  that  such  a 
wild  supposition  is  equally  injurious  to  the  poet  and 
the  man  :  tliat  if  Virgil  was  not  initiated,  he  could  not, 
if  he  were,  he  would  not,  reveal  the  secrets  of  the  ini- 
tiation :  that  the  anathema  of  Horace  (vetaho  qui 
Cerer'is  sacrum  vulg^arit,  &cj  at  once  attests  his  own 
ignorance  and  the  innocence  of  his  friend.  As  the 
bishop  of  Gloucester  and  his  party  maintained  a  dis- 
creet silence,  my  critical  disquisition  was  soon  lost 
among  the  pamphlets  of  the  day  ;  but  the  pu])lic  cold- 
ness was  overbalanced  to  my  feelings  by  the  weighty 
approbation  of  the  last  and  best  editor  of  Virgil,  pro- 
fessor Heyne  of  Gottingen,    who   acquiesces    in  my 

confutation,  and  styles  the  unknown  author,  doctus 

et  elegantissmus  Britnnnus.  But  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation  of  transcribing  the  favourable  judgment  of 
Mv  Hayley,  himself  a  poet  and  a  scholar  : — "  An  intri- 
cate hypothesis,  twisted  into  a  long  and  laboured 
chain  of  quotation  and  argument,  the  Dissertation  on 
the  Sixth  Book  of  Virgil,  remained  some  time  unre- 

futed. At  length,  a  superior,  but  anonymous, 

critic  arose,  who,  in  one  of  the  most  judicious  and 
spirited  essays  that  our  nation  has  produced  on  a  point 
of  classical  literature,  completely  overturned  this  ill- 
founded  edifice,  and  exposed  the  arrogance  and  futility 
of  its  assuming  architect."  He  even  condescends  to 
justify  an  acrimony  of  style  which  had  been  gently 


206  MEMOIRS    OF 

blamed  by  the  more  unbiassed  German ;  "  PauUo 
avrins  quam  I'cUs  perstrithviL"*  But  I  cannot  forgiA'e 
myself  the  contemptuous  treatment  of  a  man  who, 
witli  all  his  faults,  \vas  entitled  to  my  esteem  ;  f  and 
I  can  less  forgive,  in  a  personal  attack,  the  cowardly 
concealment  of  my  name  and  character. 

In  the  fifteen  years  between  my  Essay  on  the  Study 
of  Literature  and  the  first  volume  of  the  Dechne  and 
Fall  (1761 — 17/6)  this  criticism  on  Warburton,  and 
some  articles  in  the  Journal,  were  my  sole  publi- 
cations. It  is  more  especially  incumbent  on  me  to 
mark  the  employment  or  to  confess  the  waste  of 
time  from  my  travels  to  my  father's  death,  an  inter- 
val in  M'liich  I  was  not  diverted  by  any  professional 
duties  from  the  labours  and  pleasures  of  a  studious 
life.  1.  As  soon  as  I  was  released  from  the  fruitless 
task  of  the  Swiss  revolutions  (1768)  I  began  gradu- 
ally to  advance  from  the  wish  to  the  hope,  from  the 
hope  to  the  design,  from  the  design  to  the  execution, 
of  my  historical  work,  of  whose  limits  and  extent  I 
had  yet  a  very  inadequate  notion.  The  Classics,  as 
low  as  Tacitus,  the  younger  Pliny,  and  Juvenal,  were 
my  old  and  familiar  companions.  I  insensibly  plunged 
into  the  ocean  of  the  Augustan  history ;  and  in  the 
descending  series  I  investigated,  with  my  pen  almost 

*  Thecdltor  of  tlieWarburtonian  tracts,  Dr  Parr  (p.  192) 
considers  the  alleg-orical  interpretation  "  as  completely 
refuted  in  a  most  clear,  eleg-ant,  and  decisive  work  of 
criticism;  which  could  not,  indeed,  derive  authority  from 
the  g-reaiest  name,  hut  to  which  the  greatest  name  might 
with  proj)riety  have  been  affixed." 

+  The  Divine  Legation  of  Moses  is  a  monument,  already 
crumbling  in  the  dust,  of  the  \igour  and  weakness  of  the 
human  mind.  If  \V  arburton's  new  argument  proved  any- 
thing, it  would  be  a  demonstration  against  the  legislator 
who  left  his  people  without  the  knowleilgc  of  a  future  state. 
But  some  ejiisodes  of  the  work,  on  the  Greek  philosophy, 
the  hieroglyphics  of  Egypt,  &c.  are  entitled  to  the  praise  of 
learning,  imagination,  and  discernment. 
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always  in  my  hand,  the  original  records,  both  Greek 
and  Latin,  from  Dion  Cassius  to  Ammianus  Marcelli- 
nus,  from  the  reign  of  Trajan  to  the  last  age  of  the 
Western  Ciesars.  The  subsidiary  rays  of  medals, 
and  inscriptions  of  geography  and  chronology,  were 
thrown  on  their  proper  objects  ;  and  I  applied  tiie 
collections  of  Tillemont,  whose  inimitable  accuracy 
almost  assumes  the  character  of  genius,  to  fix  and 
arrange  within  my  reach  the  loose  and  scattered  atoms 
of  historical  information.  Through  the  darkness  of 
the  middle  ages  I  explored  my  way  in  the  Annals  and 
Antiquities  of  Italy  of  the  learned  Muratori,  and  dili- 
gently compared  them  with  the  parallel  or  transverse 
lines  of  Sigonius  and  IMaffei,  Baronius  and  Pagi,  till 
I  almost  grasped  the  ruins  of  Rome  in  the  fourteenth 
century,  without  suspecting  that  this  final  chapter 
must  be  attained  by  the  labour  of  six  quartos  and 
twenty  years.  Among  the  books  which  I  purchased, 
the  Theodosian  Code,  with  the  commentary  of  James 
Godefroy,  must  be  gratefully  remembered.  1  used  it 
(and  much  I  used  it)  as  a  work  of  history  rather  than 
of  jurisprudence  :  but  in  every  light  it  may  be  consi- 
dered as  a  full  and  capacious  repository  of  the  political 
state  of  the  empire  in  the  fourth  and  fifth  centuries. 
As  I  believed,  and  as  I  still  believe,  that  the  propaga- 
tion of  the  Gospel,  and  the  triumph  of  the  church, 
are  inseparably  connected  with  the  decline  of  the  Ro- 
man monarchy,  I  weighed  the  causes  and  effects  of 
the  revolution,  and  contrasted  the  narratives  and  apo- 
logies of  the  Christians  themselves,  with  the  glances 
of  candour  or  enmity  which  the  Pagans  have  cast  on 
the  rising  sects.  The  Jewish  and  Heathen  testimo- 
nies, as  they  are  collected  and  illustrated  by  Dr  Lard- 
ner,  directed,  without  supersedhig,  my  search  of  the 
originals  ;  and  in  an  ample  dissertation  on  the  mira- 
culous darkness  of  the  Passion,  I  privately  drew  my 
conclusions  from  the  silence  of  an  unbelieving  age. 
I  have  assembled  the  preparatory  studies  directly  or 
indirectly  relative  to  my  history  j  but,  in  strict  equity. 
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they  must  be  spread  beyond  this  period  of  my  life, 
over  the  two  summers  (1/71  and  1/72)  that  elapsed 
between  my  father's  death  and  my  settlement  in  Lon- 
don. 2.  In  a  free  conversation  with  books  and  men 
it  would  be  endless  to  enumerate  the  names  and  cha- 
racters of  all  who  are  introduced  to  our  acquaintance  ; 
but  in  this  general  acquaintance  we  may  select  the  de- 
grees of  friendship  and  esteem.  According  to  the 
wise  maxim,  Multum  legere  pofvia  quam  multa,  I  re- 
viewed, again  and  again,  the  immortal  works  of  the 
French  and  English,  the  Latin  and  Italian  classics. 
My  Greek  studies  (though  less  assiduous  than  I  de- 
signed) maintained  and  extended  my  knowledge  of 
tliat  incomparable  idiom.  Homer  and  Xenophon 
were  still  my  favourite  authors  ;  and  I  had  almost 
prepared  for  the  press  an  Essay  on  the  Cyropoedia, 
which,  in  my  own  judgment,  is  not  unhappily  la- 
boured. After  a  certain  age,  the  new  publications  of 
merit  are  the  sole  food  of  the  many ;  and  the  most 
austere  student  will  be  often  tempted  to  break  the 
line,  for  the  sake  of  indulging  his  own  curiosity,  and 
of  providing  the  topics  of  fashionable  currency.  A 
more  res})ectable  motive  may  be  assigned  for  the  third 
perusal  of  Blackstone's  Commentaries  ;  and  a  copi- 
ous and  critical  abstract  of  that  English  work  was  my 
first  serious  production  in  my  native  language.  3.  JMy 
literary  leisure  was  much  less  complete  and  indepen- 
dent than  it  might  appear  to  the  eye  of  a  stranger. 
In  the  hurry  of  London  I  was  destitute  of  books  ;  in 
the  solitude  of  Hampshire  I  was  not  master  of  my 
time.  IMy  quiet  was  gradually  disturbed  by  our  do- 
mestic anxiety ;  and  I  should  be  ashamed  of  my  un- 
feeling philosophy,  had  I  found  much  time  or  taste 
for  study  in  the  last  fatal  summer  (1770)  of  my 
father's  decay  and  dissolution. 

The  disembodying  of  the  miHtia  at  the  close  of  the 
war  (17(J3)  had  restored  the  major  (a  new  Cincinna- 
tus)  to  a  life  of  agriculture.  His  labours  were  useful, 
his  pleasures  innocent,  his  wishes  moderate  ;  and  my 
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father  seemed  to  enjoy  the  state  of  happhiess  which  is 
celebrated  by  poets  and  philosophers  as  the  most 
agreeable  to  nature,  and  the  least  accessible  to  for- 
tune. 

Beatus  ille,  qui  procul  negotiis 

(Ut  prisca  gens  mortaliuin) 

Paterna  rura  bobus  exeicet  suis, 

Solutus  onini  fcenore.* — Hor.  Epod.  ii. 

But  the  last  indispensable  condition,  the  freedom 
from  debt,  was  wanting  to  my  father's  felicity ;  and 
the  vanities  of  his  youth  were  severely  punished  by 
the  solicitude  and  sorrow  of  his  declining  age.  The 
first  mortgage,  on  my  return  from  Lausanne  (17^8^ 
had  afforded  him  a  partial  and  transient  relief.  The 
annual  demand  of  interest  and  allowance  was  a  heavy 
deduction  from  his  income ;  the  militia  was  a  source 
of  expense  ;  the  farm  in  his  hands  was  not  a  profitable 
adventure  ;  he  was  loaded  with  the  costs  and  damages 
of  an  obsolete  law-suit  ;  and  each  year  muiltiplied 
the  number,  and  exhausted  the  patience,  of  his  cre- 
ditors. Under  these  painful  circumstances,  I  con- 
sented to  an  additional  mortgage,  to  the  sale  of 
Putney,  and  to  every  sacrifice  that  could  alleviate  his 
distress.  But  he  was  no  longer  capable  of  a  rational 
effort,  and  his  reluctant  delays  postponed  not  the  evils 
themselves,  but  the  remedies  of  those  evils — (remedia 
malorum  potius  (juatn  mala  differebat.)  The  pangs  of 
shame,  tenderness,  and  self-reproach,  incessantly 
preyed  on  his  vitals  ;  his  constitution  was  broken  ;  he 
lost  his  strength  and  his  sight :  the  rapid  progress  of 
a  dropsy  admonished  him  of  his  end,  and  lie  sunk 
into  the  grave  on  the  10th  of  November  17/0,  in  the 
sixty-fourth  year  of  his  age.  A  family  tradition  in- 
sinuates that  Mr  Wihiam  Law  had  drawn  his  pupil  in 

*  Like  the  first  mortals  blest  is  he, 
From  debts,  and  usury,  and  business  free. 
With  his  own  team  who  ploughs  the  soil 
Which  grateful  once  confess'd  his  father's  toil. 

Francis* 
s2 
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the  light  and  inconstant  character  of  Flatus,  who  is 
ever  confident,  and  ever  disappointed  in  the  chace  of 
happiness.  But  these  constitutional  failings  were 
happily  compensated  by  the  virtues  of  the  head  and 
heart,  by  the  warmest  sentiments  of  honour  and  hu- 
manity. His  graceful  person,  pohte  address,  gentle 
manners,  and  unaffected  cheerfuhiess,  recommended 
him  to  the  favour  of  every  company;  and  in  the 
change  of  times  and  opinions,  his  hberal  spirit  had 
long  since  delivered  him  from  the  zeal  and  prejudice 
of  a  Tory  education.  I  submitted  to  the  order  of 
nature ;  and  my  grief  was  soothed  by  the  conscious 
satisfaction  that  I  had  discharged  all  the  duties  of 
filial  piety. 

As  soon  as  I  had  paid  the  last  solemn  duties  to  my 
father,  and  obtained,  from  time  and  reason,  a  tolera- 
ble composure  of  mind,  I  began  to  form  a  plan  of  an 
independent  life,  most  adapted  to  my  circumstances 
and  inclination.  Yet  so  intricate  was  the  ne^,  my 
efforts  were  so  awkward  and  feeble,  that  nearly  two 
years  (November  1/70 — October  1/72)  were  suffered 
to  elapse  before  I  could  disentangle  myself  from  the 
management  of  the  farm,  and  transfer  my  residence 
from  Beriton  to  a  house  in  London.  During  this  in- 
terval I  continued  to  divide  my  year  between  town 
and  the  country ;  but  my  new  situation  was  bright- 
ened by  hope,  my  stay  in  London  was  p»rolonged 
into  the  summer,  and  the  uniformity  of  the  summer 
was  occasionally  broken  by  visits  and  excursions  at  a 
distance  from  home.  The  gratification  of  my  desires 
(they  were  not  immoderate)  has  been  seldom  disap- 
pointed by  the  want  of  money  or  credit ;  my  pride 
was  never  insulted  by  the  visit  of  an  importunate 
tradesman  ;  and  my  transient  anxiety  for  the  past  or 
future  has  been  dispelled  by  the  studious  or  social  oc- 
cupation of  the  present  hour.  My  conscience  does 
not  accuse  me  of  any  act  of  extravagance  or  injustice, 
and  the  remnant  of  my  estate  aflfords  an  ample  and 
honourable  provision  for  my  declining  age.     I  shall 
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not  expatiate  on  my  economical  affairs,  which  cannot 
be  instructive  or  amusing  to  the  reader.  It  is  a  rule 
of  prudence,  as  well  as  of  politeness,  to  reserve  such 
confidence  for  the  ear  of  a  priA'ate  friend,  without  ex- 
posing our  situation  to  the  envy  or  pity  of  strangers ; 
for  envy  is  productive  of  hatred,  and  pity  borders  too 
nearly  on  contempt.  Yet  I  may  believe,  and  even 
assert,  that  in  circumstances  more  indigent  or  more 
wealthy  T  should  never  have  accomphshed  the  task, 
or  acquired  the  fame,  of  an  historian  ;  that  my  spirit 
would  have  been  broken  by  poverty  and  contempt, 
and  that  my  industry  might  have  been  relaxed  in  the 
labour  and  luxury  of  a  superfluous  fortune. 

I  had  now  attained  the  first  of  earthly  blessings, 
independence  :  I  was  the  absolute  master  of  my  hours 
and  actions  :  nor  was  I  deceived  in  the  hope  that  the 
establishment  of  my  library  in  town  would  allow  me 
to  divide  the  day  between  study  and  society.  Each 
year  the  circle  of  my  acquaintance,  the  number  of  my 
dead  and  living  companions,  was  enlarged.  To  a 
lover  of  books  the  shops  and  sales  of  London  present 
irresistible  temptations  ;  and  the  manufacture  of  my 
history  required  a  various  and  growing  stock  of  ma- 
terials. The  militia,  my  travels,  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, the  fame  of  an  author,  contributed  to  multiply 
my  connections  :  I  was  chosen  a  member  of  the  fa- 
shionable clubs  ;  and,  before  I  left  England  in  1783, 
there  were  few  persons  of  any  eminence  in  the  literary 
or  political  world  to  whom  I  was  a  stranger.*     It 

*  From  the  mixed  though  polite  company  of  Boodle's, 
White's,  and  Brooks's,  I  must  honourably  distinguish  a 
weekly  society  which  was  instituted  in  the  year  1764,  and 
which  still  continues  to  flourish,  under  the  title  of  the  Lite- 
rary Club  (Hawkins's  Life  of  Johnson,  p.  415.  Boswell's 
Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  p.  9T).  The  names  of  Dr  Johnson, 
Mr  Burke,  Mr  Topham  Beauclerc,  Mr  Garrick,  Dr  Gold- 
smith, sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Mr  Cohnan,  sir  William  Jones, 
Dr  Percy,   Mr  Fox,  Mr  Sheridan,   Mr  Adam  Smith,   Mr 
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would  most  assuredly  be  in  my  power  to  amuse  the 
reader  with  a  gallery  of  portraits  and  a  collection  of 
anecdotes.  But  I  have  always  condemned  the  prac- 
tice of  transforming  a  private  memorial  into  a  vehicle 
of  satire  or  praise.  By  my  own  choice  I  passed  in 
town  the  greatest  part  of  the  year  :  but  whenever  I 
Avas  desirous  of  breathing  the  air  of  the  country,  I 
possessed  an  hospitable  retreat  at  Sheffield-place  in 
Sussex,  in  the  family  of  my  valuable  friend  Mr  Hol- 
royd,  whose  character,  under  the  name  of  lord  Shef- 
field, has  since  been  more  conspicuous  to  the  public. 

No  sooner  was  I  settled  in  my  house  and  library, 
than  I  undertook  the  composition  of  the  first  volmne 
of  my  history.  At  the  outset  all  was  dark  and  doubt- 
ful— even  the  title  of  the  work,  the  true  era  of  the 
Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Empire,  the  limits  of  the  in- 
troduction, the  division  of  the  chapters,  and  the  order 
of  the  narrative ;  and  I  was  often  tempted  to  cast 
away  the  labour  of  seven  years.  The  style  of  an  au- 
thor should  be  the  image  of  his  mind,  but  the  choice 
and  command  of  language  is  the  fruit  of  exercise. 
JMany  experiments  were  made  before  I  could  hit  the 
middle  tone  between  a  dull  chronicle  and  a  rhetorical 
declamation :  tlnee  times  did  I  compose  the  first 
chapter,  and  twice  the  second  and  third,  before  I  was 
tolerably  satisfied  with  their  effect.  In  the  remainder 
of  the  way  I  advanced  with  a  more  equal  and  easy 
]iace ;  but  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  chapters  have 
been  reduced,  by  three  successive  revisals,  from  a 
large  volume  to  their  present  size ;  and  they  might 
still  be  compressed  without  any  loss  of  facts  or  senti- 
ments. An  opposite  fault  may  be  imputed  to  the 
concise  and  superficial  narrative  of  the  first  reigns, 
from  Commodus   to  Alexander-    a  fault  of  whicii  I 

Steevens.  Mr  Dunning,  sir  Joseph  Banks,  Dr  Warton,  and 
liis  brother  Mr  Thomas  Warton,  Dr  Buniej,  c^c.  form  a 
large  and  haninous  constellation  of  British  stars. 
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liave  never  heard,  except  from  Mr  Hume  in  his  last 
journey  to  London.  Such  an  oracle  might  have  been 
consulted  and  obeyed  with  rational  devotion ;  but  I 
was  soon  disgusted  with  the  modest  practice  of  read- 
ing the  manuscript  to  my  friends.  Of  such  friends, 
some  will  praise  from  politeness,  and  some  will  criti- 
cise from  vanity.  The  author  himself  is  the  best 
judge  of  his  own  performance;  no  one  has  so  deeply 
meditated  on  the  subject ;  no  one  is  so  sincerely  inte- 
rested in  the  event. 

By  the  friendship  of  Mr  (now  lord)  Elliot,  who  had 
married  my  first  cousin,  I  was  returned  at  tlie  general 
election  for  the  borough  of  Liskeard.  I  took  my 
seat  at  the  beginning  of  the  memorable  contest  be- 
tween Great  Britain  and  America,  and  supported,  with 
many  a  sincere  and  silent  vote,  the  rights,  though  not 
perhaps  the  interest,  of  the  mother  country.  After  a 
fleethig  illusive  hope,  prudence  condemned  me  to  ac- 
quiesce in  the  humble  station  of  a  mute.  I  was  not 
armed  by  nature  and  education  with  the  intrepid 
energy  of  mind  and  voice, 

Vincentura  strepitus,  et  natum  rebus  agendis. 

Timidity  was  fortified  by  pride,  and  even  the  success 
of  my  pen  discouraged  the  trial  of  my  voice.*  But  I 
assisted  at  the  debates  of  a  free  assembly;  I  listened 

*  A  French  sketch  of  Mr  Gibbon's  Life,  written  by  him- 
self, probably  for  the  use  of  some  foreign  journalist  or 
translator,  contains  no  fact  not  mentioned  in  his  English 
Life.  He  there  describes  himself  with  his  usual  candour. 
Depuis  huit  ans  il  a  assiste  aux  deliberations  le  plus  im- 
portantes,  mais  il  ne  s'est  jamais  trouvc  le  courage  ni  le 
talent  de  parler  dans  une  assembl^e  publique.  This 
sketch  was  written  before  the  publication  of  his  three  last 
volumes,  as  in  closing  it  he  says  of  his  History — "Cette  en- 
treprise  lui  demande  encore  plusieurs  ann^es  d'une  appli- 
cation soutenue;  mais  quelqu'en  soit  le  succ^s,  il  trouve 
dans  cette  application  me  me  un  plaisir  tou  jours  varie  et 
toujours  renaissant."     S. 
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to  the  attack  and  defence  of  eloquence  and  reason  ;  I 
had  a  near  prospect  of  the  character,  views,  and 
passions,  of  the  first  men  of  the  age.  The  cause  of 
government  was  ably  vindicated  by  lord  North,  a 
statesman  of  spotless  integrity,  a  consummate  master 
of  debate,  who  could  wield,  with  equal  dexterity,  the 
arms  of  reason  and  of  ridicule.  He  was  seated  on 
the  treasury-bench  between  his  attorney  and  soUcitor- 
general,  the  two  piUars  of  the  law  and  state,  magis 
pares  qunm  similes ;  and  the  minister  might  indulge  in 
a  short  slumber,  whilst  he  was  upholden  on  either 
hand  by  the  majestic  sense  of  Tlmrlow,  and  the  skil- 
ful eloquence  of  Wedderburne.  From  the  adverse 
side  of  the  house  an  ardent  and  powerful  opposition 
was  supported  by  the  lively  declamation  of  Barr^,  the 
legal  acuteness  of  Dunning,  the  profuse  and  philoso- 
phic fancy  of  Burke,  and  the  argumentative  vehe- 
mence of  Fox,  who,  in  the  conduct  of  a  party,  ap- 
proved himself  equal  to  the  conduct  of  an  empire. 
By  such  men  every  operation  of  peace  and  war,  every 
principle  of  justice  or  pohcy,  eVery  question  of  autho- 
rity and  freedom,  was  attacked  and  defended ;  and 
the  subject  of  the  momentous  contest  was  the  union' 
or  separation  of  Great  Britain  and  America.  The 
eight  sessions  that  I  sat  in  parliament  were  a  school 
of  civil  prudence,  the  first  and  most  essential  virtue 
of  an  historian. 

Tlie  volume  of  my  history,  which  had  been  some- 
what delayed  by  the  novelty  and  tumult  of  a  first 
session,  was  now  ready  for  the  press.  After  the 
perilous  adventure  had  been  declined  by  my  friend 
Mr  Elmsly,  I  agreed  upon  easy  terms  with  ]Mr 
Thomas  Cadell,  a  respectable  bookseller,  and  Mr 
William  Strahan,  an  eminent  printer ;  and  they  un- 
dertook the  care  and  risk  of  the  publication,  which 
derived  more  credit  from  the  name  of  the  shop  than 
from  that  of  the  author.  The  last  revisal  of  the 
])roofs  was  submitted  to  my  vigilance ;  and  many 
blemishes  of  style,   which  had  been  invisible  in  the 
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manuscript,  were  discovered  and  corrected  in  the 
printed  sheet.  So  moderate  Avere  our  hopes.,  that  the 
original  impression  had  heen  stinted  to  five  hundred, 
till  the  number  was  doubled  by  the  prophetic  taste  of 
Mr  Strahan.  During  this  awful  interval  I  was 
neither  elated  by  the  ambition  of  fame,  nor  depressed 
by  the  apprehension  of  contempt.  My  diligence  and 
accuracy  were  attested  by  my  own  conscience.  His- 
tory is  the  most  popular  species  of  writing,  since  it 
can  adapt  itself  to  the  highest  or  the  lowest  capacity. 
I  had  chosen  an  illustrious  subject.  Rome  is  famihar 
to  the  school-boy  and  the  statesman ;  and  my  narra- 
tive was  deduced  from  the  last  period  of  classical 
reading.  I  had  likewise  flattered  myself  that  an  age 
of  light  and  liberty  would  receive,  without  scandal,  an 
inquiry  into  the  human  causes  of  the  progress  and 
establishment  of  Christianity. 

I  am  at  a  loss  how  to  describe  the  success  of  the 
work,  without  betraying  the  vanity  of  the  writer. 
The  first  impression  was  exhausted  in  a  few  days ;  a 
second  and  third  edition  were  scarcely  adequate  to  the 
demand;  and  the  bookseller's  property  was  twice  in- 
vaded by  the  pirates  of  Dublin.  My  book  was  on 
every  table,  and  almost  on  every  toilette ;  the  histo- 
rian was  crowned  by  the  taste  or  fashion  of  the  day ;  nor 
was  the  general  voice  disturbed  by  the  barking  of  any 
profane  critic.  The  favour  of  mankind  is  most  freely 
bestowed  on  a  new  acquaintance  of  any  original  merit  j 
and  the  mutual  surprise  of  the  public  and  their  fa- 
vourite is  productive  of  those  warm  sensibilities 
which  at  a  second  meeting  can  no  longer  be  re- 
kindled. If  I  listened  to  the  music  of  praise,  I  was 
more  seriously  satisfied  with  the  approbation  of  my 
judges.  The  candour  of  Dr  Robertson  embraced  his 
disciple.  A  letter  from  Mr  Hume  overpaid  the  labour 
of  ten  years  ;  but  I  have  never  presumed  to  accept  a 
place  in  the  triumvirate  of  British  historians. 

That  curious  and  original  letter  will   amuse   the 
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reader,  and  his  gratitude  should  shield  my  free  com- 
munication from  the  reproach  of  vauity. 

Edinburgh.  Iblh  M^rch  1776. 
*'  Dear  Sir, 

*'  As  I  ran  through  your  volume  of  history  with 
great  avidity  and  impatience,  I  cannot  forbear  dis- 
covering somewhat  of  the  same  impatience  in  return- 
ing you  thanks  for  your  agreeable  present,  and  ex- 
pressing the  satisfaction  which  the  performance  has 
given  me.  Whether  I  consider  the  dignity  of  your 
st5'le,  the  depth  of  your  matter,  or  the  extensiveness 
of  your  learning,  I  must  regard  the  work  as  equally 
the  object  of  esteem ;  and  I  oavti  that  if  I  had  not 
previously  had  the  happiness  of  your  personal  ac- 
quaintance, such  a  performance  from  an  Englishman 
in  our  age  would  have  given  me  some  surprise.  You 
may  smile  at  this  sentiment ;  hut  as  it  seems  to  me 
that  your  countrymen,  for  almost  a  whole  generation, 
have  given  themselves  up  to  barbarous  and  absurd 
faction,  and  have  totally  neglected  all  polite  lettfers,  I 
no  longer  expected  any  valuable  production  ever  to 
come  from  them.  I  know  it  will  give  you  pleasure 
(as  it  did  me)  to  find  that  all  the  men  of  letters  in 
this  place  concur  in  their  admiration  of  your  work, 
and  in  their  anxious  desire  of  your  continuing  it. 

*'  When  I  heard  of  your  undertaking  (wliich  was 
some  time  ago)  I  own  I  was  a  little  curious  to  see 
how  you  would  extricate  yourself  from  the  subject  of 
your  two  last  chapters.  1  think  you  have  observed  a 
very  prudent  temperament ;  but  it  was  impossible  to 
treat  the  subject  so  at  iaot  to  give  grounds  of  suspicion 
against  you,  and  you  "nay  expect  that  a  clamour  will 
arise.  This,  if  anytl.  1g,  will  retard  your  success 
with  the  public  ;  for  in  ixevy  other  respect  your  work 
is  calculated  to  be  popular.  But  among  many  other 
marks  of  decline,  the  prevalence  of  superstition  in 
England  prognosticates    the  fall  of  philosophy  and 
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decay  of  taste ;  and  though  nobody  be  more  capable 
than  you  to  revive  them,  you  will  probably  find  a 
struggle  in  your  first  advances. 

*'  I  see  you  entertain  a  great  doubt  with  regard  to 
the  authenticity  of  the  poems  of  Ossian.  You  are 
certainly  right  in  so  doing.  It  is  indeed  strange  that 
any  men  of  sense  could  have  imagined  it  possible, 
that  above  twenty  thousand  verses,  along  with  num- 
berless historical  facts,  could  have  been  preserved  by 
oral  tradition  during  fifty  generations,  by  the  rudest 
perhaps  of  all  the  European  nations,  the  most  neces- 
sitous, the  most  turbulent,  and  the  most  unsettled. 
Where  a  supposition  is  so  contrary  to  common  sense, 
any  positive  evidence  of  it  ought  never  to  be  regarded. 
Men  run  with  great  avidity  to  give  their  evidence  in 
favour  of  what  flatters  their  passions  and  their  na- 
tional prejudices.  You  are  therefore  over  and  above 
indulgent  to  us  in  speaking  of  the  matter  with  hesi- 
tation. 

**  I  must  inform  you  that  we  are  all  very  anxious 
to  hear  that  you  have  fully  collected  the  materials  for 
your  second  volume,  and  that  you  are  even  consider- 
ably advanced  in  the  composition  of  it.  I  speak  this 
more  in  the  name  of  my  friends  than  in  my  own,  as  I 
cannot  expect  to  live  so  long  as  to  see  the  publication 
of  it.  Your  ensuing  v^olume  will  be  more  delicate 
than  the  preceding,  but  I  trust  in  your  prudence  for 
extricating  you  from  the  difficulties :  and,  in  all 
events,  you  have  courage  to  despise  the  clamour  of 
bigots. 

I  am,  with  great  regard. 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  and  most  humble  servant, 

David  Hume." 

Some  weeks  afterwards  I  had  the  melancholy  plea- 
sure of  seeing  Mr  Hume  in  his  passage  through  Lon- 
don ;   his  body  feeble,  his  mind  firm.     On  the  25th 
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of  August  of  the  same  year  (1776)  he  died  at  Edin- 
burgh the  death  of  a  philosopher. 

My  second  excursion  to  Paris  was  determined  by 
the  pressing  invitation  of  M.  and  madame  Necker,  who 
had  visited  England  in  the  preceding  summer.  On 
my  arrival  I  found  M.  Necker  director-general  of  the 
finances,  in  the  first  bloom  of  power  and  popularity. 
His  private  fortune  enabled  him  to  support  a  liberal 
establishment ;  and  his  wife,  whose  talents  and  vir- 
tues I  had  long  admired,  was  admirably  qualified  to 
lireside  in  the  conversation  of  her  table  and  drawing- 
room.  As  their  friend,  I  was  introduced  to  the  best 
company  of  both  sexes,  to  the  foreign  ministers  of 
all  nations,  and  to  the  first  names  and  characters  of 
France,  who  distinguished  me  by  such  marks  of 
civility  and  kindness  as  gratitude  will  not  suffer  me 
to  forget,  and  modesty  ^vill  not  allow  me  to  enume- 
rate.  The  fashionable  suppers  often  broke  into  the 
mornhig  hours ;  yet  I  occasionally  consulted  the 
royal  library,  and  that  of  the  abbey  of  St  Germain  ; 
and  in  the  free  use  of  their  books  at  home  I  had 
always  reason  to  praise  the  liberality  of  those  institu- 
tions. The  society  of  men  of  letters  I  neither  courted 
nor  declined ;  but  I  was  happy  in  the  acquaintance  oi 
M.  de  BufFon,  who  united  with  a  sublime  genius  the 
most  amiable  simplicity  of  mind  and  manners.  At 
the  taljle  of  my  old  friend,  M.  de  Forcemagne,  I  was 
involved  in  a  dispute  with  the  abb6  de  IVIably;  and 
his  jealous  irascible  spirit  revenged  itself  on  a  work 
which  he  was  incapable  of  reading  in  the  original. 

As  I  might  be  partial  in  my  own  cause,  I  shall 
transcribe  the  words  of  an  unknown  critic,  observing 
only  that  this  dispute  had  been  preceded  by  another 
on  the  English  constitution,  at  the  house  of  the 
countess  de  Froulay,  an  old  Jansenist  lady. 

*'  Vous  6tiez  cliez  M.  de  Forcemagne,  mon  cher 
Th^odon,  le  jour  que  M.  I'abbd  de  Mably  et  M. 
Gibbon  y  din^rent  en  grande  compagnie.     La  con- 
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versation  roula  presque  entiferement  sur  I'histoire. 
L'abb^,  4tant  un  profound  politique,  la  touma  sur 
r administration,  quand  on  fut  au  dessert ;  et  comme 
par  caract^re,  par  humeur,  par  1' habitude  d'admirer 
Tite  Live,  il  ne  prise  que  le  systSme  r^publicain,  il 
se  mit  k  vanter  I'excellence  des  r^publiques ;  bien 
persuade  que  le  savant  Anglois  I'approuveroit  en 
tout,  et  admireroit  la  profondeur  de  g^nie  qui  avoit 
fait  deviner  tous  ces  avantages  k  un  Francjois.  Mais 
M.  Gibbon,  instruit  par  I'experience  des  inconv^niens 
d'un  gouvemement  populaire,  ne  fut  point  du  tout 
de  fion  avis,"  et  il  prit  g^n^reusement  la  defense  du 
gouvemement  monarchique.  L'abb^  voulut  le  con- 
vaincre  par  Tite  Live,  et  par  quelques  arguraens  tir^s 
de  Plutarque  en  faveur  des  Spartiates.  M.  Gibbon, 
dou6  de  la  m^moire  la  plus  heureuse,  et  ayant  tous 
les  falts  pr^sens  h.  la  pens^e,  domina  bientot  la  con- 
versation; I'abb^  se  f&cha,  il  s'emporta,  il  dit  des 
choses  dures  ;  I'Anglois,  conservant  le  phlegme  de  son 
pays,  prenoit  ses  avantages,  et  pressoit  Tabb^  avec 
d'autant  plus  de  succ^s  que  la  colore  le  troubloit  de 
plus  en  plus.  La  conversation  s'^chaufFoit,  et  M.  de 
Forcemagne  la  rompit  en  se  levant  de  table,  et  en 
passant  dans  le  salon,  ou  personne  ne  fut  tent^  de  la 
renouer."  Supplement  de  la  Manifere  d'^crire  I'His- 
toire,  p.  125.  &c.* 

Nearly  two  years  had  elapsed  between  the  publica- 

*  Of  the  voluminous  writiFgs  of  the  abbe  de  Mably,  (see 
his  Eloge  by  the  abbe  Brizard,)  the  '  Principes  du  droit 
public  de  I'Europe,'  and  the  first  part  of  the  '  Observations 
sur  I'Histoire  de  France,'  may  be  deservedly  praised ;  and 
even  the  *Maniere  d'<^crire  I'Histoire'  contains  several  use- 
ful precepts  and  judicious  lemarks.  Mably  was  a  lover  of 
virtue  and  freedom;  but  bis  virtue  was  austere,  and  his 
freedom  was  impatient  of  an  equal.  Kings,  magistrates, 
nobles,  and  successful  writers,  were  the  objects  of  his  con- 
tempt, or  hatred,  or  envy;  but  his  illiberal  abuse  of  Vol- 
taire, Hume,  Bulfon,  the  abb6  Reynal,  Dr  Robertson,  and 
futti  quanti,  can  be  injuric  ts  only  to  himself 
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tion  of  my  first  and  the  commencement  of  my  second 
volume ;  and  the  causes  must  be  assigned  of  this 
long  delay.  1.  After  a  short  holiday,  I  indulged  my 
curiosity  hi  some  studies  of  a  very  different  nature  ;  a 
course  of  anatomy,  which  was  demonstrated  by  Dr 
Hunter,  and  some  lessons  of  chemistry,  which  were 
delivered  by  Mr  Higgins.  The  principles  of  these 
sciences,  and  a  taste  for  books  of  natural  history, 
contributed  to  multiply  my  ideas  and  images ;  and 
the  anatomist  and  chemist  may  sometimes  track  me 
in  their  own  snow,  2.  I  dived,  perhaps  too  deeply, 
into  the  mud  of  the  Arian  controversy ;  and  many 
days  of  reading,  thinking,  and  writing,  were  con- 
sumed in  the  pursuit  of  a  phantom.  3.  It  is  difficult 
to  arrange,  with  order  and  perspicuity,  the  various 
transactions  of  the  age  of  Constantine  ;  and  so  much 
was  I  displeased  with  the  first  essay,  that  1  committed 
to  the  flames  above  fifty  sheets.  4.  The  six  months 
of  Paris  and  pleasure  must  be  deducted  from  the 
account.  But  when  I  resumed  my  task  I  felt  my  im- 
provement ;  T  was  now  master  of  my  style  and  sub- 
ject, and  while  the  measure  of  my  daily  performance 
was  enlarged,  I  discovered  less  reason  to  cancel  or 
correct.  It  has  always  been  my  practice  to  cast  a 
long  paragraph  in  a  single  mould,  to  try  it  by  my  ear, 
to  deposit  it  in  my  memory,  but  to  suspend  the 
action  of  the  pen  till  I  had  given  the  last  polish  to 
my  work.  Shall  I  add  that  I  never  found  my  mind 
more  vigorous,  nor  my  composition  more  happy,  than 
in  the  winter  hurry  of  society  and  parliament  ? 

"  Est  il  rien  de  plus  fastidieux  (says  the  polite  censor) 
qu'un  M.  Gibbon,  qui  dans  son  ^ternelle  Histoire  des  Ein- 
pereurs  Remains,  suspend  k  chaque  instant  son  insipide  et 
lente  narration,  pour  vous  expliquer  la  cvause  des  faits  que 
vous  allez  lire?"  (Maniere  d'ecrire  I'Histoire,  p.  184. 
See  another  passage,  p.  280)  Yet  I  am  indebted  to  the 
abb^  de  Mably  for  two  such  advocates  as  the  anonymous 
French  critic  and  my  friend  Mr  Hayley.  (Hayley's  works, 
8vo  Edit.  Vol.  ii.  p.  261—263.) 
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Had  I  believed  that  the  majority  of  English  readers 
were  so  fondly  attached  even  to  the  name  and  shadow 
of  Christianity;  had  I  foreseen  that  the  pious,  the 
timid,  and  the  prudent,  would  feel,  or  aflfect  to  feel, 
with  such  exquisite  sensibihty,  I  might  perhaps  have 
softened  the  two  invidious  chapters  which  would 
create  many  enemies,  and  conciliate  few  friends.  But 
the  shaft  was  shot,  the  alarm  was  sounded,  and  I 
could  only  rejoice  that  if  the  voice  of  our  priests  was 
clamorous  and  })itter,  their  hands  were  disarmed  from 
the  powers  of  persecution.  I  adhered  to  the  wise 
resolution  of  tmsting  myself  and  my  writings  to  the 
candour  of  the  public,  till  Mr  Davies  of  Oxford  pre- 
sumed to  attack,  not  the  faith,  but  the  fidehty,  of  the 
historian.  My  Findicationy  expressive  of  less  anger 
than  contempt,  amused  for  a  moment  the  busy  and 
idle  metropolis;  and  the  most  rational  part  of  the 
laity,  and  even  of  the  clergy,  appear  to  have  been 
satisfied  of  my  innocence  and  accuracy.  I  would  not 
print  this  Vindication  in  quarto,  lest  it  should  be 
bound  and  preserved  with  the  history  itself.  At  the 
distance  of  twelve  years,  I  calmly  affirm  my  judgment 
of  Davies,  Chelsum,  &c.  A  victory  over  such  anta- 
gonists was  a  sufficient  humiliation.  They,  however, 
were  rewarded  in  this  world.  Poor  Chelsum  was 
indeed  neglected ;  and  I  dare  not  boast  the  making 
Dr  Watson  a  bishop  ;  he  is  a  prelate  of  a  large  mind 
and  liberal  spirit :  but  I  enjoyed  the  treasure  of  givhig 
a  royal  pension  to  Mr  Davies,  and  of  collating  Dr 
Apthorpe  to  an  archiepiscopal  living.  Their  success 
encouraged  the  zeal  of  Taylor  the  Arian/  and  Milner 

*  The  stupendous  title,  "  Thoughts  on  the  Causes  of  the 
grand  Apostacy,"  at  first  agitated  my  nerves,  till  I  disco- 
vered that  it  was  the  apostacy  of  the  whole  church,  since 
the  Council  of  Nice,  from  Mr  Taylor's  private  religion.  His 
book  is  a  thorough  mixture  of  high  enthusiasm  and  low 
buffoonery,  and  the  Millennium  is  a  fundamental  article  of 
his  creed. 

1   2 
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tlie  Methodist,*  with  many  others  whom  it  would 
he  difficult  to  remember  and  tedious  to  rehearse.  .  The 
list  of  my  ad\'ersaries,  however,  was  graced  with  the 
more  respectable  names  of  Dr  Priestley,  sir  David 
Dalrymple,  and  Dr  White ;  and  every  polemic,  of 
either  university,  discharged  his  sermon  or  pamphlet 
against  the  impenetrable  silence  of  the  Roman  histo- 
rian. In  his  **  History  of  the  Corruptions  of  Chris- 
tianity," Dr  Priestley  threw  down  his  two  gauntlets 
to  bishop  Hurd  and  Air  Gibbon.  I  declined  the  chal- 
lenge in  a  letter,  exhorting  my  opponent  to  enlighten 
the  world  by  his  philosophical  discoveries,  and  to 
remember  that  the  merit  of  his  predecessor  Servetus 
is  now  reduced  to  a  single  passage  which  indicates 
the  smaller  circulation  of  the  blood  through  the  lungs, 
from  and  to  the  heart.f  Instead  of  listening  to  this 
friendly  advice,  the  dauntless  philosopher  of  Bir- 
mingham continued  to  fire  away  his  double  battery 
against  those  who  believed  too  little,  and  those  who 
believed  too  much.  From  my  replies  he  has  nothing 
to  hope  or  fear  :  but  his  Socinian  shield  has  repeatedly 
been  pierced  by  the  mighty  spear  of  Horsley,  and  his 
tnimpet  of  sedition  may  at  length  awaken  the  magis- 
trates of  a  free  country. 

The  profession  and  rank  of  sir  David  Dalrymple 
(now  a  lord  of  session)  have  given  a  more  decent  colour 
to  his  style.  But  he  scrutinized  each  separate  pas- 
sage of  the  two  chapters  ^vith  the  dry  minuteness  of 
a  special  pleader ;  and  as  he  Avas  always  solicitous  to 
make,  he  may  have  succeeded  sometimes  in  finding,  a 

*  From  his  grammar-school,  at  Kingston-iipon-HulI,  Mr 
Joseph  Milner  pronounces  an  anathema  against  all  rational 
refr^ion.  His  faith  is  a  divine  taste,  a  spiritual  inspira- 
tion ;  ^h  church  is  a  mystic  and  invisible  body  ;  the  natural 
Christians,  such  as  Mr  Locke,  who  believe  and  interpret 
the  Scripturoij,  are,  in  his  judgment,  no  better  than  pro- 
fane infukls. 

t  Astruc  de  la  Structure  du  Coeur,  torn.  i.  77,  79. 
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tlaw.  In  liis  "Annals  of  Scotland,"  he  has  shewn 
himself  a  diligent  collector  and  an  accurate  critic. 

I  have  praised,  and  I  still  praise,  the  eloquent  ser- 
mons which  were  preached  in  St  ^Mary's  pulpit  at 
Oxford  by  Dr  White.  If  he  assaulted  me  with  some 
degree  of  illiberal  acrimony,  in  such  a  place,  and 
before  such  an  audience,  he  was  obliged  to  speak  the 
language  of  the  country.  I  smiled  at  a  passage  in  one 
of  his  private  letters  to  Mr  Badcock — "  The  part 
where  we  encounter  Gibbon  must  be  brilliant  and 
striking." 

In  a  sermon  preached  before  the  university  of 
Cambridge,  Dr  Edwards  complimented  a  work 
**  which  can  only  perish  with  the  language  itself;" 
and  esteems  the  author  a  formidable  enemy.  He  is, 
indeed,  astonished  that  more  learning  and  ingenuity 
have  not  been  shewn  in  the  defence  of  Israel ;  that  the 
prelates  and  dignitaries  of  the  church  (alas,  good 
man!)  did  not  vie  with  each  other,  whose  stone 
should  sink  the  deepest  in  the  forehead  of  this  Goliah. 

"  But  the  force  of  truth  will  oblige  us  to  confess 
that,  in  the  attacks  which  have  been  levelled  against 
our  sceptical  historian,  we  can  discover  but  slender 
traces  of  profound  and  exquisite  erudition,  of  solid 
criticism  and  accurate  investigation ;  but  we  are  too 
frequently  disgusted  by  vague  and  inconclusive  reason- 
ing ;  by  unseasonable  banter  and  senseless  witticisms ; 
by  imbittered  bigotry  and  enthusiastic  jargon ;  by 
futile  cavils  and  illiberal  invectives.  Proud  and  elated 
by  the  weakness  of  his  antagonists,  he  condescends 
not  to  handle  the  sword  of  controvery."  * 

l>et  me  frankly  o^vn  that  I  was  startled  at  the  first 
discharge  of  ecclesiastical  ordnance ;  but  as  soon  as  I 
found  that  this  empty  noise  was  mischievous  only  in 
the  intention,  my  fear  was  converted  into  indignation; 
and  every  feeling  of  indignation  or  curiosity  has  long 
eince  subsided  in  pure  and  placid  indifference. 

»  Monthly  Review,  Oct.  1790. 
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The  prosecution  of  my  history  was  soon  afterwards 
checked  by  another  controversy  of  a  very  different 
kind.  At  the  request  of  the  lord  chancellor,  and  of 
lord  Weymouth,  then  secretary  of  state,  I  vindicated, 
against  the  French  manifesto,  the  justice  of  the  British 
arms.  The  whole  correspondence  of  lord  Stormont, 
our  late  ambassador  at  Paris,  was  submitted  to  my 
inspection  ;  and  the  "  INIemoire  Justificatif,"  which  I 
composed  in  French,  was  first  approved  by  the  cabinet 
ministers,  and  then  delivered  as  a  state  paper  to  the 
courts  of  Europe.  The  style  and  manner  are  praised 
by  Beaumarchais  himself,  who,  in  his  private  quarrel, 
attempted  a  reply ;  but  he  flatters  me  by  ascribing 
the  memoir  to  lord  Stormont ;  and  the  grossness  of 
his  invective  betrays  the  loss  of  temper  and  of  wit ; 
he  acknowledged,*  that  ''  le  style  ne  seroit  pas  sans 
grace,  ni  la  logique  sans  justice,"  &c.  if  the  facts 
were  tine,  which  he  undertakes  to  disprove.  For 
these  facts  my  credit  is  not  pledged ;  I  spoke  as  a 
lawyer  from  my  brief :  but  the  veracity  of  Beaumar- 
chais may  be  estimated  from  the  assertion  that  France, 
by  the  treaty  of  Paris  (1763)  was  limited  to  a  certain 
number  of  ships  of  war.  On  the  application  of  the 
duke  of  Choiseul,  he  was  obliged  to  retract  this  daring 
falsehood. 

Among  the  honourable  connections  which  I  had 
formed,  I  may  justly  be  proud  of  the  friendship  of 
Mr  Wedderburne,  at  that  time  attorney-general,  who 
now  illustrates  the  title  of  lord  Loughborough,  and 
the  office  of  chief  justice  of  the  Common  Pleas.  By 
his  strong  recommendation,  and  the  favourable  dis- 
position of  lord  North,  I  was  appointed  one  of  the 
lords  commissioners  of  Trade  and  Plantations ;  and  my 
private  income  was  enlarged  by  a  clear  addition  of 
between  seven  and  eight  hundred  pounds  a-year.  The 
fancy  of  an  hostile  orator  may  paint,  in  the  strong 
colours  of  tidicule,  "  the  perpetual  virtual  adjourn- 

♦  CEuvres  de  Beaumarchais,  tora.  iii.  pp.  299,  355. 
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ment,  and  the  unbroken  sitting  vacation,  of  the  Board 
of  Trade."*  But  it  must  be  allowed  that  our  duty  was 
not  intolerably  severe,  and  that  I  enjoyed  many  days 
and  weeks  of  repose,  without  being  called  away  from 
ray  library  to  the  office.  My  acceptance  of  a  place 
provoked  some  of  the  leaders  of  opposition,  with 
whom  I  had  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  ;t  and  I  was 

*  I  can  never  forget  the  delight  with  which  that  diffusive 
and  ingenious  orator,  Mr  Burke,  was  heard  by  all  sides  of 
the  house,  and  even  by  those  whose  existence  he  proscribed. 
(See  Mr  Burke's  speech  on  the  Bill  of  Reform,  p  72 — 80.) 
The  lords  of  Trade  blushed  at  their  insignificancy,  and  Mr 
Eden's  appeal  to  the  two  thousand  five  hundred  volumes  of 
our  reports  served  only  to  excite  a  general  laugh.  I  take 
this  opportunity  of  certifying  the  correctness  of  Mr  Burke's 
printed  speeches,  which  I  have  heard  and  read. 

+  It  has  always  appeared  to  me  that  nothing  could  be 
more  unjustifiable  than  the  manner  in  which  some  persons 
allowed  themselves  to  speak  of  Mr  Gibbon's  acceptance  of 
an  office  at  the  Board  of  Trade.  I  can  conceive  that  he  may 
carelessly  have  used  strong  expressions  in  respect  to  some 
or  all  parties;  but  he  never  meant  that  such  expressions 
should  be  taken  literally ;  and  I  know,  beyond  all  possi- 
bility of  question,  that  he  was  so  far  from  being  "  in  a 
state  of  savage  hostility  towards  lord  North,"  as  it  is  savagely 
expressed  by  Mr  Whitaker,  that  he  always  loved  and 
esteemed  him.  I  saw  Mr  Gibbon  constantly  at  this  time, 
and  was  well  acquainted  with  all  his  political  opinions. 
And  although  he  was  not  perfectly  satisfied  with  every 
measure,  yet  he  uniformly  supported  all  the  principal  ones 
regarding  the  American  war  ;  and  considered  himself,  and 
indeed  was,  a  friend  to  administration  to  the  very  period  of 
his  accepting  office.  He  liked  the  brilliant  society  of  a 
club,  the  most  distinguished  members  of  which  were  noto- 
rious for  their  opposition  to  government,  and  might  be  led, 
in  some  degree,  to  join  in  their  language;  but  Mr  Gibbon 
had  little,  I  had  almost  said  no  political  acrimony^in  jjhi|i 
character.  If  the  opposition  of  that  or  any  ol^ 
could  claim  for  their  own  every  person  who  was^j^^^j  j^ 
fectly  satisfied  with  all  the  measures  of  governn" 
party  would  unquestionably  have  been  more  form 
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most  unjustly  accused  of  deserting  a  party  in  which  I 
had  never  inlisted.* 

*  From  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq.  to  Edward  Er.LioT,  Esq. 
of  Port  Elliot  (afterwards  Lord  Elliot.) 
Dear  Sir,  2d  July,  1779. 

Yesterday  I  received  a  very  interesting  communication 
from  my  friend  the  attorney-general,*  whose  kind  and 
honourable  behaviour  towards  me  I  must  always  remember 
with  the  highest  gratitude.  lie  informed  me  that,  in  con- 
sequence of  an  arrangement,  a  place  at  the  Board  of  Trade 
was  reserved  for  me,  and  that  as  soon  as  I  signified  my 
acceptance  of  it,  he  was  satisfied  no  farther  difficulties 
would  arise.  My  answer  to  him  was  sincere  and  explicit. 
I  told  him  that  I  was  far  from  approving  all  the  past  mea- 
sures of  the  administration,  even  some  of  those  in  which  I 
myself  had  silently  concurred ;  that  I  saw,  with  the  rest  of 
the  world,  many  capital  defects  in  the  characters  of  some 
of  the  present  ministers,  and  was  sorry  that  in  so  alarming 
a  situation  of  public  affairs  the  country  had  not  the  assist- 
ance of  several  able  and  honest  men  who  are  now  in  oppo- 
sition. But  that  I  had  not  formed  with  any  of  those  persona 
in  opposition  any  engagements  or  connections  which  could 
in  the  least  restrain  or  affect  my  parliamentary  conduct ; 
that  I  could  not  discover  among  them  such  superior  advan- 
tages, either  of  measures  or  of  abilities,  as  could  make  me 
consider  it  as  a  duty  to  attach  myself  to  their  cause  ;  and 
that  I  clearly  understood,  from  the  public  and  private  lan- 
guage of  one  of  their  leaders  (Charles  Fox)  that  in  the 
actual  state  of  the  country  he  himself  was  seriously  of 
opinion  that  opposition  could  not  tend  to  any  good  purpose, 
and  might  be  productive  of  much  mischief;  that,  for  those 
reasons,  I  saw  no  objections  which  could  prevent  me  from 
accepting  an  office  under  the  present  government,  and  that 
I  was  ready  to  take  a  step  which  I  found  to  be  consistent 
both  with  my  interest  and  my  honour. 

It  must  now  be  decided,  whether  I  may  continue  to  live 
in  England,  or  whether  I  must  soon  withdraw  myself  into 
"ji-tl"-!  of  philosophical   exile  in  Switzerland.     My  father 

betwefciffairs  in   a  state  of  embarrassment,  and  even  of 

fancy  o- 

COlours  '*''  Wedderburne,  since  created  lord  Loughborough. 
1,  and  lord  chancellor. 

*(Eu\ 
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The  aspect  of  the  next  session  of  parhament  was 
stormy  and  perilous  ;  county  meetings,  petitions,  and 
committees  of  correspondence,  announced  the  public 
discontent ;  and  instead  of  voting  with  a  triumphant 
majority,  the  friends  of  government  were  often  ex- 
posed to  a  struggle,  and  sometimes  to  a  defeat.  The 
house  of  Commons  adopted  Mr  Dunning's  motion, 
"  That  the  influence  of  the  crown  had  increased,  was 
increasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished:"  and  Mr 
Burke's  bill  of  reform  was  framed  with  skill,  intro- 
duced with  eloquence,  and  supported  by  numbers. 
Our  late  president,  the  American  secretary  of  state, 
very  narrowly  escaped  the  sentence  of  proscription  ; 
but  the  unfortunate  Board  of  Trade  was  abolished  in 
the  committee  by  a  small  majority  (207  to  199)  of 
eight  votes.  The  storm,  however,  blew  over  'for  a 
timp ;  a  large  defection  of  country  gentlemen  eluded 
the  sanguine  hopes  of  the  patriots  :  the  lords  of  Trade 
were  revived ;  administration  recovered  their  strength 
and  spirit ;  and  the  flames  of  London,  which  were 
kindled  by  a  mischievous  madman,  admonished  all 
thinking  men  of  the  danger  of  an  appeal  to  the  people. 
In  the  premature  dissolution  which  followed  this  ses- 
sion of  parliament  I  lost  my  seat.  Mr  Elliot  was  noAV 
deeply  engaged  in  the  measures  of  opposition,  and 
the  electors  of  Liskeard*  are  commonly  of  the  same 
opinion  as  Mr  Elliot. 

In  this  interval  of  my  senatorial  life,    I  published 

distress.  My  attempts  to  dispose  of  a  part  of  my  landed 
property  have  hitherto  been  disappointed,  and  are  not  likely 
at  present  to  be  more  successful ;  and  my  plan  of  expense, 
though  moderate  in  itself,  deserves  the  name  of  extrava- 
gance, since  it  exceeds  my  real  income.  The  addition  of 
the  salary  which  is  now  offered  will  Jnake  my  situation 
perfectly  easy ;  but  I  hope  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
believe  that  my  mind  could  not  be  so,  unless  I  were  satisfied 
of  ihe  rectitude  of  my  own  conduct. 

*  The  borough  which  Mr  Gibbon  had  represented  in 
parliament. 
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the  second  and  third  volumes  of  the  Dedine  and  Fall. 
My  ecclesiastical  history  still  breathed  the  same 
spirit  of  freedom ;  but  Protestant  zeal  is  more  indiffe- 
rent to  the  characters  and  controversies  of  the  fourth 
and  fifth  centuries.  My  obstinate  silence  had  damped 
the  ardour  of  the  polemics.  Dr  Watson,  the  most 
candid  of  my  adversaries,  assured  me  that  he  had  no 
thoughts  of  rene"v\ang  the  attack  ;  and  my  impartial 
balance  of  the  virtues  and  vices  of  Julian  was  generally 
praised.  This  truce  was  interrupted  only  by  some 
animadversions  of  the  Catholics  of  Italy,  and  by  some 
angry  letters  from  Mr  Travis,  who  made  me  per- 
sonally responsible  for  condemning,  with  the  best 
critics,  the  spurious  text  of  the  tliree  heavenly  wit- 
nesses. 

The  piety  or  prudence  of  my  Italian  translator  has 
provided  an  antidote  against  the  poison  of  his  original. 
The  fifth  and  seventh  volumes  are  armed  mth  five 
letters  from  an  anonymous  divine  to  his  friends.  Foot- 
head  and  Kirk,  two  English  students  at  Rome ;  and 
this  meritorious  service  is  commended  by  monsignor 
Stonor,  a  prelate  of  the  same  nation,  who  discovers 
much  venom  in  Xhe  fluid  and  nervous  style  of  Gibbon. 
The  critical  essay  at  the  end  of  the  third  volume  was 
furnished  by  the  abbate  Nicola  Spedalieri,  whose  zeal 
has  gradually  swelled  to  a  more  solid  confutation  in 
two  quarto  volumes. — Shall  t  be  excused  for  not 
having  read  them  ? 

The  brutal  insolence  of  Mr  Travis's  challenge  can 
only  be  excused  by  the  absence  of  learning,  judgment, 
and  himianity ;  and  to  that  excuse  he  has  the  fairest 
or  foulest  pretension.  Compared  with  archdeacon 
Travis,  Chelsum  and  Davies  assume  the  title  of 
respectable  enemies. 

The  bigoted  advocate  of  popes  and  monks  may  be 
turned  over  even  to  the  bigots  of  Oxford  ;  and  the 
wretched  Travis  still  smarts  under  the  lash  of  the 
merciless  Porson.  I  consider  Mr  Porson's  answer  to 
archdeacon  Travis  as  the  most  acute  and   accurate 
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piece  of  criticism  which  has  appeared  since  the  days 
of  Bentley.  His  strictures  are  founded  in  argument, 
enriched  with  learning,  and  enhvened  with  wit ;  and 
his  adversary  neither  deserves  nor  finds  any  quarter 
at  his  hands.  The  evidence  of  the  three  heavenly 
witnesses  would  now  be  rejected  in  any  court  of  jus- 
tice :  but  prejudice  is  blind,  authority  is  deaf,  and  our 
vulgar  bibles  will  ever  be  polluted  by  this  spurious 
text :  **  sedet  setemumque  sedebit."  The  more  learned 
ecclesiastics  will  indeed  have  the  secret  satisfaction 
of  reprobating  in  the  closet  what  they  read  in  the 
church. 

I  perceived,  and  without  surprise,  the  coldness  and 
even  prejudice  of  the  town ;  nor  could  a  whisper 
escape  my  ear,  that,  in  the  judgment  of  many  readers, 
my  continuation  was  much  inferior  to  the  original 
attempts.  An  author  who  cannot  ascend  will  always 
appear  to  sink  :  envy  was  now  prepared  for  my  recep- 
tion ;  and  the  zeal  of  my  religious  was  fortified  by  the 
malice  of  my  political  enemies.  Bishop  Newton,  in 
writing  his  o-wn  life,  was  at  full  liberty  to  declare 
how  much  he  himself  and  two  eminent  })rethren  were 
disgusted  by  Mr  Gibbon's  prolixity,  tediousness,  and 
aflfectation.  But  the  old  man  should  not  have  indulged 
his  zeal  in  a  false  and  feeble  charge  against  the  his- 
torian* who  had  faithfully  and  even  cautiously  ren- 

•  Extract  from  Mr  Gibbon'.?  Common  place  Book. 

Thomas  Newton,  bishop  of  Bristol  and  dean  of  Si  Paul's, 
was  born  at  Lichfield  on  the  21st  of  December  1703,  O.  S. 
(1st  January  1704,  N.  S.)  and  died  fhe  14th  of  February 
1782,  in  the  79th  year  of  his  age.  A  few  days  before  his 
death  he  finished  the  memoirs  of  his  own  life,  which  have 
been  prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  posthumous  works,  first 
published  in  quarto,  and  since  (1787)  re-published  in  six 
volumes  octavo. 

Pp.  173,  174.  "  Some  books  were  published  in  1781, 
which  employed  some  of  the  bishop's  leisure  hours,  and 
during  his  illness.  Mr  Gibbon's  '  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire'  he   read  throughout;  but  it  by  no  means 

u 
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dered  Dr  Burnet's  meaning  by   the    alternative    of 
sleep  or  repose.      That  philosophic  divine  supposes 

answered  his  expectations,  for  he  found  it  rather  a  prolix 
and  tedious  performance;  his  matter  uninteresting",  and  his 
style  affected ;  his  testimonies  not  to  be  depended  upon, 
and  his  frequent  scoffs  at  religion  offensive  to  every  sober 
mind.  lie  had  before  been  convicted  of  making  false  quo- 
tations, which  should  have  taught  him  more  prudence  and 
caution.  But,  without  examining  his  authorities,  there  is 
one  which  must  necessarily  strike  every  man  who  has  read 
Dr  Burnet's  treatise  '  do  Siatu  Mortuorum.'  In  vol.  iii. 
p.  99,  Mr  G.  has  the  following  note  : — '  Burnet  (de  S.  M. 
p.  56— 84)  collects  the  opinions  of  the  Fathers,  as  far  as 
they  assert  the  sleep  or  repose  of  human  souls  till  the  day 
of  judgment.  He  afterwards  exposes  (p.  91)  the  inconve- 
niences which  must  arise  if  they  possessed  a  more  active 
and  sensible  existence.'  Who  would  not  from  hence  infer 
that  Dr  B.  was  an  advocate  for  the  sleep  or  insensible 
•xistence  of  the  soul  after  death  ?  Whereas  his  doctrine  is 
lirectly  the  contrary.  He  has  employed  some  chapters  in 
realing  of  the  state  of  human  souls  in  the  interval  between 
leath  and  the  resurrection  ;  and  after  various  proofs  from 
jcason,  from  scripture,  and  the  Fathers,  his  conclusions 
ire,  that  human  souls  exist  after  their  separation  from  the 
|)ody,  that  they  are  in  a  good  or  evil  state  according  to 
iheir  good  or  ill  behaviour,  but  that  neither  their  happiness 
Uor  their  misery  will  be  complete  or  perfect  before  the  day 
\«f  judgment.  His  argumentation  is  thus  summed  up  at  the 
•nd  of  the  4th  chapter — Ex  quibus  constat  prima,  animas 
iuperesse  extiticto  corpnre ;  secundo,  bonus  bene,  malas 
nale,  se  habituras  ;  terlio,  7iec  illis  summam  felicitatem, 
lec  his  summam  miseriam,  accessiiram  esse  ante  diem 
,'udicii."  (The  bishoj/s  reading  the  whole  was  a  greater 
'.ompliment  to  the  work  than  was  paid  to  it  by  two  of  the 
'lost  eminent  of  his  brethren  for  their  learning  and  station. 
The  one  entered  upon  it,  but  was  soon  wearied,  and  laid  it 
iside  in  disgust:  the  other  returned  it  upon  the  bookseller's 
lands  ;  and  it  is  said  that  Mr  G.  himself  happened  unluckily 
0  be  in  the  shop  at  the  same  time.) 

Does  the  bishop  comply  with  his  own  precept  in  the  next 
>age  ?  (p.  175.)  "  Old  age  should  lenify,  should  soften, 
-ucu's  manners,  and  make  them  more  mild  and  gentle;  but 
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that,  in  the  period  between  death  and  the  resurrec- 
tion, human  souls   exist  without  a  body,    endowed 

often  has  the  contrary  effect,  hardens  their  hearts,  and 
makes  them  more  sour  and  crabbed." — He  is  speaking  of 
Dr  Johnson. 

Have  I  ever  insinuated  that  preferment-hunting  is  the 
great  occupation  of  an  ecclesiastical  life  ?  (Memoirs 
passim ;)  that  a  minister's  influence  and  a  bishop's  patron- 
age are  sometimes  pledged  eleven  deep .'  (p.  151;)  that  a 
prebendary  considers  the  audit  week  as  the  better  part  of 
the  year  1  (p.  127 ;)  or  that  the  most  eminent  of  priests,  the 
pope  himself,  would  change  their  religion,  if  anything 
better  could  be  offered  them?  (p.  56.)  Such  things  are 
more  than  insinuated  in  the  bishop's  life,  which  afforded 
some  scandal  to  the  church,  and  some  diversion  to  the  pro- 
fane laity.  

None  of  the  attacks  from  ecclesiastical  antagonists  were 
more  malignant  and  illiberal  than  some  strictures  published 
in  the  English  Review,  October  1788,  &c.  and  afterwards 
reprinted  in  a  separate  volume,  with  the  signature  of  John 
Whitaker,  in  1791.  I  had  mentioned  them  to  Mr  Gibbon 
when  first  published ;  but  so  far  was  he  from  supposing 
them  worth  his  notice,  that  he  did  not  even  desire  they 
should  be  sent  to  him,  and  he  actually  did  not  see  them  till 
his  late  visit  to  England  a  few  months  before  his  death.  If 
Mr  Whitaker  had  only  pointed  his  bitterness  against  Mr 
Gibbon's  opinions,  perhaps  no  inquiry  would  have  been 
made  into  the  possible  source  of  his  collected  virulence  and 
deliberate  malignity. 

I  have  in  my  possession  very  amicable  letters  from  the 
Rev.  Mr  Whitaker  to  Mr  Gibbon,  written  some  time  after 
he  had  read  the  offensive  15th  and  16th  chapters  of  the 
Decline  and  Fall.  When  Mr  Gibbon  came  to  England,  in 
1787,  he  read  Whitaker's  "  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,"  and  I 
have  heard  him  very  incautiousli/  express  his  opinion  of 
it.  Some  good-natured  friend  mentioned  it  to  Mr  Whit- 
aker. It  must  be  an  extraordinary  degree  of  resentment 
that  could  induce  any  person,  of  a  liberal  mind,  to  scrape 
together  defamatory  stories,  true  or  false,  and  blend  them 
with  the  defence  of  the  most  benign  religion,  whose  pre- 
cepts inculcate  the  very  opposite  practice.  Religion  receives 
her  greatest  injuries  from  those  champions  of  the  church 
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with  internal  consciousness,  but  destitute  of  all  active 
or  passive  connection  with  the  external  world.  *'  Se- 
cundum communem  dictionem  sacrae  scripturse,  mors 
dicitur  somnus,  et  morientes  dicuntur  obdormive,  quod 
innuere  mihi  videtur  statum  mortis  esse  statum  quietis, 
srlentii,  et  xteyxanus"  {De  Statu  Mortuorum,  ch.  v. 
p.  98.) 

I  was  however  encouraged  by  some  domestic  and 
foreign  testimonies  of  applause  ;  and  the  second  and 
third  volumes  insensibly  rose  in  sale  and  reputation  to 
a  level  with  the  first.  But  the  public  is  seldom 
^vTong ;  and  I  am  incUned  to  believe  that,  especially 
in  the  beginning,  they  are  more  prolix  and  less  enter- 
taining than  the  first :  my  eflforts  had  not  been  relaxed 
by  success,  and  I  had  rather  deviated  into  the  oppo- 
site fault  of  minute  and  superfluous  diligence.  On 
the  continent  my  name  and  writings  were  slowly 
diffused  :  a  French  translation  of  the  first  volume  had 
disappointed  the  booksellers  of  Paris  ;  and  a  passage 
in  the  third  was  construed  as  a  personal  reflection  on 
the  reigning  monarch.* 

who,  under  the  pretence  of  vindicating  the  gospel,  out- 
rageously violate  both  the  spirit  and  the  letter  of  it. 

Mr  VVhitaker  aftects  principally  to  review  the  fourth, 
fifth,  and  sixth  volumes  ;  but  he  has  allotted  the  first  month's 
review  to  an  attack  on  the  first  three  volumes,  or  rather 
on  the  first,  which  had  been  published  twelve  years  and  a 
half  before  it  occurred  to  him  that  a  review  of  it  was 
necessary.     S. 

*  It  may  not  be  generally  known  that  Louis  the  Sixteenth 
is  a  great  reader,  and  a  reader  of  English  books.  On  pe- 
rusing a  passage  of  my  History  which  seems  to  compare 
him  to  Arcadius  or  Honorius,  he  expressed  his  resentment 
to  the  prince  of  B*****,  from  whom  the  intelligence  was 
conveyed  to  me.  I  shall  neither  disclaim  the  allusion,  nor 
examine  the  likeness  ;  but  the  situation  of  the  late  king  of 
France  excludes  all  suspicion  of  flattery,  and  I  am  ready 
to  declare  that  the  concluding  observations  of  my  third 
volume  were  written  before  his  accession  to  the  throne. 
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Before  1  could  apply  for  a  seat  at  the  general  elec- 
tion, the  list  was  already  full ;  but  lord  North's  pro- 
mise was  sincere,  his  recommendation  was  effectual, 
and  I  was  soon  chosen  on  a  vacancy  for  the  borough 
of  Lymington  in  Hampshire.  In  the  first  session  of 
the  new  parliament  administration  stood  their  ground ; 
their  final  overthrow  was  reserved  for  the  second. 
The  American  war  had  once  been  the  favourite  of  the 
country :  the  pride  of  England  was  irritated  by  the 
resistance  of  her  colonies,  and  the  executive  power 
was  driven  by  national  clamour  into  the  most  vigorous 
and  coercive  measures.  But  the  length  of  a  fruitless 
contest,  the  loss  of  armies,  the  accumulation  of  debt 
and  taxes,  and  the  hostile  confederacy  of  France, 
Spain,  and  Holland,  indisposed  the  public  to  the 
American  war,  and  the  persons  by  whom  it  was  con- 
ducted ;  the  representatives  of  the  people  followed,  at 
a  slow  distance,  the  changes  of  their  opinion;  and 
the  ministers,  who  refused  to  bend,  were  broken  by 
the  tempest.  As  soon  as  lord  North  had  lost,  or  was 
about  to  lose,  a  majority  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
he  surrendered  his  office,  and  retired  to  a  private 
station,  with  the  tranquil  assurance  of  a  clear  con- 
science and  a  cheerful  temper  :  the  old  fabric  was 
dissolved,  and  the  posts  of  government  were  occupied 
by  the  victorious  and  veteran  troops  of  opposition. 
The  lords  of  trade  were  not  imm.ediately  dismissed, 
but  the  board  itself  was  abolished  by  Mr  Burke's  bill, 
which  decency  had  compelled  the  patriots  to  revive  ; 
and  I  was  stripped  of  a  convenient  salary,  after  having 
enjoyed  it  about  three  years. 

So  flexible  is  the  title  of  my  History,  that  the  final 
era  might  be  fixed  at  my  OAvn  choice  ;  and  I  long 
hesitated  whether  I  should  be  content  with  the  three 
volumes,  the  Fall  of  the  Western  Empire,  which 
fulfilled  my  first  engagement  with  the  pubhc.  In  this 
interval  of  suspense,  nearly  a  t\yelvemonth,  I  returned 
by  a  natural  impulse  to  the  Greek  authors  of  anti- 
quity ;   I  read  with  new  pleasiu'e  the  Iliad  and  the 

V  2 
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Odyssey,  the  histories  of  Herodotus,  Tliucydides, 
and  Xenophon,  a  large  portion  of  the  tragic  and  comic 
theatre  of  Athens,  and  many  interesting  dialogues  of 
the  Socratic  school.  Yet  in  the  luxury  of  freedom  I 
began  to  msh  for  the  daily  task,  the  active  pursuit, 
which  gave  a  value  to  every  book,  and  an  object  to 
ever  inquiry  :  the  preface  of  a  new  edition  announced 
my  design,  and  I  dropped  without  reluctance  from 
the  age  of  Plato  to  that  of  Justinian.  The  original 
texts  of  Procopius  and  Agathias  supplied  the  events 
and  even  the  characters  of  his  reign :  but  a  laborious 
winter  was  devoted  to  the  codes,  the  pandects,  and 
the  modern  interpreters,  before  I  presumed  to  form 
an  abstract  of  the  civil  law.  My  skill  was  improved 
by  practice,  my  diligence  perhaps  was  quickened  by 
the  loss  of  office ;  and,  excepting  the  last  chapter,  I 
had  finished  the  fourth  volume  before  I  sought  a 
retreat  on  the  banks  of  the  Leman  lake. 

It  is  not  the  purpose  of  this  narrative  to  expatiate 
on  the  public  or  secret  history  of  the  times, — the 
schism  which  followed  the  death  of  the  marquis  of 
Rockingham,  the  appointment  of  the  earl  of  Sliel- 
burne,  the  resignation  of  Mr  Fox,  and  his  famous 
coalition  with  lord  North.  But  I  may  assert,  with 
some  degree  of  assurance,  that  in  their  political  con- 
flict those  great  antagonists  had  never  felt  any  per- 
sonal animosity  to  each  other,  that  their  reconciliation 
was  easy  and  sincere,  and  that  their  friendship  has 
never  been  clouded  by  the  shadow  of  suspicion  or 
jealousy.  The  most  violent  or  venal  of  their  respec- 
tive followers  embraced  this  fair  occasion  of  revolt, 
but  their  alliance  still  commanded  a  majority  in  the 
House  of  Commons;  the  peace  was  censured,  lord 
Shelbume  resigned,  and  the  two  friends  knelt  on  tlie 
same  cushion  to  take  the  oath  of  secretary  of  state. 
From  a  principle  of  gratitude  I  adhered  to  the  coali- 
tion :  my  vote  was  coiinted  in  the  day  of  battle,  but 
I  was  overlooked  in  the  division  of  the  spoil.  There 
were  many  claimants  more  deserving  and  importunate 
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than  myself:  the  board  of  trade  could  not  be  restored; 
and,  while  the  list  of  places  was  curtailed,  the  number 
of  candidates  was  doubled.  An  easy  dismission  to  a 
secure  seat  at  the  board  of  customs  or  excise  was  pro- 
mised on  the  first  vacancy  :  but  the  chance  was  distant 
and  doubtful ;  nor  could  I  solicit  with  much  ardour  an 
iffnoble  servitude,  which  would  have  robbed  me  of 
the  most  valuable  of  my  studious  hours  :*  at  the 
same  time  the  tumult  of  London,  and  the  attendance 
on  parliament,  were  grown  more  irksome  ;  and  with- 
out some  additional  income  I  could  not  long  or  pru- 
dently maintain  the  style  of  expense  to  which  I  was 
accustomed. 

From  my  early  acquaintance  with  Lausanne,  I  had 
always  cherished  a  secret  wish  that  the  school  of  my 
youth  might  become  the  retreat  of  my  declining  age. 
A  moderate  fortune  would  secure  the  blessings  of 
ease,  leisure,  and  independence  :  the  country,  the 
people,  the  manners,  the  language,  were  congenial 
to  my  taste  ;  and  I  might  indulge  the  hope  of  passing 
some  years  in  the  domestic  society  of  a  friend.     After 

*  About  the  same  time,  it  being  in  contemplation  to  send 
a  secretary  of  embassy  to  Paris,  Mr  Gibbon  was  a  compe- 
titor for  that  office.  (See  letter  to  and  from  lord  Thurlow.) 
The  credit  of  being  distinguished  and  stopped  by  govern- 
ment when  he  was  leaving  England,  the  salary  of  £1200 
a-year,  the  society  of  Paris,  and  the  hope  of  a  future  pro- 
vision for  life,  disposed  him  to  renounce,  though  with  much 
reluctance,  an  agreeable  scheme  on  the  point  of  execution  ; 
to  engage,  without  experience,  in  a  scene  of  business 
which  he  never  liked ;  to  give  himself  a  master,  or  at  least 
a  principal,  of  an  unknown,  perhaps  an  unamiable  cha- 
racter: to  which  might  be  added,  the  danger  of  the  recal  of 
the  ambassador,  or  the  change  of  ministry.  Mr  Anthony 
Storer  was  preferred.  Mr  Gibbon  was  somewhat  indignant 
at  the  preference  ;  but  he  never  knew  that  it  was  the  act  of 
his  friend  Mr  Fox,  contrary  to  the  solicitations  of  Mr  Crau- 
furd  and  other  of  his  friends.     S. 
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travelling  with  several  English,*  Mr  Deyverdun  w^ 
now  settled  at  home,  in  a  pleasant  habitation,  the 
gift  of  his  deceased  aunt :  we  had  long  been  separated, 
we  had  long  been  silent ;  yet  in  my  first  letter  1 
exposed,  with  the  most  perfect  confidence,  my  situa- 
tion, my  sentiments,  and  my  designs.  His  immediate 
answer  was  a  warm  and  joyful  acceptance ;  the  picture 
of  our  future  life  provoked  my  impatience  ;  and  the 
terms  of  arrangement  were  short  and  simple,  as  he 
possessed  the  property,  and  I  undertook  the  expense 
of  our  common  house.  Before  I  could  break  my 
English  chain,  it  was  incumbent  on  me  to  struggle 
with  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  the  indolence  of  my 
temper,  and  the  opinion  of  the  world,  which  unani- 
mously condemned  this  voluntary  banishment.  In 
the  disposal  of  my  effects,  the  library,  a  sacred  de- 
posit, was  alone  excepted.  As  my  post-chaise  moved 
over  Westminster  bridge,  I  bade  a  long  farewel  to  the 
**  fumum  et  opes  strepitumque  Romse.^'  My  journey 
by  the  direct  road  through  France  Avas  not  attended 
with  any  accident,  and  I  arrived  at  Lausanne  nearly 
twenty  years  after  my  second  departure.  Within  less 
than  three  months  the  coalition  struck  on  some  hidden 
rocks :  had  I  remained  on  board,  I  should  have 
perished  in  the  general  shipwreck. 

Since  my  establishment  at  Lausanne,  more  than 
seven  years  have  elapsed ;  and  if  every  day  has  not 
been  equally  soft  and  serene,  not  a  day,  not  a  moment, 
has  occurred  in  which  I  have  repented  of  my  choice. 
During  my  absence,  a  long  portion  of  human  hfe 
many  changes  had  happened :  my  elder  acquaintam 
had  left  the  stage  ;  virgins  were  ripened  into  matrons 
and  children  were  grown  to  the  age  of  manhood. 
But  the  same  manners  were  transmitted  from  ( ^'^ 
generation  to  another :  my  friend  alone  was  an  in^d- 

*  Sir  Richard  Worsley,  lord  Chesterfield,  Broderick  Ic 
Middleton,  and  Mr  Hume,  brother  to  sir  Abraham. 
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timable  treasure  ;  my  name  was  not  totally  forgotten, 
and  all  were  ambitious  to  welcome  the  arrival  of  a 
stranger,  and  the  return  of  a  fellow-citizen.  The  first 
winter  was  given  to  a  general  embrace,  without  any 
nice  discrimination  of  persons  and  characters.  After 
a  more  regular  settlement,  a  more  accurate  survey,  I 
discovered  three  solid  and  pvmanent  benefits  of  my 
new  situation.  1.  My  personal  freedom  had  been 
somewhat  impaired  by  the  House  of  Commons  and  the 
board  of  trade ;  but  I  was  now  delivered  from  the 
chain  of  duty  and  dependence,  from  the  hopes  and 
fears  of  political  adventure :  my  sober  mind  was  no 
longer  intoxicated  by  the  fumes  of  party,  and  1  rejoiced 
in  my  escape,  as  often  as  I  read  of  the  midnight  de- 
bates which  preceded  the  dissohition  of  parliament. 
2.  My  English  economy  had  been  that  of  a  solitary 
bachelor  who  might  afford  some  occasional  dinners. 
In  Switzerland  I  enjoyed  at  every  meal,  at  every  hour, 
the  free  and  pleasant  conversation  of  the  friend  of  my 
youth;  and  my  daily  table  was  always  provided  for 
the  reception  of  one  or  two  extraordinary  guests. 
Our  importance  in  society  is  less  a  positive  than  a 
relative  weight :  in  London  I  was  lost  hi  the  crowd  ; 
I  ranked  with  the  first  families  of  Lausanne,  and  my 
style  of  prudent  expense  enabled  me  to  maintain  a 
fair  balance  of  reciprocal  civilities.  3.  Instead  of  a 
small  house  between  a  street  and  a  stable-yard,  I 
began  to  occupy  a  spacious  and  convenient  mansion, 
connected  on  the  north  side  with  the  city,  and  open 
on  the  south  to  a  beautiful  and  boundless  horizon. 
\  garden  of  four  acres  had  been  laid  out  by  the  taste 

*  Mr  Deyverdun  :  from  the  garden  a  rich  scenery  of 
Meadows  and  vineyards  descends  to  the  Leman  lake, 
ind  the  prospect  far  beyond  the  lake  is  crowned  by 
he,  stupendous  mountains  of  Savoy.     My  books  and 

1     acquaintance  had  been  first  united  in  London; 

Slit  this  happy  position  of  my  library  in  town  and 

mtry  was  finally  reserved  for  Lausanne.     Possessed 

i  every  comfort  in  this  triple  alliance,  I  could  not  be 
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tempted  to  change  my  habitation  with  the  changes  c 
the  seasons. 

My  friends  had  been  kindly  apprehensive  that 
should  not  be  able  to  exist  in  a  Swiss  town  at  the  fool 
of  the  Alps,  after  having  so  long  conversed  with  th( 
first  men  of  the  first  cities  in  the  world.     Such  loft> 
connections  may  attract  the  curious,  and  gratify  the 
vain ;  but  I  am  too  modest,  or  too  proud,  to  rate  my 
own  value  by  that  of  my  associates ;  and  whatsoever 
may  be  the  fame  of  learning  or  genius,  experience 
Jias  shewn  me  that  the  cheaper  qualifications  of  poHte- 
ness  and  good  sense  are  of  more  useful  currency  in 
the   commerce   of  life.      By    many    conversation   is 
esteemed   as  a   theatre   or    a   school :    but  after  the 
morning  has  been  occupied  by  the   labours  of  the 
library,  I  wish  to  unbend  rather  than  to  exercise  my 
mind ;  and  in  the  interval  between  tea  and  supper  I 
am  far  from  disdaining  the  innocent  amusement  of  a 
game  at  cards.     Lausanne  is  peopled  by  a  numerous 
gentry,  whose  companionable  idleness  is  seldom  dis- 
turbed by  the  pursuits  of  avarice  or  ambition :  the 
women,  though  confined  to  a  domestic  education,  are 
endowed  for  the  most  part  with  more  taste  and  know- 
ledge  than   their   husbands   and   brothers :    but  the 
decent  freedom  of  both  sexes  is  equally  remote  from 
the  extremes  of  simplicity  and  refinement.     I  shall 
add,  as  a  misfortune  rather  than  a  merit,  that  the 
situation  and  beauty  of  the  Pays  de  Vaud,  the  long 
habits  of  the  English,  the  medical  reputation  of  Dr 
Tissot,  and  the  fashion  of  viewing  the  mountains  and 
glaciers,  have  opened  us  on  all  sides  to  the  mcursions 
of  foreigners.     The  visits  of  IMr  and  madame  Necker, 
of  prince  Henry  of  Prussia,  and  of  Mr  Fox,  may  form 
some  pleasing  exceptions ;  but,  in  general,  Lausanne 
has  appeared  most  agreeable  in  my  eyes,  when  we 
have   been   abandoned   to   our   own  society.     I  had 
frequently  seen  Mr  Necker,  in  the  summer  of  ]7^-^, 
at  a  country  house  near  Lausanne,  where  he  composed 
his  **  Treatise  on  the  Administration  of  the  Finances.'* 
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I  have  since,  in  October  1790,  visited  him  in  his 
present  residence,  the  castle  and  barony  of  Copet, 
near  Geneva.  Of  the  merits  and  measures  of  that 
statesman  various  opinions  may  be  entertained ;  but 
all  impartial  men  must  agree  in  their  esteem  of  his 
integrity  and  patriotism. 

In  the  month  of  August  1784,  prince  Henry  of 
Prussia,  in  his  way  to  Paris,  passed  three  days  at 
Lausanne.  His  military  conduct  has  been  praised  by 
professional  men ;  his  character  has  been  viUfied  by 
the  wit  and  malice  of  a  demon;*  but  I  was  flattered 
by  his  affabiUty,  and  entertained  by  his  conversation. 

In  his  tour  to  Switzerland  (September  1788)  iMr 
Fox  gave  me  two  days  of  free  and  private  society.f 
He  seemed  to  feel,  and  even  to  envy,  the  happiness 
of  my  situation ;  while  I  admired  the  powers  of  a 
superior  man,  as  they  are  blended  in  his  attractive 
character  with  the  softness  and  simplicity  of  a  child. 
Perhaps  no  human  being  was  ever  more  perfectly 
exempt  from  the  taint  of  malevolence,  vanity,  or 
falsehood. 

JMy  transmigration  from  London  to  Lausanne  could 
not  be  effected  without  interrupting  the  course  of  my 
historical  labours.  The  hurry  of  my  departure,  the 
joy  of  my  arrival,  the  delay  of  my  tools,  suspended 
their  progress ;  and  a  full  twelvemonth  was  lost  before 
I  could  resume  the  thread  of  regular  and  daily  industry 
A.number  of  books  most  requisite  and  least  common 
haHibeen  previously  selected  ;  the  academical  library 
of  Lausanne,  which  I  could  use  as  my  own,  contained 
at  least  the  fathers  and  councils ;  and  I  have  derived 
some  occasional  succour  from  the  public  collections 
of  Berne  and  Geneva.  The  fourth  volume  was  soon 
terminated  by  an  abstract  of  the  controversies  of  the 
Incarnation,  which  the  learned  Dr  Prideaux  was 
apprehensive  of  exposing  to  profane  eyes.     It  had 

*  Meraoire  Secret  de  la  Cour  de  Berlin,  par  Mirabeau. 
+  See  letter  in  the  Continuation,  October  1,   1788. 
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been  the  original  design  of  the  learned  dean  Prideaux 
to  write  the  history  of  the  ruin  of  the  Eastern  church. 
In  this  work  it  would  have  been  necessary,  not  only 
to  unravel  all  those  controversies  which  the  Christians 
made  about  the  hypostatical  union,  but  also  to  unfold 
all  the  niceties  and  subtle  notions  which  each  sect 
entertained  concerning  it.  The  pious  historian  was 
apprehensive  of  exposing  that  incomprehensible  mys- 
tery to  the  cavils  and  objections  of  unbelievers ;  and 
he  durst  not,  "  seeing  the  nature  of  this  book,  ven- 
ture it  abroad  in  so  wanton  and  lewd  an  age."  * 

In  the  fifth  and  sixth  volumes  the  revolutions  of 
the  empire  and  the  world  are  most  rapid,  various, 
and  instructive  ;  and  the  Greek  or  Roman  historians 
are  checked  by  the  hostile  narratives  of  the  barbarians 
of  the  East  and  the  West.f 

It  was  not  till  after  many  designs,  and  many  trials, 
that  I  preferred,  as  I  still  prefer,  the  method  of 
grouping  my  picture  by  nations  ;  and  the  seeming 
neglect  of  chronological  order  is  surely  compensated 
by  the  superior  merits  of  interest  and  perspicuity. 
'J 'he  style  of  the  first  volume  is,  in  my  opinion,  some- 
what crude  and  elaborate  ;  m  the  second  and  third  it 
is  ripened  into  ease,  correctness,  and  numbers ;  but 
in  the  three  last  I  may  have  been  seduced  by  the 
facility  of  my  pen,  and  the  constant  habit  of  speaking 
one  language  and  writing  another  may  have  infused 
some  mixture  of  Gallic  idioms.  Happily  for  my  eyes, 
I  have  always  closed  my  studies  with  the  day,  and 
commonly  with  the  morning;  and  a  long  but  tem- 
perate   labour  has  been   accomplished    without   fa- 

*  See  Preface  to  the  Life  of  Mahomet,  pp.  10,  11. 

t  I  have  followed  the  judicious  precept  of  the  abb^  de 
Mably  (Maniere  d'ecrire  THistoire,  p.  110.)  who  advises 
the  historian  not  to  dwell  too  minutely  on  the  decay  of  the 
eastern  empire,  but  to  consider  the  barbarian  conquerors 
as  a  more  worthy  subject  of  his  narrative.  "  Fas  est  et  ab 
hoste  doceri.'" 
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tiguing  either  the  mind  or  body;  but  when  I  computed 
the  remainder  of  my  time  and  my  task,  it  was  apparent 
that,  according  to  the  season  of  pubhcation,  the  delay 
of  a  month  would  be  productive  of  that  of  a  year.  I. 
was  now  straining  for  the  goal,  and  in  the  last  winter 
many  evenings  were  borrowed  from  the  social  plea- 
sures of  Lausanne.  I  could  now  wish  that  a  pause, 
an  interval,  had  been  allowed  for  a  serious  revisal. 

I  have  presumed  to  mark  the  moment  of  concep- 
ception :  I  shall  now  commemorate  the  hour  of  my 
final  deliverance.  It  was  on  the  day,  or  rather  night, 
of  the  27th  of  June  1787,  between  the  hours  of  eleven 
and  twelve,  that  I  wrote  the  last  lines  of  the  last  page, 
in  a  summer-house  in  my  garden.  After  laying  down 
my  pen,  I  took  several  turns  in  a  herceau,  or  covered 
walk  of  acacias,  which  commands  a  prospect  of  the 
country,  the  lake,  and  the  mountains.  The  air  was 
temperate,  the  sky  was  serene,  the  silver  orb  of  the 
moon  was  reflected  from  the  waters,  and  all  nature 
was  silent.  I  will  not  dissemble  the  first  emotions  of 
joy  on  recovery  of  my  freedom,  and  perhaps  the 
establishment  of  my  fame.  But  my  pride  was  soon 
humbled,  and  a  sober  melancholy  was  spread  over 
my  mind,  by  the  idea  that  I  had  taken  an  everlasting 
leave  of  an  old  and  agreeable  companion,  and  that 
whatsoever  might  be  the  future  date  of  my  History, 
the  life  of  the  historian  must  be  short  and  precarious. 
I  will  add  two  facts  which  have  seldom  occurred  in 
the  composition  of  six,  or  at  least  of  five,  quartos. 
1.  My  first  rough  manuscript,  without  any  inter- 
mediate copy,  has  been  sent  to  the  press.  2.  Not  a 
sheet  has  been  seen  by  any  human  eyes  excepting 
those  of  the  author  and  the  printer :  the  faults  and 
the  merits  are  exclusively  my  own.* 


*  Extract  from  Mr  Gibbon's  Common-place  Book. 

he  IVth  Volume   of  the  His-")  ,         „    Tv,f„>  i,   i       i^a 
c  .-,      rw     1-  j  n  n  (  beffun   March   I,     178 

tory  of  the  Dechne  and  Fall  >     °    i  j  t  „    i-rc^ 
r/u    i»  t?-  r     enued  June  17b4. 

of  the  If  Oman  Empire       .       J 
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I  cannot  help  recollecting?  a  much  more  extraor- 
dinary fact,  which  is  affirmed  of  himself  by  Retif  de 
la  Bretorme,  a  voluminous  and  original  ^vriter  of 
French  novels.  He  laboured,  and  may  still  labour, 
in  the  humble  office  of  corrector  to  a  printing-house  ; 
but  this  office  enabled  him  to  transport  an  entire 
volume  from  his  mind  to  the  press ;  and  his  work  was 
given  to  the  public  without  ever  having  been  written 
by  the  pen. 

After  a  quiet  residence  of  four  years,  during  which 
I  had  never  moved  ten  miles  from  Lausanne,  it  was 
not  without  some  reluctance  and  terror  that  I  under- 
took, in  a  journey  of  two  hundred  leagues,  to  cross 
the  mountains  and  the  sea.  Yet  this  formidable  ad- 
venture was  achieved  M'ithout  danger  or  fatigue  ;  and 
at  the  end  of  a  fortnight  I  found  myself  in  lord  Shef- 
field's  house  and  library,  safe,  happy,  and  at  home. 
The  character  of  my  friend  (Mr  Holroyd)  had  recom- 
mended him  to  a  seat  in  parHament  for  Coventry,  the 
command  of  a  regiment  of  light  dragoons,  and  an 
Irish  peerage.  The  sense  and  spirit  of  his  political 
writings  have  decided  the  public  opinion  on  the  great 
questions  of  our  commercial  intercourse  with  America 
and  Ireland.* 

The  sale  of  his  "  Observations  on  the  American 
States"  was  diffusive,  their  eflfect  beneficial ;  the  navi- 
gation act,  the  palladium  of  Britain,  was  defended, 
and  perhaps  saved,  by  his  pen  ;  and  he  ])roves,  by 
the  weight  of  fact  and  argument,  that  the  mother 
ccruntry  may  survive  and  flourish  after  the   loss  of 

Tl.e  Vth  Volume j^lla"    l^S^^^^"'^'''^ 

The  Vlth  Vohime  .  .  .  /beffun  MaylS.  1786- 
1      ended  June  27,   1787. 

These  three  volumes  were  sent  to  press  August  15,  1787, 
and  the  whole  impression  was  concluded  April  following. 

*  Observations  on  the  Commerce  of  the  American  Stafes. 
by  John  lord  Sheffield;  the  sixth  edition,  London,  1784, 
ill  octavo. 
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America.  My  friend  has  never  cultivated  the  arts  of 
composition ;  but  his  materials  are  copious  and  cor- 
rect, and  he  leaves  on  his  paper  the  clear  impression 
of  an  active  and  vigorous  mind.  His  "  Observations 
on  the  Trade,  Manufactures,  and  present  State  of 
Ireland,"  were  intended  to  guide  the  industry,  to 
correct  the  prejudices,  and  to  assuage  the  passions,  of 
a  country  which  seemed  to  forget  that  she  could  be 
free  and  prosperous  only  by  a  friendly  connection  with 
Great  Britain.  The  concluding  observations  are 
written  with  so  much  ease  and  spirit,  that  they  may 
be  read  by  those  who  are  the  least  interested  in  the 
subject. 

He  fell*  (in  1784)  with  the  unpopular  coalition; 
but  his  merit  has  been  acknowledged  at  the  last  general 
election,  1 790,  by  the  honom'able  invitation  and  free 
choice  of  the  city  of  Bristol.  During  the  whole  time 
of  my  residence  in  England  I  was  entertained  at  Shef- 
field place  and  in  Downing  street  by  his  hospitable 
kindness ;  and  the  most  pleasant  period  was  that 
which  I  passed  in  the  domestic  society  of  the  family. 
In  the  larger  circle  of  the  metropolis  I  observed  the 
country  and  the  inhabitants  with  the  knowledge,  and 
without  the  prejudices^  of  an  Englishman;  but  I 
rejoiced  in  the  apparent  increase  of  wealth  and  pros- 
perity, which  might  be  fairly  divided  between  the 
spirit  of  the  nation  and  the  wisdom  of  the  minister. 
AU  party-resentment  was  now  lost  in  oblivion ;  since 
I  was  no  man's  rival,  no  man  was  my  enemy.  I  felt 
the  dignity  of  independence ;  and  as  1  asked  no  more 
I  was  satisfied  with  the  general  civilities  of  the  world. 
The  house  in  London  which  I  frequented  with  most 
pleasure  and  assiduity  was  that  of  lord  North.     After 

*  It  is  not  obvious  from  whence  he  fell ;  he  never  held 
nor  desired  any  office  of  emolument  whatever,  unless  his 
military  commissions,  and  the  command  of  a  rc^giment  of 
liglit  dragoons,  which  he  raised  himself,  and  which  was 
disbanded  on  the  peace  in  1783,  should  be  deemed  such. 
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the  loss  of  power  and  of  sight,  he  was  still  happy  in 
himself  and  his  friends;  and  my  public  tribute  of  gra- 
titude and  esteem  could  no  longer  be  suspected  of  any 
interested  motive.  Before  my  departure  from  England, 
I  was  present  at  the  august  spectacle  of  Mr  Hastings's 
trial  in  Westminster  hall.  It  is  not  my  province  to 
absolve  or  condemn  the  governor  of  India;*  but  Mr 
Sheridan's  eloquence  commanded  my  applause;  nor 
could  I  hear  without  emotion  the  personal  compli- 
ment which  he  paid  me  in  the  presence  of  the  British 
nation,  t 

From  this  display  of  genius,  which  blazed  four 
successive  days,  I  shall  stoop  to  a  very  mechanical 
circumstance.  As  I  M'as  waiting  in  the  manager's 
box,  I  had  the  curiosity  to  inquire  of  the  short-hand 
writer  how  many  words  a  ready  and  rapid  orator 
might  pronounce  in  an  hour  ?  From  /OOO  to  7500, 
was  his  answer.  The  medium  of  7200  will  afford  120 
words  in  a  minute,  and  two  words  in  each  second. 
But  this  computation  will  only  apply  to  the  English 
language. 

As  the  publication  of  my  three  last  volumes  was  the 
principal  object,  so  it  was  the  first  care  of  my  English 
journey,  'the  previous  arrangements  with  the  book- 
seller and  the  printer  were  settled  in  my  passage 
through  London,  and  the  proofs,  which  I  returned 
more  correct,  were  transmitted  every  post  from  the 
press  to  Sheffield  place.  The  length  of  the  operation, 
and  the  leisure  of  the  country,  allowed  some  time  to 
review    my    manuscript.      Several  rare   and    useful 

*  He  considered  the  persecution  of  that  highly-respect- 
able person  to  have  arisen  from  party  views.     S. 

t  He  said  the  facts  that  made  up  the  volume  of  narra- 
tive were  unparalleled  in  atrociousness ;  and  that  nothing 
equal  in  criminality  was  to  be  traced  either  in  ancient  or 
modern  history,  in  the  correct  periods  of  Tacitus,  or  the 
luminous  page  of  Gibbon.  Morning  Chronicle,  June  14, 
1788. 
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books,  the  Assises  de  Jerusalem,  Ramusius  de  Bello 
C.  Paro,  the  Greek  Acts  of  the  Synod  of  Florence, 
the  Statuta  Urbis  Romse,  &c.  were  procured,  and  I 
introduced  in  their  proper  places  the  supplements 
which  they  aflforded.  The  impression  of  the  fourth 
volume  had  consumed  three  months.  Our  common 
interest  required  that  we  should  move  with  a  quicker 
pace ;  and  Mr  Strahan  fulfilled  his  engagement,  which 
few  printers  could  sustain,  of  delivering  every  week 
three  thousand  copies  of  nine  sheets.  I'he  day  of 
publication  was  hoAvever  delayed,  that  it  might 
coincide  with  the  fifty-first  anniversary  of  my  own 
birth-day;  the  double  festival  was  celebrated  by  a 
cheerful  literary  dinner  at  Mr  Cadell's  house ;  and  I 
seemed  to  blush  while  they  read  an  elegant  compli- 
ment from  MrHayley,*  whose  poetical  talents  had 

•  OCCASIONAL  STANZAS,  BY  MR  IIAYLEY,  READ  AFTER  THE 
DINNER  AT  MR  CADELl's,  MAY  8,  1788  ;  BEING  THE 
DAY  or  THE  riJBLlCATION  OF  THE  THREE  LAST  VOLUMES 
OF  MR  gibbon's  HISTORY,    AND  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 

Genii  of  England  and  of  Rome  ! 
In  miitual  triumph  here  assume 

The  honours  each  may  claim ! 
This  social  scene  with  smiles  survey, 
And  consecrate  the  festive  day 

To  Friendship  and  to  Fame  ! 

Enough,  by  Desolation's  tide, 
With  anguish  and  indignant  pride, 

Has  KoMK  bewail'd  her  fate  ; 
And  mourn'd  that  Time,   in  Havoc's  hour, 
Defaced  each  monument  of  power 

To  speak  her  truly  great : 

O'er  maiin'd  PoLYr^ius,  just  and  sage. 
O'er  Livy's  mutilated  page, 

How  deep  was  her  regret ! 
Touch'd  by  this  Queen  in  ruin  grand, 
See !  Glory,   by  an  English  hand. 

Now  pays  a  mighty  debt. 

x2 
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more  than  once  been  employed  in  the  praise  of  his 
friend.  Before  Mr  Hayley  inscribed  with  my  name 
his  epistles  on  history,  I  was  not  acquainted  with  that 
amiable  man  and  elegant  poet.  He  afterwards  thanked 
me  in  verse  for  my  second  and  third  volumes  ;     and 

Lo  !  sacred  to  the  Roman  Name, 

And  rais'd,  like  Rome's  immortal  Fame, 

By  Genius  and  by  Toil, 
The  splendid  Work  is  crown'd  to-day, 
On  which  Oblivion  ne'er  shall  prey, 

Nor  Envy  make  her  spoil ! 

England,  exult  1  and  view  not  now 
With  jealous  glance  each  nation's  brow, 

Where  History's  palm  has  spread  ! 
In  every  path  of  liberal  art 
Thy  Sons  to  prime  distinction  start, 

And  no  superior  dread. 

Science  for  Thee  a  Newton  raised  ; 
For  thy  renown  a  Shakespeare  blazed. 

Lord  of  the  drama's  sphere  ! 
In  different  fields  to  equal  praise 
See  History  now  thy  Gibbon  raise, 

To  shine  without  a  peer  1 

Eager  to  honor  living  worth, 
And  bless  to-day  the  double  birth 

That  proudest  joy  may  claim, 
Let  artless  Truth  this  homage  pay. 
And  consecrate  the  festive  day 

To  Friendship  and  to  Fame  ! 

*  SONNET  TO  EDWARD  GIBBON,  ESQ. 

ON    THE    PUBLICATION    OF    HIS    SECOND    AND    THIRD 
VOLUMES,     178L 

With  proud  delight  th'  imperial  founder  gazed 
On  the  new  beauty  of  his  second  Rome, 

When  on  his  eager  eye  rich  temples  blaz'd, 
And  his  fair  city  rose  in  youthful  bloom : 

A  pride  more  noble  may  thy  heart  assume, 
O  Gibbon  !  gazing  on  thy  growing  work, 
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in  the  summer  af  1/81   the  Roman  Eagle*  (a  proud 
title)  accepted  the  invitation  of  the  English  Sparrow 

In  which,  constructed  for  a  happier  doom, 
No  hasty  marks  of  vain  ambition  lurk  : 

Thou  may'st  deride  both  Time's  destructive  sway, 
And  baser  Envy's  beauty-manglin<(f  dirk; 

Thy  gorgeous  fabric,  plann'd  with  wise  delay. 
Shall  baffle  foes  more  savage  than  the  Turk ; 

As  ages  multiply,  its  fame  shall  rise. 

And  earth  must  perish  ere  its  splendor  dies. 

♦  A  CARD  OF  INVITATION  TO  MR  GIBBON, 

AT  BRIGHTHELMSTONE,    1781. 

An  English  sparrow,  pert  and  free. 
Who  chirps  beneath  his  native  tree, 
Hearing  the  Roman  eagle's  near. 
And  feeling  more  respect  than  fear. 
Thus,  with  united  love  and  awe, 
Invites  him  to  his  shed  of  straw. 

Tho'  he  is  but  a  twittering  sparrow. 
The  field  he  hops  in  rather  narrow. 
When  nobler  plumes  attract  his  view 
He  ever  pays  them  homage  due ; 
He  looks  with  reverential  wonder 
On  him  whose  talons  bear  the  thunder. 
Nor  could  the  jackdaws  e'er  inveigle 
His  voice  to  vilify  the  eagle ; 
Tho'  issuing  from  the  holy  towers 
In  which  they  build  their  warmest  bowers. 
Their  sovereign's  haunt  they  slyly  search, 
In  hopes  to  catch  him  on  his  perch, 
(For  Pindar  says,  beside  his  God 
The  thunder-bearing  bird  will  nod ;) 
Then  peeping  round  his  still  retreat, 
They  pick  from  underneath  his  feet 
Some  molted  feather  he  lets  fall. 
And  swear  he  cannot  fly  at  all. 

Lord  of  the  sky !  whose  pounce  can  tear 
These  croakers  that  infest  the  air. 
Trust  him,  the  sparrow  loves  to  sing 
The  praise  of  thy  imperial  wing  ! 
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who  chirped  in  the  groves  of  Eartham,  near  Chi- 
chester. As  most  of  the  former  purchasers  were 
naturally  desirous  of  completing  their  sets,  the  sale 
of  the  quarto  edition  was  quick  and  easy  ;  and  an 
octavo  size  was  printed,  to  satisfy  at^a  cheaper  rate 
the  puhHc  demand.  The  conclusion  of  my  work  was 
generally  read,  and  variously  judged.  The  style  has 
been  exposed  to  much  academical  criticism ;  a  reli- 
gious clamour  was  revived ;  and  the  reproach  of 
indecency  has  been  loudly  echoed  by  the  rigid  censors 
of  morals.  I  never  could  understand  the  clamour 
that  has  been  raised  against  the  indecency  of  my 
three  last  volumes.  1.  An  equal  degree  of  freedom 
in  the  former  part,  especially  in  the  first  volume,  had 
passed  witliout  reproach,  2.  I  am  justified  in  paint- 
mg  the  manners  of  the  times  ;  the  vices  of  Theodora 
form  an  essential  feature  in  the  reign  and  character 
of  Justinian  ;  and  the  most  naked  tale  in  my  history 
is  told  by  the  Rev.  IMr  Joseph  Warton,  an  instructor 
of  youth.  (Essay  on  the  Genius  and  Writings  of 
Pope,  p.  322—324.)  3.  My  English  text  is  chaste, 
and  all  licentious  passages  are  left  in  the  obscurity  of 
a  learned  language.  "  Le  Latin  dans  ses  mots  brave 
I'honn^tet^,"  says  the  correct  Boileau,  in  a  country 
and  idiom  more  scrupulous  than  our  own.  Vet,  upon 
the  whole,  the'  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall  seems 
to  have  struck  root  both  at  hoine  and  abroad,  and 
may  perhaps  a  hundred  years  hence  still  continue 
to  be  abused.  1  am  less  flattered  by  INIr  Porson's 
high  encomium  on  the  style  and  spirit  of  my  History, 
than  I  am  satisfied  with  his  honourable  testimony  to 
my  attention,  diligence,  and  accuracy ;  those  humble 
virtues,  Avhich  religious  zeal  had  most   audaciously 

lie  thinks  thouMt  deem  him,  on  his  word, 
An  honest  though  familiar  bird  ; 
And  hopes  thou  soon  \vilt  condescend 
To  look  upon  thy  little  friend ; 
That  he  may  boast  around  his  grove 
A  visit  from  the  bird  of  Jove. 
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denied.  The  sweetness  of  his  praise  is  tempered  by 
a  reasonable  mixture  of  acid.*  As  the  book  may  not 
be  common  in  England,  I  shall  transcribe  my  own 
character  from  the  "Bibliotheca  Historica"  of  Meu- 
selius,t  a  learned  and  laborious  German.  **  Sumrais 
aevi  nostri  historicis  Gibbonus  sine  dubio  adnume- 
randus  est.  Inter  capitolii  ruinas  stans,  primum  hujus 
operis  scribendi  consilium  cepit.  Florentissimos  vitse 
annos  coUigendo  et  laborando  eidem  impend!*.  Ena- 
tum  inde  monumentum  sere  perennius^  Jicet  passim 
appareant  sinistra  dicta,  minus  perfecta,  veritati  non 
satis  consentanea.  Videmus  quidem  ubique  fere 
studium  scrutandi  veritatemque  scribendi  maximum : 
tamen  sine  Tillemontio  duce  ubi  scilicet  hujus  his- 
toria  finitur  saepius  noster  titubat  atque  hallucinatur. 
Quod  vel  maxime  fit,  ubi  de  rebus  ecclesiasticis  vel 
de  jurisprudentia  Romana  (tom.  iv.)  tradit,  et  in  aliis 
locis.  Attamen  naevi  hujus  generis  baud  impediunt 
quo  minus  operis  summam  et  oiKovofjuxv  prseclar^  dis- 
positam,  defectum  rerum  sapientissimum,  argutum 
quoque  interdum,  dictionemque  seu  stylum  historico 
aeque  ac  philosopho  dignissimum,  et  vix  k  quoque 
alio  Anglo,  Humio  ac  Robertsono  baud  exceptis 
(prcereptum  ?),  vehementer  laudemus,  atque  saeculo 
nostro  de  hujusmodi  historia  gratulemur Gib- 
bonus  adversaries  cum  in  tum  extra  patriam  nactus 
est,  quia  propagationem  rehgionis  Christianse,  non, 
ut  vulgo  fieri  solet,  aut  more  theologorum,  sed  ut 
historicum  et  philosophum  decet,  expOsuerat." 

The  French,  Italian,  and  German  translations  have 
been  executed  with  various  success  ;  but,  instead  of 
patronising,  I  should  willingly  suppress  such  imper- 
fect copies,  which  injure  the  character,  while  they 
propagate  the  name  of  the  author.  The  first  volume 
had  been  feebly,  though  faithfully,  translated  into 
French  by  M.  Le  Clerc  de  Septchenes,  a  young  gen- 

*  See  his  preface,  pp.  28.  32, 
t  Vol,  iv.  part  1,  pp,  312,  34i, 
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tleman  of  a  studious  character  and  liberal  fortnng 
After  his  decease,  the  work  was  continued  by  two 
manufacturers  of  Paris,  MIM.  Desinuniers  and  Cant- 
well  :  but  the  former  is  now  an  active  member  of  the 
national  assembly,  and  the  undertaking  languishes  in 
the  hands  of  his  associate.  The  superior  merit  of  the 
interpreter,  or  his  language,  inclines  me  to  prefer  the 
Italian  version :  but  I  wish  it  were  in  my  power  to 
read  the  German,  which  is  praised  by  the  best  judges. 
The  Irish  pirates  are  at  once  my  friends  and  my 
enemies.  But  I  cannot  be  displeased  with  tlie  two 
numerous  and  correct  impressions  which  have  been 
published  for  the  use  of  the  Continent  at  Basil  in 
Switzerland.*  The  conquests  of  our  language  and 
literature  are  not  confined  to  Europe  alone,  and  a 
writer  who  succeeds  in  London  is  speedily  read  on 
the  banks  of  the  Delaware  and  the  Ganges. 

In  the  j)reface  of  the  fourth  volume,  while  I  gloried 
in  the  name  of  an  Englishman,  I  announced  my  ap- 
])roaching  return  to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  lake  of 
Lausanne.  This  last  trial  confirmed  my  assurance 
that  I  had  wisely  chosen  for  my  own  happiness  ;  nor 
did  I  once,  in  a  year's  visit,  entertain  a  wish  of 
settling  in  my  native  country.  Britain  is  the  free 
and  fortunate  ialand ;  but  where  is  the  spot  in  which 
I  could  unite  the  comforts  and  beauties  of  my  estab- 
lishment at  Lausanne  ?  The  tumult  of  London  asto- 
nished my  eyes  and  ears ;  the  amusements  of  public 
places  were  no  longer  adequate  to  the  trouble ;  the 
clubs  and  assemblies  were  filled  with  new  faces  and 
young  men  ;  and  our  best  society,  our  long  and  late 
dinners,  v/ould  soon  have  been  prejudicial  to  my 
health.     Without  any  share  in  the  political  wheel,  I 

*  Of  their  fourteen  octavo  volumes  the  two  last  include 
the  whole  body  of  the  noteb.  The  public  importunity  had 
forced  me  to  remove  them  from  the  end  of  the  volume  to 
the  bottom  of  the  l)age;  but  I  have  often  repented  of  my 
compliance. 
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must  be  idle  and  insifynificant :  yet  the  most  splendid 
temptations  would  not  have  enticed  me  to  engage  a 
second  time  in  the  servitude  of  parliament  or  office. 
At  Tunbridge,  some  weeks  after  the  publication  of 
myPIistory,  I  reluctantly  quitted  lord  and  lady  Shef- 
field ;  and  with  a  young  Swiss  friend,*  whom  I  had 
introduced  to  the  Englisli  world,  I  pursued  the  road 
of  Dover  and  Lausanne.  IMy  habitation  was  embel- 
lished in  my  absence,  and  the  last  division  of  hooks, 
which  followed  my  steps,  increased  my  chosen  library 
to  the  number  of  between  six  and  seven  thousand 
volumes.  My  seraglio  was  ample,  my  choice  was 
free,  my  appetite  was  keen.  After  a  full  repast  on 
Homer  and  Aristophanes,  I  involved  myself  in  the 
philosophic  maze  of  the  writings  of  Plato,  of  which 
the  dramatic  is  perhaps  more  interesting  than  the 
argumentative  part:  but  I  stepped  aside  into  every 
path  of  inquiry  which  reading  or  reflection  accident- 
ally opened. 

Alas]  the  joy  of  my  return,  and  m.y  studious  ar- 
dour, were  soon  damped  bv  the  melancholy  state  of 
my  friend  Mr  Deyverdun.  tlis  health  and  spirits  had 
long  suffered  a  gradual  decline  ;  a  succession  of  apo- 
plectic fits  announced  his  dissolution  ;  and  before  he 
expired,  those  who  loved  him  could  not  wish  for  the 
continuance  of  his  hfe.  The  voice  of  reason  might 
congratulate  his  deliverance,  but  the  feelings  of  nature 
and  friendship  could  be  subdued  only  by  time  :  his 
amiable  character  was  still  alive  in  my  rem^embrance  ; 
each  room,  each  walk,  was  imprinted  with  our  com- 
mon footsteps  ;  and  I  should  blush  at  ray  owm  philo- 
sophy, if  a  long  interval  of  study  had  not  preceded 
and  followed  the  death  of  my  friend.  By  his  last 
will  he  left  to  me  the  option  of  purchasing  his  house 
and  garden,  or  of  possessing  them  during  my  life,  on 
the  payment  either  of  a  stipulated  price,  or  of  an  easy 
retribution  to  his  kinsman  and  heir.     I  should  pro- 


*  M.  Wilhclm  lie  3e 


very. 


252  MEMOIRS    OF 

bably  have  been  tempted  by  the  daemon  of  property, 
if  some  legal  difficulties  had  not  been  started  against 
my  title;  a  contest  would  have  been  vexatious, 
doubtful,  and  invidious;  and  the  heir  most  gratefully 
subscribed  an  agreement,  which  rendered  my  hfe- 
possession  more  perfect,  and  his  future  condition 
more  advantageous.  Yet  I  had  often  revolved  the 
judicious  lines  in  which  Pope  answers  the  objections 
of  his  long-sighted  friend  : — 

"  Pity  to  build  without  or  child  or  wife ; 
Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life: 
Well,  if  the  use  be  mine,  does  it  concern  one. 
Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon  V 

The  certainty  of  my  teniu-e  has  allowed  me  to  lay  out 
a  considerable  sum  in  improvements  and  alterations  : 
they  have  been  executed  with  skill  and  taste ;  and  few 
men  of  letters,  perhaps,  in  Europe,  are  so  desirably 
lodged  as  myself.  But  I  feel,  and  with  the  decline 
of  years  I  shall  more  painfully  feel,  that  I  am  alone 
in  paradise.  Among  the  circle  of  my  acquaintance  at 
Lausanne,  I  have  gradually  acquired  the  soHd  and 
tender  friendship  of  a  respectable  family  ;*  the  four 
persons  of  whom  it  is  composed  are  all  endowed  w'ith 
the  virtues  best  adapted  to  their  age  and  situation; 
and  I  am  encouraged  to  love  the  parents  as  a  brother, 
and  the  children  as  a  father.  Every  day  we  seek  and 
find  the  opportunities  of  meeting :  yet  even  this  valuable 
connection  cannot  supply  the  loss  of  domestic  society. 

Within  the  last  two  or  three  years  our  tranquilUty 
has  been  clouded  by  the  disorders  of  France ;  many 
families  at  Lausanne  were  alarmed  and  affected  by  the 
terrors  of  an  impending  bankruptcy  ;  but  the  revolu- 
tion, or  rather  the  dissolution  of  the  kingdom,  has 
been  heard  and  felt  in  the  adjacent  lands. 

I  beg  leave  to  subscribe  my  assent  to  INIr  Burke's 
creed  on  the  revolution  of  France.  I  admire  his  elo- 
quence, I  approve  his  pohtics,  I  adore  his  chivah-y, 

*  The  family  of  de  Severy 
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and  I  can  almost  excuse  his  reverence  for  church 
estabUshments.  I  have  sometimes  thought  of  writing 
a  dialogiie  of  the  dead,  in  which  Lucian,  Erasmus, 
and  Voltaire,  should  mutually  acknowledge  the  danger 
of  exposing  an  old  superstition  to  the  contempt  of  the 
blind  and  fanatic  multitude. 

A  swarm  of  emigrants  of  both  sexes,  who  escaped 
from  the  public  ruin,  has  been  attracted  by  the  vici- 
nity, the  manners,  and  the  language,  of  Lausanne ; 
and  our  narrow  habitations  in  town  and  country 
are  now  occupied  by  the  first  names  and  titles  of  the 
departed  monarchy.  These  noble  fugitives  are  entitled 
to  our  pity;  they  may  claim  our  esteem;  but  they 
cannot,  in  their  present  state  of  mind  and  fortune, 
much  contribute  to  our  amusement.  Instead  of 
looking  down  as  calm  and  idle  spectators  on  the 
theatre  of  Europe,  our  domestic  harmony  is  some- 
what embittered  by  the  infusion  of  party  spirit :  our 
ladies  and  gentlemen  assume  the  character  of  self- 
taught  politicians  ;  and  the  sober  dictates  of  wisdom 
and  experience  are  silenced  by  the  clamour  of  the 
triumphant  democrates.  The  fanatic  missionaries  of 
sedition  have  scattered  the  seeds  of  discontent  in  our 
cities  and  villages,  which  have  flourished  above  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  without  fearing  the  approach 
of  war  or  feeling  the  weight  of  government.  Many 
individuals,  and  some  communities,  appear  to  be 
infected  with  the  Gallic  phrenzy,  the  wild  theories  of 
equal  and  boundless  freedom  ;  but  I  trust  that  the 
body  of  the  people  will  be  faithful  to  their  sovereign 
and  to  themselves ;  and  I  am  satisfied  that  the  failure 
or  success  of  a  revolt  would  equally  terminate  in  the 
ruin  of  the  country.  While  the  aristocracy  of  Berne 
protects  the  happiness,  it  is  superfluous  to  inquire 
whether  it  be  founded  in  the  rights,  of  man  :  the 
economy  of  the  state  is  liberally  supplied  without  the 
aid  of  taxes  ;  and  the  magistrates  must  reign  with 
prudence  and  equity,  since  they  are  unarmed  in  the 
midst  of  an  armed  nation. 
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The  revenue  of  Berne,  excepting  some  small  duties, 
is  derived  from  church  lands,  tithes,  feudal  rights, 
and  interest  of  money.  The  repubhc  has  nearly 
500,000/.  sterling  in  the  English  funds,  and  the 
amount  of  their  treasure  is  unknown  to  the  citizens 
themselves.  For  myself  (may  the  omen  be  averted  I) 
I  can  only  declare,  that  the  first  stroke  of  a  rebel 
drum  would  be  the  signal  of  my  immediate  depar- 
ture. 

When  I  contemplate  the  common  lot  of  mortality, 
I  must  acknowledge  that  I  have  drawn  a  high  prize 
in  the  lottery  of  life.  The  far  greater  part  of  the 
globe  is  overspread  with  barbarism  or  slavery  :  in  the 
civilized  world  the  most  nimierous  class  is  condemned 
to  ignorance  and  poverty ;  and  the  double  fortune  of 
my  birth  in  a  free  and  enlightened  country,  in  an 
honourable  and  wealthy  family,  is  the  lucky  chance 
of  an  unit  against  millions.  The  general  probability 
is  about  three  to  one,  that  a  new-bom  infant  will  not 
live  to  complete  his  fiftieth  year.*  I  have  now  passed 
that  age,  and  may  fairly  estimate  the  present  value  of 
my  existence  in  the  threefold  division  of  mind,  body, 
and  estate. 

1 .  Tlie  first  and  indispensable  requisite  of  happi- 
ness is  a  clear  conscience,  unsullied  by  the  reproach 
or  remembrance  of  an  unworthy  action  : — 

Hie  murus  aheneus  esto, 

Nil  conscire  sibi,  null^  pallescere  culp&. 

I  am  endowed  with  a  cheerful  temper,  a  moderate 
sensibility,  and  a  natural  disposition  to  repose  rather 
than  to  activity  :  some  mischievous  appetites  and 
habits  have  perhaps  been  corrected  by  philosophy  or 
time.     The  love  of  study,  a  passion  which  derives 

*  See  Buffon,  Supplement  a  I'Histoire  Naturelle,  torn, 
vii.  page  158—164.:  of  a  given  number  of  new-born  infants, 
one-half,  by  the  fault  of  nature  or  man,  is  extinguished 
before  the  age  of  puberty  aud  reason.  A  melancholy  cal- 
culation ! 
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fresh  vigour  from  enjoyment,  supplies  each  day,  each 
hour,  with  a  perpetual  source  of  independent  and 
rational  pleasure  ;  and  I  am  not  sensible  of  any  decay 
of  the  mental  faculties.  The  original  soil  has  been 
highly  improved  by  cultivation  ;  but  it  may  be  ques- 
tioned whether  some  flowers  of  fancy,  some  grateful 
errors,  have  not  been  eradicated  with  the  weeds  of 
prejudice.  2.  Since  I  have  escaped  from  the  long 
perils  of  my  childhood,  the  serious  advice  of  a  phy- 
sician has  seldom  been  requisite.  *'  The  madness  of 
superfluous  health"  I  have  never  known,  but  my 
tender  constitution  has  been  fortified  by  time,  and 
the  inestimable  gift  of  the  sound  and  peaceful  slumbers 
of  infancy  may  be  imputed  both  to  the  mind  and 
body.  3.  I  have  akeady  described  the  merits  of  my 
society  and  situation  ;  but  these  enjoyments  would 
be  tasteless  or  bitter,  if  their  possession  were  not 
assured  by  an  annual  and  adequate  supply.  Accord- 
ing to  the  scale  of  Switzerland,  I  am  a  rich  m.an  ;  and 
J.  am  indeed  rich,  since  my  income  is  superior  to  my 
expense,  and  my  expense  is  equal  to  my  wishes.  My 
friend  lord  Sheffield  has  kindly  relieved  me  from  the 
cares  to  which  my  taste  and  temper  are  most  adverse. 
Shall  I  add,  that  since  the  failure  of  my  first  wishes, 
I  have  never  entertained  any  serious  thoughts  of  a 
matrimonial  connection  ? 

I  am  disgusted  with  the  aflfectation  of  men  of  letters, 
who  complain  that  they  have  renounced  a  substance 
for  a  shadow,  and  that  their  fame  (which  sometimes 
is  no  insupportable  weight)  affords  a  poor  compensa- 
tion for  envy,  censure,  and  persecution.*  My  own 
experience,  at  least,  has  taught  me  a  very  different 

*  Mr  d'AIembert  relates,  that  as  he  was  walking'  in  the 
gardens  of  Sans  Souci  with  the  king  of  Prussia,  Frederic 
said  to  him,  "  Do  you  see  that  old  woman,  a  poor  weeder, 
asleep  on  that  sunny  bank  .'  She  is  probably  a  more  happjr 
being  than  either  of  us."  The  king  and  the  philosopher 
may  speak  for  themselves ;  for  my  part  I  do  not  envy  the 
old  woman. 
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lesson ;  twenty  happy  years  have  been  animated  by 
the  labour  of  my  History,  and  its  success  has  given 
me  a  name,  a  rank,  a  character,  in  the  world,  to 
which  I  should  not  otherwise  have  been  entitled. 
The  freedom  of  my  writings  has  indeed  provoked  an 
implacable  tribe ;  but  as  I  was  safe  from  the  stings, 
I  was  soon  accustomed  to  the  buzzing  of  the  hornets  : 
my  nerves  are  not  tremblingly  alive,  and  my  literary 
temper  is  so  happily  framed,  that  I  am  less  sensible 
of  pain  than  of  pleasure.  The  rational  pride  of  an 
author  may  be  offended,  rather  than  flattered,  by 
vague  indiscriminate  praise ;  but  he  cannot,  he  should 
not,  be  indifferent  to  the  fair  testimonies  of  private 
and  public  esteem.  Even  his  moral  sympathy  may 
be  gratified  by  the  idea,  that  now,  in  the  present 
hour,  he  is  imparting  some  degree  of  amusement  or 
knowledge  to  his  friends  in  a  distant  land ;  that  one 
day  his  mind  will  be  familiar  to  the  grandchildren  of 
those  who  are  yet  unborn.*  I  cannot  boast  of  the 
friendship  or  favour  of  princes  ;  the  patronage  of 
English  literature  has  long  since  been  devolved  on  our 
booksellers,  and  the  measure  of  their  liberality  is  the 
least  ambiguous  test  of  our  common  success.  Perhaps 
the  golden  mediocrity  of  my  fortune  has  contributed 
to  fortify  my  application. 

*  In  the  lirsi  of  ancient  or  modern  romances  (Tom  Jones) 
this  proud  sentiment,  this  feast  of  fancy,  is  enjoyed  by  the 
genius  of  Fielding  : — "  Come,  bright  love  of  fame,  &c.  till 
my  ravished  fancy  with  the  hopes  of  charming  ages  yet  to 
come.  Foretell  me  that  some  tender  maid,  whose  grand- 
mother is  yet  unborn,  hereafter,  when,  under  the  tictitious 
name  of  Sophia,  she  reads  llie  real  worth  which  once 
existed  in  my  Charlotte,  shall  from  her  sympathetic  breast 
send  forth  the  heaving  sigh.  Do  thou  teach  me  not  only  to 
foresee  but  to  enjoy,  nay  even  to  feed  on  future  praise. 
Comfort  me  by  the  solemn  assurance,  that  when  the  little 
parlour  in  which  I  sit  at  this  moment  shall  be  reduced  to  a 
worse-furnished  box,  I  shall  be  read  with  honour  by  those 
who  never  knew  nor  saw  me,  and  whom  I  shall  neither 
know  nor  aee."     Book  xiii.  chap.  1. 
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The  present  is  a  fleeting  moment ;  the  past  is  no 
more ;  and  our  prospect  of  futurity  is  dark  and 
doubtful.  Tliis  day  mdij possibly  be  my  last;  but  the 
laws  of  probfibility,  so  true  in  general,  so  fallacious  in 
particular,  still  allow  about  fifteen  years.*  I  shall 
soon  enter  into  the  period  which,  as  the  most  agree- 
able of  his  long  life,  was  selected  by  the  judgment 
and  experience  of  the  sage  Fontenelle.  His  choice  is 
approved  by  the  eloquent  historian  of  nature,  who 
fixes  our  moral  happiness  to  the  mature  season  in 
which  our  passions  are  supposed  to  be  calmed,  our 
duties  fulfilled,  our  ambition  satisfied,  our  fame  and 
fortune  established  on  a  solid  basis. f  In  private  con- 
versation that  great  and  amiable  man  added  the 
weight  of  his  own  experience ;  and  this  autumnal 
fehcity  might  be  exemplified  in  the  lives  of  Voltaire, 
Hume,  and  many  other  men  of  letters.  I  am  far 
more  inclined  to  embrace  than  to  dispute  this  com- 
fortable doctrine.  I  will  not  suppose  any  premature 
decay  of  the  mind  or  body  ;  but  I  must  reluctantly 
observe  that  two  causes,  the  abbreviation  of  time, 
and  the  failure  of  hope,  will  always  tinge  with  a 
browner  shade  the  evening  of  life.| 

*  Mr  Buffon,  from  our  disregard  of  the  possibility  of 
death  within  the  four-and-tvvcnty  hours,  concludes  that  a 
chance  which  falls  below  or  rises  above  ten  thousand  to 
one,  will  never  aifect  the  hopes  or  fears  of  a  reasonable 
man.  The  fact  is  true,  but  our  courage  is  the  effect  of 
thoughtlessness,  rather  than  of  reflection.  If  a  public 
lottery  were  drawn  for  the  choice  of  an  immediate  victim, 
and  if  our  name  were  inscribed  on  one  of  the  ten  thousand 
tickets,  should  we  be  perfectly  easy? 

+  See  Buffon. 

X  The  proportion  of  a  part  to  the  whole  is  the  only  stan- 
dard by  which  we  can  measure  the  length  of  our  existence. 
At  the  age  of  twenty,  one  year  is  a  tenth,  perhaps,  of  the 
time  which  has  elapsed  within  our  consciousness  and  me- 
mory :  at  the  age  of  Hfty  it  is  no  more  than  the  fortieth,  and 
this  relative  value  continues  to  decrease  till  the  last  sands 
are  shaken  by  the  hand  of  death.     This    reasoning  may 

y2 
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seem  metaphysical ;  but  on  a  trial  it  will  be  found  satisfac- 
tory and  just.  The  warm  desires,  the  long  expectations  of 
youth,  are  founded  on  the  ip^norance  of  themselves  and  of 
the  world:  they  are  gradually  damped  by  time  and  expe- 
rience, by  disappointment  and  possession ;  and  after  the 
middle  season,  the  crowd  must  be  content  to  remain  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  ;  while  the  few  who  have  climbed  the 
summit  aspire  to  descend  or  expect  to  fall.  In  old  age  the 
consolation  of  hope  is  reserved  for  the  tenderness  of  parents 
who  commence  a  new  life  in  their  children  ;  the  faith  of 
enthusiasts  who  sing  hallelujahs  above  the  clouus ;  ana 
the  vanity  of  authors  who  presume  the  immortality  of  their 
name  and  writings. 


SEQUEL 

TO   THE    LIFE    OF    GIBBON, 
BY  LORD  SHEFFIELD. 


Whkn  I  first  undertook  to  prepare  Mr  Gibbon's 
Memoirs  for  tiie  press,  I  supposed  that  it  would  be 
necessary  to  introduce  some  continuation  of  them 
from  the  time  when  they  cease,  namely,  soon  after 
his  return  to  Switzerland  in  the  year  1/88  ;  but  the 
examination  of  his  correspondence  with  me  suggested, 
that  the  best  continuation  would  be  the  publication 
of  his  letters  from  that  time  to  his  death.  I  shall 
thus  give  more  satisfaction,  by  employing  the  lan- 
guage of  Mr  Gibbon  instead  of  my  own ;  and  the 
public  will  see  him  in  a  new  and  admirable  light,  as  a 
writer  of  letters.  By  the  insertion  of  a  few  occa- 
sional sentences,  I  shall  obviate  the  disadvantages 
that  are  apt  to  arise  from  an  interrupted  narration. 
A  prejudiced  or  a  fastidious  critic  may  condemn, 
perhaps,  some  parts  of  the  letters  as  trivial ;  but 
many  readers,  I  flatter  myself,  will  be  gratified  by 
discovering  even  in  these  my  friend's  affectionate 
feelings,  and  his  character  in  human  life.  His  letters 
in  general  bear  a  strong  resemblance  to  the  style  and 
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turn  of  his  conversation,  the  characteristics  of  which 
were  vivacity,  elegance,  and  precision,  with  know- 
ledge astonishingly  extensive  and  correct.  He  never 
ceased  to  be  instructive  and  entertaining ;  and  in 
general  there  was  a  vein  of  pleasantry  in  his  conversa- 
tion, which  prevented  its  becoming  languid,  even 
during  a  residence  of  many  months  with  a  family  in 
the  country. 

Jt  has  been  supposed  that  he  always  arranged  what 
he  intended  to  say  before  he  spoke  ;  his  quickness  in 
conversation  contradicts  this  notion :  but  it  is  very 
true,  that  before  he  sat  down  to  write  a  note  or  letter, 
he  completely  arranged  in  his  mind  what  he  meant  to 
express.  He  pursued  the  same  method  in  respect  -to 
other  composition ;  and  he  occasionally  would  walk 
several  times  about  his  apartment  before  he  had 
rounded  a  period  to  his  taste.  He  has  pleasantly 
remarked  to  me,  that  it  sometimes  cost  him  many  a 
turn  before  he  could  throw  a  sentiment  into  a  form 
that  gratified  his  own  criticism.  His  systematic  habit 
of  arrangement  in  point  of  style,  assisted,  in  his  in- 
stance, by  an  excellent  memory  and  correct  judgment, 
is  much  to  be  recommended  to  those  who  aspire  to 
perfection  in  writing. 

Although  the  Memoirs  extend  beyond  the  time  of 
Mr  Gibbon's  return  to  Lausanne,  I  shall  insert  a  few 
letters  written  immediately  after  his  arrival  there, 
and  combine  them  so  far  as  to  include  even  the  last 
note  which  he  wrote  a  few  days  previously  to  his 
death.  Some  of  them  contain  few  incidents ;  but 
they  connect  and  carry  on  the  account  either  of  his 
opinions  or  of  his  employment. 


LETTERS 


EDWARD  GIBBON,  Esq. 

TO    THE 

RIGHT  HON.  LORD  SHEFFIELD. 


Lausanne,  July  30,  1788. 
Wednesday,  3  o'clock. 

I  HAVE  but  a  moment  to  say,  before  the  departure  of 
the  post,  that  after  a  very  pleasant  journey  I  arrived 
here  about  half  an  hour  ago ;  that  I  am  as  well 
arranged  as  if  I  had  never  stirred  from  this  place  ; 
and  that  dinner  on  the  table  is  just  announced 
Severy  I  dropt  at  his  country  house  about  two  leagues 
off.  I  just  saluted  the  family,  who  dine  with  me  the 
day  after  tomorrow,  and  return  to  town  for  some 
days,  I  hope  weeks,  on  my  account.  The  son  is  an 
amiable  and  grateful  youth ;  and  even  this  journey- 
has  taught  me  to  know  and  to  love  him  still  better. 
IMy  satisfaction  would  be  complete,  had  I  not  found 
a  sad  and  serious  alteration  in  poor  Deyverdun :  but 
thus  our  joys  are  chequered!  I  embrace  all;  and  at 
this  moment  feel  the  last  pang  of  our  parting  at 
Tunbridge.  Convey  this  letter  or  information,  with- 
out delay,  from  Sheffield  place  to  Bath.  In  a  few 
days  I  shall  write  more  amply  to  both  places. 

October  1,  1788. 
After  such  an  act  of  vigour  as  my  first  letter,  com- 
posed, finished,  and  dispatched,  within  half  an  hour 
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after  my  landing,  while  the  dinner  was  smoking  on 
the  table,  your  knowledge  of  the  animal  must  have 
taught  you  to  expect  a  proportionable  degree  of  re- 
laxation ;  and  you  will  be  satisfied  to  hear  that,  for 
many  Wednesdays  and  Saturdays,  I  have  consumed 
more  time  than  would  have  sufficed  for  the  epistle,  in 
devising  reasons  for  procrastinating  it  to  the  next 
post.  At  this  very  moment  I  begin  so  very  late,  as  I 
am  just  going  to  dress,  and  dine  in  the  country,  that 
I  can  take  only  the  benefit  of  the  date,  October  the 
first,  and  must  be  content  to  seal  and  send  my  letter 
next  Saturday. 

October  4th. 
Saturday  is  now  arrived,  and  I  much  doubt  whe- 
ther I  shall  have  time  to  finish.  I  rose,  as  usual, 
about  seven ;  but  as  I  knew  I  should  have  so  much 
time,  you  know  it  would  have  been  ridiculous  to 
begin  anything  before  breakfast.  When  I  returned 
from  my  breakfast-room  to  the  library,  unluckily  I 
found  on  the  table  some  new  and  interesting  books, 
which  instantly  caught  my  attention ;  and  without 
injuring  my  correspondent,  I  could  safely  bestow  a 
single  hour  to  gratify  my  curiosity.  Some  things 
which  I  found  in  them  insensibly  led  me  to  other 
books  and  other  inquiries  ;  the  morning  has  stolen 
away,  and  I  shall  be  soon  summoned  to  dress  and 
dine  with  the  two  Severys,  father  and  son,  who  are 
returned  from  the  country  on  a  disagreeable  errand, 
an  illness  of  madame,  from  which  she  is  however 
recovering.  Such  is  the  faithful  picture  of  m^y  mind 
and  manners ;  and  from  a  single  day  d'!sce  omnes. 
After  having  been  so  long  chained  to  the  oar,  in  a 
splendid  galley  indeed,  I  freely  and  fairly  enjoy  my 
liberty,  as  1  promised  in  my  preface ;  range  without 
control  over  the  wide  expanse  of  my  library ;  con- 
verse, as  my  fancy  prompts  me,  with  poets  and  his- 
torians, philosophers  and  orators,  of  every  age  and 
language ;  and  often  indulge  my  meditations  in  the 
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invention  and  arrangement  of  mighty  works,  which 
I  shall  probably  never  find  time  or  application  to 
execute.  My  garden,  berceau,  and  pavilion,  often 
varied  the  scene  of  my  studies  ;  the  beautiful  weather 
which  we  have  enjoyed  exhilirated  my  spirits  ;  and  I 
again  tasted  the  wisdom  and  happiness  of  my  re- 
tirement, till  that  happiness  was  interrupted  by  a  very 
serious  calamity,  which  took  from  me  for  above  a 
fortnight  all  thoughts  of  study,  of  amusement,  and 
even  of  correspondence.  I  mentioned  in  my  first 
letter  the  uneasiness  I  felt  at  poor  Deyverdun's  de- 
cHning  health,  how  much  the  pleasure  of  my  life 
was  embittered  by  the  sight  of  a  suffering  and  languid 
friend.  The  joy  of  our  meeting  appeared  at  first  to 
revive  him;  and,  though  not  satisfied,  I  began  to 
think,  at  least  to  hope,  that  he  was  every  day  gaining 
ground  ;  when,  alas  !  one  morning  I  was  suddenly 
recalled  from  my  berceau  to  the  house,  with  the 
dreadful  intelligence  of  an  apoplectic  stroke.  I 
found  him  senseless :  the  best  assistance  was  in- 
stantly collected ;  and  he  had  the  aid  of  the  genius 
and  experience  of  Mr  Tissot,  and  of  the  assiduous 
:are  of  another  physician,  who  for  some  time  scarcely 
quitted  his  bedside  either  night  or  day.  While  I  was 
in  monientary  dread  of  a  relapse,  with  a  confession 
from  his  physicians  that  such  a  relapse  must  be  fatal, 
you  will  feel  that  I  was  much  more  to  be  pitied  than 
my  friend.  At  length  art  or  nature  triumphed  over 
the  enemy  of  life.  I  was  soon  assm'ed  that  all  im- 
mediate danger  was  past  ,•  and  noAv  for  many  days  I 
have  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him  recover, 
though  by  slow  degrees,  his  health  and  strength,  his 
sleep  and  appetite.  He  now  walks  about  the  garden, 
and  receives  his  particular  friends,  but  has  not  yet 
gone  abroad.  His  future  health  will  depend  very 
much  upon  his  own  prudence  :  but,  at  all  events,  this 
has  been  a  very  serious  warning ;  and  the  slightest 
indisposition  will  hereafter  assume  a  very  formidable 
aspect.    But  let  us  turn  from  this  melancholy  subject. 
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The  Man  of  the  People  escaped  from  the  tumult, 
the  bloody  tumult,  of  the  Westminster  election,  to 
the  lakes  and  mountains  of  Switzerland,  and  I  was 
informed  that  he  Avas  arrived  at  the  Lyon  d'Or,  I 
sent  a  compliment ;  he  answered  it  in  person,  and  set- 
tled at  my  house  for  the  remainder  of  the  day.  I 
have  eat  and  drank,  and  conversed,  and  sat  up  all 
night,  with  Fox  in  England ;  but  it  never  has  hap- 
pened, perhaps  it  never  can  happen  again,  that  I 
should  enjoy  him  as  I  did  that  day,  alone,  from  ten 
in  the  morning  till  ten  at  night.  Poor  Deyverdun, 
before  his  accident,  wanted  spirits  to  appear,  and  has 
regretted  it  since.  Our  conversation  never  flagged  a 
moment ;  and  he  seemed  thoroughly  pleased  with  the 
place  and  with  his  company.  We  had  little  politics, 
though  he  gave  me,  in  a  few  words,  such  a  character 
of  Pitt  as  one  great  man  should  give  of  another,  his 
rival :  much  of  books,  from  my  own,  on  which  he 
flattered  me  very  pleasantly,  to  Homer  end  the 
Arabian  Nights  :  much  about  the  country,  my  garden, 
(which  he  understands  far  better  than  I  do ;)  and, 
upon  the  whole,  I  think  he  envies  me,  and  would  do 
so,  were  he  a  minister.  The  next  morning  I  gave 
him  a  guide  to  walk  him  about  the  toAvn  and  country, 
and  invited  some  company  to  meet  him  at  dinner. 
The  folloA\nng  day  he  continued  his  journey  to  Berne 
and  Zurich,  and  I  have  heard  of  him  by  various 
means.  The  people  gaze  on  him  as  a  prodigy,  but 
he  shews  little  inclination  to  converse  with  them.  *  * 
******»**«*»*  Our  friend 
Douglas*  has  been  curious,  attentive,  agreeable ;  and 
in  every  place  where  he  has  resided  some  days,  he 
has  left  acquaintance  who  esteem  and  regret  him  :  I 
never  knew  so  clear  and  general  an  impression. 

After  this  long  letter,  I  have  yet  many  things  to 
say,  though  none  of  any  pressing  consequence.  I 
hope  you  are  not  idle  in  the  deliverance  of  Beriton, 

*  Lord  Glenbervie. 
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tliougli  the  late  events  and  edicts  in  France  begin  to 
reconcile  me  to  tlie  possession  of  dirty  acres.  What 
think  you  of  Necker  and  the  states-general?  Are  not 
the  public  expectations  too  sanguine?  Adieu.  I  will 
write  soon  to  my  lady  separately,  though  I  have  not 
any  particular  subject  for  her  ear.     Ever  yours. 

Lausanne,  Nov.  29,  1788. 

As  I  have  no  correspondents  but  yourself,  I  should 
have  been  reduced  to  the  stale  and  stupid  communi- 
cations of  the  newspapers,  if  you  had  not  dispatched 
me  an  excellent  sketch  of  the  extraordinary  state  of 
things.  In  so  new  a  case  the  salus  populi  must  be 
the  first  law;  and  any  extraordinary  acts  of  the  two 
remaining  branches  of  the  legislature  must  be  ex- 
cused by  necessity,  and  ratified  by  general  consent. 
Till  things  are  settled  I  expect  a  regular  journal. 

From  kingdoms  I  descend  to  farms        *        *       *- 

*  *     *     *     Adieu. 

Lausanne,  Dec.  13,  1783. 

*  *  *  Of  public  affairs  I  can  only  hear  with  curi- 
osity and  wonder ;  careless  as  you  may  think  me,  I 
feel  myself  deeply  interested.  You  must  now  write 
often  ;  make  miss  Firth  copy  any  curious  fragments ; 
and  stir  up  any  of  my  well-informed  acquaintance, 
Batt,  Douglas,  Adam,  perhaps  lord  Loughborough, 
to  correspond  with  me  ;  I  will  answer  them. 

We  are  now  cold  and  gay  at  Lausanne.  The  Severys 
came  to  town  yesterday.  I  saw  a  good  deal  of  lords 
Malmsbury  and  Beauchamp,  and  their  ladies  ;  Ellis, 
of  the  Rolliad,  was  with  them ;  I  like  him  much  : 
J  gave  them  a  dinner. 

Adieu  for  the  present.     Deyverdun  is  not  worse. 

Lausanne,  April  25,  1789. 
Before  your  letter,  which* I  received  yesterday,  I 
was  in  the  anxious  situation  of  a  king  who  hourly 
expects  a  courier  from  his  general,  with  the  news  of 
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a  decisive  engagement.  I  had  abstained  from  writing, 
for  fear  of  dropping  a  word,  or  betraying  a  feeling, 
which  might  render  you  too  cautious  or  too  bold. 
On  the  famous  8th  of  April,  between  twelve  and  two, 
I  reflected  that  the  business  was  determined  ;  and 
each  succeeding  day  I  computed  the  speedy  approach 
of  your  messenger  with  favourable  or  melancholy 
tidings.  When  I  broke  the  seal,  I  expected  to  read, 
"  What  a  damned  unlucky  fellow  you  are  !  Nothing 
tolerable  was  offered,  and  I  indignantly  withdrew  the 
estate."  1  did  remember  the  fate  of  poor  Lenborough, 
and  I  was  afraid  of  your  magnanimity,  &c.  It  is 
whimsical  enough,  but  it  is  human  nature,  that  I  now 
begin  to  think  of  the  deep-rooted  foundations  of  land, 
and  the  airy  fabric  of  the  funds.  I  not  only  consent, 
but  even  Avish,  to  have  eight  or  ten  thousand  pounds 
on  a  good  mortgage.  The  pipe  of  wine  you  sent  to 
me  was  seized,  and  would  have  been  confiscated,  if 
the  government  of  Berne  had  not  treated  me  with  the 
most  flattering  and  distinguished  civility  :  they  not 
only  released  the  wine,  but  they  paid  out  of  their 
own  pocket  the  shares  to  which  the  bailiff  and  the 
informer  were  entitled  by  law.  I  should  not  forget 
that  the  bailiff  refused  to  accept  of  his  part.  Poor 
Deyverdun's  constitution  is  quite  broken;  he  has 
had  two  or  three  attacks,  not  so  violent  as  the  first  : 
every  time  the  door  is  hastily  opened,  I  expect  to 
hear  of  some  fatal  accident :  the  best  or  worst  hopes 
of  the  physicians  are  only  tkat  he  may  linger  some 
time  longer  ;  but  if  he  lives  till  the  summer,  they 
propose  sending  him  to  some  mineral  waters  at  Aix 
in  Savoy.  You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  now 
assured  of  possessing,  during  my  life,  this  delightful 
house  and  garden.  The  act  has  been  lately  executed 
in  the  best  form  and  the  handsomest  manner.  I 
know  not  what  to  say  of  your  miracles  at  home ;  we 
rejoice  in  the  king's  recovery  and  its  ministerial  con- 
sequences ;  and  I  cannot  be  insensible  to  the  hop^, 
at  least  the  chance,  of  seeing  in  this  country  a  first 
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lord  of  trade,  or  secretary  at  war.  In  your  answer, 
which  I  shall  impatiently  expect,  you  will  give  me  a 
full  and  true  account  of  your  designs,  which  by  this 
time  must  have  dropt,  or  be  determined  at  least,  for 
the  present  year.  If  you  come,  it  is  high  time  that 
we  should  look  out  for  a  house — a  task  much  less 
easy  than  you  may  possibly  imagine.  Among  new 
books,  I  recommend  to  you  the  count  de  Mirabeau's 
great  work,  *  Sur  la  Monarchic  Prussienne  ;'  it  is  in 
your  own  way,  and  gives  a  very  just  and  complete 
idea  of  that  wonderful  machine.  His  '  Correspon- 
dence Secrete'  is  diabolically  good.  Adieu.  Ever 
yours. 

Lausanne,  June  13,  1789. 
You  are  in  truth  a  wise,  active,  indefatigable,  and 
inestimable  friend  :  and  as  our  virtues  are  often  con- 
nected with  our  failings,  if  you  were  more  tame  and 
placid,  you  would  be  perhaps  of  less  use  and  value. 
A  very  important  and  difficult  transaction  seems  to 
be  nearly  terminated  with  success  and  mutual  satis- 
faction :  we  seem  to  run  before  the  wind  with  a  pros- 
perous gale,  and,  unless  we  should  strike  on  some 
secret  rocks  which  I  do  not  foresee,  shall,  on  or  before 
the  31st  July,  enter  the  harbour  of  Content ;  though 
I  cannot  pursue  the  metaphor  by  adding  we  shall 
land,  since  our  operation  is  of  a  very  opposite 
tendency.  I  could  not  easily  forgive  myself  for  shut- 
ting you  up  in  a  dark  room  with  parchments  and  at- 
tornies,  did  I  not  reflect  that  this  probably  is  the  last 
material  trouble  that  you  will  ever  have  on  my  ac- 
count ;  and  that  after  the  labours  and  delays  of  twenty 
years,  I  shall  at  last  attain  what  1  have  always  sighed 
for,  a  clear  and  competent  income,  above  my  wants, 
and  equal  to  my  wishes.  In  this  contemplation  you 
will  be  sufficiently  rewarded.  I  hope  *****  will  be 
content  with  our  title-deeds,  for  I  cannot  furnish  an- 
other shred  of  parchment.  IMrs  Gibbon's  jointure  is 
secured  on  the  Beriton  estate,  and  her  legal  consent 
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is  requisite  for  the  sale.  Again  and  again  I  must  re- 
peat my  hope  that  she  is  perfectly  satisfied,  and  that 
the  close  of  her  life  may  not  be  embittered  by  sus- 
picion, or  fear,  or  discontent.  What  new  security 
does  she  prefer, — the  funds,  the  mortgage,  or  your 
land  ?  At  all  events  she  must  be  made  easy.  I 
wrote  to  her  again  some  time  ago,  and  begged  tliat, 
if  she  were  too  weak  to  write,  she  would  desire  Mrs 
Gould  or  Mrs  Holroyd  to  give  me  an  account  con- 
cerning her  state  of  health.  To  this  no  answer :  I  am 
afraid  she  is  displeased. 

Now  for  the  disposal  of  the  money :  I  approve  of 
the  8000/.  mortgage  on  Beriton  ;  and  honour  your 
prudence  in  not  shewing,  by  the  comparison  of  the 
rent  and  interest,  how  foolish  it  is  to  purchase  land. 

There  is  a  chance  of  my  drawing  a  considerable  sura 
into  this  country,  for  an  arrangement  which  you 
yourself  must  approve,  but  which  I  have  not  time  to 
explam  at  present.  For  the  sake  of  dispatching,  by 
this  evening's  post,  an  answer  to  your  letter  which 
arrived  this  morning,  I  confine  myself  to  the  needful ; 
but  in  the  course  of  a  few  days  I  will  send  a  more 
familiar  epistle.     Adieu.     Ever  yours. 

Lausanne,  July  14,  1789. 
Poor  Deyverdun  is  no  more:  he  expired  Saturday 
the  4th  instant ;  and  in  his  unfortunate  situation, 
death  could  only  be  viewed  by  himself,  and  by  his 
friends,  in  the  light  of  "  a  consummation  devoutly  to 
be  wished."  Since  September  he  has  had  a  dozen  apo- 
plectic strokes,  more  or  less  violent :  in  the  intervals 
between  them  his  strength  gradually  decayed  ;  every 
principle  of  life  was  exhausted  ;  and  had  he  continued 
to  drag  a  miserable  existence,  he  must  probably  have 
survived  the  loss  of  his  faculties.  Of  all  misfortunes 
this  was  what  he  himself  most  apprehended  :  but  his 
reason  was  clear  and  calm  to  the  last ;  he  beheld  his 
approaching  dissolution  with  the  fh-mness  of  a  philo- 
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sopher.  I  fancied  that  time  and  reflection  had  pre- 
pared me  for  the  event :  but  the  habits  of  three-and- 
thirty  years'  friendship  are  not  so  easily  broken.  The 
first  days,  and  more  especially  the  first  nights,  were 
indeed  painful.  Last  Wednesday  and  Saturday  it 
would  not  have  been  in  my  power  to  \vrite.  I  must 
now  recollect  myself,  since  it  is  necessary  for  me  not 
only  to  impart  the  news,  but  to  ask  your  opinion  in  a 
very  serious  and  doubtful  question,  v/hich  must  be 
decided  without  loss  of  time.  I  shall  state  the  facts; 
but  as  I  am  on  the  spot,  and  as  new  lights  may  occur, 
I  do  not  promise  implicit  obedience. 

Had  my  poor  friend  died  without  a  will,  a  female 
first  cousin,  settled  somewhere  in  the  north  of  Ger- 
many, and  whom  I  believe  he  had  never  seen,  would 
have  been  his  heir  at  law.  In  the  next  degree  he 
had  several  cousins ;  and  one  of  these,  an  old  com- 
panion, by  name  Mr  de  Montagny,  he  has  chosen  for 
his  heir.  As  this  house  and  garden  was  the  best 
and  clearest  part  of  poor  Deyverdun's  fortune  ;  as 
there  is  a  heavy  duty  or  fine  (what  they  call  lods)  on 
every  change  of  property  out  of  the  legal  descent ;  as 
Montagny  has  a  small  estate  and  a  large  family, — it 
was  necessary  to  make  some  provision  in  his  favour. 
The  will  therefore  leaves  me  the  option  of  enjoying 
this  place  during  my  life,  on  paying  the  sum  of  250/. 
(I  reckon  in  English  money)  at  present,  and  an 
aimual  rent  of  30/ ;  or  else  of  purchasing  the  house 
and  garden  for  a  sum  which,  including  the  duty,  will 
amount  to  2500/.  If  I  value  the  rent  of  30/.  at  twelve 
years  purchase,  I  may  acquire  my  enjoyment  for  life 
at  about  the  rate  of  600/. ;  and  the  remaining  1 900/. 
will  be  the  difference  between  that  tenure  and  abso- 
lute perpetual  property.  As  you  have  never  accused 
me  of  too  much  zeal  for  the  interest  of  posterity,  you 
will  easily  guess  which  scale  at  first  preponderated. 
I  deeply  felt  the  advantage  of  acquiring,  for  the 
smaller  sum,  every  possible  enjoyment,  as  long  as  I 
myself  should  be  capable  of  enjoying;  I  rejected  with 

2  2 
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scorn  the  idea  of  giving  1900/.  f(jr  ideal  postliumous 
property;  and  I  deemed  it  of  little  moment  whose 
name,  after  my  death,  should  be  inscribed  on  my 
house  and  garden  at  Lausanne.  How  often  did  I  re- 
peat to  myself  the  philosophical  lines  of  Pope,  which 
seem  to  determine  the  question  : 

Pray  Heaven,  cries  Swift,  it  last  as  you  go  on ; 
I  wish  to  God  this  house  had  been  your  own. 
Pity  to  build  without  or  son  or  wife : 
Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  onli/  all  your  life. 
Well,  if  the  use  be  mine,  does  it  concern  one, 
Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon  .' 

In  this  state  of  self-satisfaction  I  was  not  much  dis- 
turbed by  all  my  real  or  nominal  friends,  who  exhort 
me  to  prefer  the  right  of  purchase  :  among  such 
friends,  some  are  careless  and  some  are  ignorant; 
and  the  judgment  of  those  who  are  able  and  willing 
to  form  an  opinion  is  often  biassed  by  some  selfish  or 
social  affection,  by  some  visible  or  invisible  interest. 
But  my  own  reflections  have  gradually  and  forcibly 
driven  me  from  my  first  propensity ;  and  these  reflec- 
tions I  will  now  proceed  to  enumerate. 

1.  I  can  make  this  purchase  with  ease  and  pru- 
dence. As  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  not  hearing 
from  you  very  lately,  I  flatter  myself  that  you  ad- 
vance on  a  carpet  road,  and  that  almost  by  the  re- 
ceipt of  this  letter  (July  31st)  the  acres  of  Beriton 
will  be  transmuted  into  sixteen  thousand  pounds  :  if 
the  payment  be  not  absolutely  completed  by  that  day, 
******  will  not  scruple,  I  suppose,  depositing  the 
2600/.  at  Gosling's,  to  meet  my  draught.  Should  he 
hesitate,  I  can  desire  Barrel  to  sell  quantum  sujficit  of 
my  short  annuities.  As  soon  as  the  new  settlement 
of  my  affairs  is  made,  I  shall  be  able,  after  deducting 
this  sum,  to  square  my  expense  to  my  income,  &c. 

2.  On  mature  consideration,  I  am  perhaps  less 
selfish  and  less  philosophical  than  I  appear  at  first 
sight :    indeed,  were  I  not  so,  it  would  now  be  in  my 
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power  to  turn  my  fortune  into  life-annuities,  and  let 
the  Devil  take  the  hhidmbst.  I  feel,  (perhaps  it  is 
foolish,)  but  I  feel  that  this  little  paradise  will  please 
me  still  more  when  it  is  absolutely  my  own ;  and 
that  I  shall  be  encouraged  in  every  improvement  of 
use  or  beauty,  by  the  prospect  that  after  my  depart- 
ure it  will  be  enjoyed  by  some  person  of  my  own 
choice.  I  sometimes  reflect  with  pleasure  that  my 
writings  will  survive  me ;  and  that  idea  is  at  least  as 
vain  and  chimerical. 

3.  The  heir,  Mr  de  IMontagny,  is  an  old  acquaint- 
ance. My  situation  of  a  life-holder  is  rather  new 
and  singular  in  this  country  :  the  laws  have  not  pro- 
vided for  many  nice  cases  which  may  arise  between 
the  landlord  and  tenant :  some  I  can  foresee,  others 
have  been  suggested,  many  more  I  might  feel  when 
too  late.  His  right  of  property  might  plague  and 
confine  me :  he  might  forbid  my  lending  to  a  friend, 
inspect  my  conduct,  check  my  improvements,  call  for 
securities,  repairs,  &c.  But  if  I  purchase,  I  walk  on 
my  own  terrace,  fierce  and  erect,  the  free  master  of 
one  of  the  most  delicious  spots  on  the  globe. 

Should  1  ever  migrate  homewards, — (you  stare ;  but 
such  an  event  is  less  improbable  than  I  could  have 
thought  it  two  years  ago,) — this  place  would  be  dis- 
puted by  strangers  and  natives. 

Weigh  these  reasons,  and  send  me  without  delay  a 
rational  explicit  opinion,  to  which  I  shall  pay  such 
regard  as  the  nature  of  circumstances  will  allow. 
But,  alas  !  when  all  is  detennined,  I  shall  possess 
this  house,  by  whatsoever  tenure,  without  friendship 
or  domestic  society.  I  did  not  imagine  six  years  ago, 
that  a  plan  of  life  so  congenial  to  my  wishes  would 
so  speedily  vanish.  I  cannot  write  upon  any  other 
subject.     Adieu,  your's  ever. 

Lausanne,  August  1789. 
After  receiving  and  dispatching  the  power  of  at- 
torney last  Wednesday,  I  opened  with  some  palpita- 
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tion  the  unexpected  missive  which  arrived  this 
morning.  The  perusal  ^f  the  contents  spoiled  my 
breakfast.  They  are  disagteeble  in  themselves,  alarm- 
ing in  their  consequences,  and  peculiarly  unpleasant 
at  the  present  moment,  when  I  hoped  to  have  formed 
and  secured  the  arrangements  of  my  future  life.  I 
do  not  perfectly  understand  what  are  these  deeds 
which  are  so  inflexibly  required  ;  the  wills  and  mar- 
riage-settlements I  have  sufficiently  answered.  But 
your  arguments  do  not  convince  ****,  and  I  have 
very  little  hope  from  the  Lenborough  search.  What 
will  be  the  event  ?  If  his  objections  are  only  the 
result  of  legal  scrupulosity,  surely  they  might  be  re- 
moved, and  every  chink  might  be  filled,  by  a  general 
bond  of  indemnity,  in  which  I  boldly  ask  you  to  join, 
as  it  will  be  a  substantial  important  act  of  friendship, 
without  any  possible  risk  to  yourself  or  your  suc- 
cessors. Should  he  still  remain  obdurate,  I  must 
believe  what  I  already  suspect,  that  *  *  *  *  repents  of 
his  purchase,  and  wishes  to  elude  the  conclusion. 
Our  case  would  be  then  hopeless,  ib'i  omnis  effusus 
lahor;  and  the  estate  would  be  returned  on  our  hands 
with  the  taint  of  a  bad  title.  The  refusal  of  mort- 
gage does  not  please  me  ;  but  surely  our  oiFer  shews 
some  confidence  in  the  goodness  of  my  title.  If  he 
will  not  take  eight  thousand  pounds  at  four  per  cent. 
we  must  look  out  elsewhere ;  new  doubts  and  delays 
will  arise,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  you  will  not  place 
an  implicit  confidence  in  any  attorney.  I  know  not 
as  yet  your  opinion  about  my  Lausanne  purchase. 
If  you  are  against  it,  the  present  position  of  aflfairs 
gives  you  great  advantage,  &.c.  &c.  The  Severys  are 
aU  well;  an  uncommon  circumstance  for  the  four 
persons  of  the  family  at  once.  They  are  now  at 
I\Iex,  a  country-house  six  miles  from  hence,  which  I 
visit  tomorrow  for  two  or  three  days.  They  often 
come  to  toA\Ti,  and  we  shall  contrive  to  pass  a  part  of 
the  autumn  togetlier  at  RoUe.  I  want  to  change  the 
scene  j  and  beautiful  as  the  garden  and  prospect  must 
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appear  to  every  eye,  I  feel  that  the  state  of  my  own 
mind  casts  a  gloom  over  them ;  every  spot,  every 
walk,  every  hench,  recals  the  memory  of  those  hours, 
of  those  conversations,  which  will  return  no  more. 
But  J  tear  myself  from  the  subject.  I  could  not  help 
writing  to-day,  though  I  do  not  find  I  have  said  any- 
thing very  material.  As  you  must  be  conscious  that 
you  have  agitated  me,  you  will  not  postpone  any 
agreeable  or  decisive  intelligence.  I  almost  hesitate 
whether  I  shall  run  over  to  England,  to  consult  you 
on  the  spot,  and  to  fly  from  poor  Deyverdun's  shade, 
which  meets  me  at  every  turn.  I  did  not  expect  to 
have  felt  his  loss  so  sharply.  But  six  hundred  miles  ! 
Wliy  are  we  so  far  off  ? 

Once  more,  what  is  the  difficulty  of  the  title? 
Will  men  of  sense,  in  a  sensible  country,  never  get 
rid  of  the  tyranny  of  lawyers — more  oppressive  and 
ridiculous  than  even  the  old  yoke  of  the  clergy  ?  Is 
not  a  term  of  seventy  or  eighty  years,  nearly  twenty 
in  my  own  person,  sufficient  to  prove  our  legal  pos- 
session ?  Will  not  the  records  of  fines  and  recoveries 
attest  that  /  am  free  from  any  bar  of  entails  and 
settlements  ?  Consult  some  sage  of  the  law  whether 
their  present  demand  be  necessary  and  legal.  If  your 
ground  be  firm,  force  them  to  execute  the  agreement 
or  forfeit  the  deposit.  But  if,  as  I  much  fear,  they 
have  a  right  and  a  wish  to  elude  the  consummation, 
would  it  not  be  better  to  release  them  at  once,  than 
to  be  himg  up  for  five  years,  as  in  the  case  of  Love- 
grove,  which  cost  me  in  the  end  four  or  five  thousand 
pounds?  You  are  bold,  you  are  wise;  consult,  re- 
solve, act.  In  my  penultimate  letter  I  dropped  a 
strange  hint,  that  a  migration  homeward  was  not  im- 
possible. I  know  not  what  to  say ;  my  mind  is  all 
afloat ;  yet  you  will  not  reproach  me  with  caprice  or 
hiconstancy.  How  many  years  did  you  damn  my 
scheme  of  retiring  to  Lausanne?  I  executed  that 
plan ;  I  found  as  much  happiness  as  is  compatible 
with  human  nature ;  and  during  four  years  ( 1 783 — 
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J7^^7)  I  never  breathed  a  sigh  of  repentance.  On 
my  return  from  England  the  scene  was  changed :  I 
found  only  a  faint  semblance  of  Deyverdun,  and  that 
semblance  was  each  day  fading  from  my  sight.  I 
have  passed  an  anxious  year ;  but  my  anxiety  is  now 
at  an  end,  and  the  prospect  before  me  is  a  melan- 
choly solitude.  I  am  still  deeply  rooted  in  this 
country ;  the  possession  of  this  paradise,  the  friend- 
ship of  the  Severys,  a  mode  of  society  suited  to  my 
taste,  and  the  enormous  trouble  and  twpense  of  a  mi- 
gration. Yet  in  England  (when  the  present  clouds 
are  dispelled)  I  could  form  a  very  comfortable  estab- 
lishment in  London,  or  rather  at  Bath ;  and  I  have  a 
very  noble  country-seat  at  about  ten  miles  from  East 
Grinstead  in  Sussex.*  That  spot  is  dearer  to  me 
than  the  rest  of  the  three  kingdoms ;  and  I  have 
sometimes  wondered  how  two  men,  so  opposite  in 
their  tempers  and  pursuits,  should  have  imbibed  so 
long  and  lively  a  propensity  for  each  other.  Sir 
Stanier  Porten  is  just  dead.  He  has  left  his  widow 
with  a  moderate  pension,  and  two  children,  my  near- 
est relations  ;  the  eldest,  Charlotte,  is  about  Louisa's 
age,  and  also  a  most  amiable  sensible  young  creature. 
I  have  conceived  a  romantic  idea  of  educating  and 
adopting  her ;  as  we  descend  into  the  vale  of  years, 
our  infirmities  require  some  domestic  female  society : 
Charlotte  w^ould  be  the  comfort  of  my  age,  and  I 
could  reward  her  care  and  tenderness  with  a  decent 
fortune.  A  thousand  difficulties  oppose  the  execution 
of  the  plan,  which  I  have  never  opened  but  to  you  ; 
yet  it  would  be  less  impracticable  in  England  than  in 
Switzerland.  Adieu.  I  am  wounded ;  pour  some 
oil  into  my  wounds  :  yet  I  am  less  unhappy  since  I 
have  thrown  my  mind  upon  paper. 

Are  you  not  amazed  at  the  French  revolution  ? 
They  have  the  power,  will  they  have  the  moderation, 
to  establish  a  good  constitution  ?     Adieu,  ever  yours. 

*  Alliidinff  to  Sheffiel(l-])1ace, 
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Lausanne,  Sept.  9,  1789. 
Within  an  hour  after  the  reception  of  your  last,  I 
drew  my  pen  for  the  purpose  of  a  re})ly,  and  my  ex- 
ordium ran  in  the  following  words  :  "I  find  by  expe- 
rience, that  it  is  much  more  rational,  as  well  as  easy, 
to  answer  a  letter  of  real  business  by  the  return  of 
the  post."  This  important  truth  is  again  verified  by 
my  owTi  example.  After  writing  three  pages,  I  was 
called  away  by  a  very  rational  motive,  and  the  post 
departed  before  1  could  return  to  the  conclusion.  A 
second  delay  was  coloured  by  some  decent  pretence, 
lliree  weeks  have  slipped  away,  and  I  now  force  my- 
self on  a  task  which  I  should  have  dispatched  with- 
out an  effort  on  the  first  summons.  JMy  only  excuse 
is,  that  I  had  little  to  write  about  English  business, 
and  that  I  could  write  nothing  definitive  about  my 
Sv/iss  aflfairs.    And  first,  as  Aristotle  says,  of  the  first. 

1.  I  was  indeed  in  low  spirits  when  I  sent  what 
you  so  jiistly  style  my  dismal  letter ;  but  I  do  assure 
you  that  my  own  feelings  contributed  much  more  to 
sink  me  than  any  events  or  terrors  relative  to  the  sale 
of  Beriton.  But  I  again  hope  and  trust,  from  your 
consolatory  epistle,  that,  &c.  &c. 

2.  My  Swiss  transaction  has  suffered  a  great  alter- 
ation. I  shall  not  become  the  proprietor  of  my  house 
and  garden  at  Lausanne,  and  I  relinquish  the  phan- 
tom with  more  regret  than  you  could  easily  imagine. 
But  I  have  been  deteraiined  by  a  difficulty,  which  at 
first  appeared  of  little  moment,  but  which  has  gradu- 
ally swelled  to  an  alarming  magnitude.  There  is  a 
law  in  tliis  country,  as  well  as  in  some  provinces  of 
France,  which  is  styled  le  droit  de  ret  rait,  le  retrait 
lignager,  (lord  Loughborough  must  have  heard  of 
it,)  by  which  the  relations  of  the  deceased  are  entitled 
to  redeem  a  house  or  estate  at  the  price  for  which  it 
has  been  sold  ;  and  as  the  sum  fixed  by  poor  Deyver- 
dun  is  much  below  its  known  value,  a  crowd  of  com- 
'^ietitors  are  beginning  to  start.     The  best  opinions 

(for  they  are  divided)  are  in  my  favour,  that  1  am 
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not  subject  to  le  droit  de  retrnit,  since  I  take  not  as  s 
purchaser,  but  as  a  legatee.  But  the  words  of  the 
will  are  somewhat  ambiguous,  the  event  of  law  is 
always  uncertain,  the  administration  of  justice  at 
Berne  (the  last  appeal)  depends  too  much  on  favour 
and  intrigue  ;  and  it  is  very  doubtful  whether  I  could 
revert  to  the  life-holding,  after  having  chosen  and 
lost  the  property.  These  considerations  engaged  me 
to  open  a  negociation  with  Mr  de  Montagny,  through 
the  medium  of  my  friend  the  judge  ;  and  as  he  most 
ardently  wishes  to  keep  the  house,  he  consented, 
though  with  some  reluctance,  to  my  proposals.  Yes- 
terday he  signed  a  covenant  in  the  most  regular  and 
binding  form,  by  which  he  allows  my  power  of  trans- 
ferring my  interest,  interprets  in  the  most  ample 
sense  my  right  of  making  alterations,  and  expressly 
renounces  all  claim,  as  landlord,  of  visiting  or  inspect- 
ing the  premises.  I  have  promised  to  lend  him 
twelve  thousand  livres,  (between  seven  and  eight 
hundred  pounds,)  secured  on  the  house  and  land. 
The  mortgage  is  four  times  its  value  ;  the  interest  of 
four  pounds  per  cent,  will  be  annually  discharged  by 
the  rent  of  thirty  guineas.  So  that  I  am  now  tran- 
quil on  that  score  for  the  remainder  of  my  days.  I 
hope  that  time  will  gradually  reconcile  me  to  the 
place  which  I  have  inhabited  with  my  poor  friend ; 
for  in  spite  of  the  cream  of  London,  I  am  still  per- 
suaded that  no  other  place  is  so  well  adapted  to  my 
taste  and  habits  of  studious  and  social  life. 

Far  from  delighting  in  the  whirl  of  a  metropolis, 
my   only   complaint   against   Lausanne   is   the  g.   ;  *■ 
number  of  strangers,  always  of  English,  and  nov' 
French,  by  whom  we  are  infested  in  summer, 
we  have  escaped  the    superlatively   great  ones,  the 
count  d'Artois,  the  Polignacs,  &c.  who  slip  by  us  to 
Turin.    What  a  scene  is  France  !    While  the  assembly 
is  voting  abstract  propositions,  Paris  is  an  independ 
republic ;    the  provinces  have  neither  authority  i 
freedom ;  and  poor  Necker  declares  that  credit  is  n 
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nore,  and  that  the  people  refuse  to  pay  taxes.  Yet 
:  think  you  must  be  seduced  by  the  abolition  of  tithes. 
If  Eden  goes  to  Paris,  you  may  have  some  curious 
information.  Give  me  some  account  of  Mr  and  Mrs 
Douglas.  Do  they  hve  with  lord  North?  I  hope 
they  do.  When  vvdll  parliament  be  dissolved  ?  Are 
you  still  Coventry-mad  ?  1  embrace  my  lady,  the 
sprightly  JMaria,  and  the  smihng  Louisa.*  Alas ! 
alas  !  you  will  never  come  to  Switzerland.  Adieu, 
ever  vours. 

Lausanne,  Sept.  25tli,   1789. 

"  Alas  !  what  perils  do  environ 

"  The  man  who  meddles  with  cold  iron." 

Alas  !  what  delays  and  difficulties   do  attend   the 

man  who  meddles  with  legal  and  landed  business  ! 

Yet,  if  it  be  only  to  disappoint  your  expectation,  I  am 

not  so  very  nervous  at  this  new  provoking  obstacle. 

I  had  totally  forgotten  the  deed  in  question,  which 

was  contrived  in  the  last  year  of  my  father's  life,  to 

tie  his  hands  and  regulate  the  disorder  of  his  affairs  ; 

and  which  m.ight   have  been  so  easily  cancelled  by 

sir  Stanier,  who  had  not  the  smallest  interest  in  it, 

either  for  himself  or  his  family.     The  amicable  suit, 

which  is  now  become  necessary,  must,  1  think,  be 

short  and  unambiguous ;  yet  I  cannot  help  dreading 

the  crotchets  that  lurk  under  the  chancellor's  great 

wig  ;  and  at  all  events  I  foresee  some  additional  delay 

and  expense.     The  golden  pill  of  the  two  thousand 

eight  hundred  pounds  has  soothed  my  discontent  ; 

id  if  it  be  safely  lodged  with  the  Goslings,  I  agree 

,th  you  in  considering  it  as  an  unequivocal  pledge 

:^.  J'  a  fair  and  willing  purchaser.     It  is  indeed  chiefly 

^m  that  hght  I  now  rejoice  in  so  large  a  deposit,  which 

*  Maria  Josepha  Holroyd,  eldest  daughter  of  lord  Shef- 
field, married  sir  John  Thomas  Stanley,  of  Alderley,  in 
Cheshire,  baronet;  and  Louisa  Dorothea  Holroyd  married 
rieutenant-jO^eneral  William  Henry  Clinton,  eldest  son  of 
"general  sir  Henry  Clinton,  K.B. 

A  A 
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is  no  longer  necessary  in  its  full  extent.     You  are 
apprised  by  my  last  letter  that  I  have  reduced  myself 
to  the  life-enjo}Tiient  of  the  house  and  garden ;  and, 
in  spite  of  my  feehngs,  I  am  every  day  more  convinced 
that  I  have  chosen  the  safer  side.     I  beheve  my  cause 
to  have  been  good,  but  it  was  doubtful.     Law  in  this 
country  is  not  so  expensive  as  in  England,  but  it  is 
more  troublesome ;  I  must  have  gone  to  Berne,  have 
sohcited  my  judges  in  person — a  vile  custom  !     The 
event  was  uncertain  ;  and  during  at  least  two  years  I 
should  have  been  in  a  state  of  suspense  and  anxiety, 
till  the  conclusion  of  which  it  would  have  been  mad- 
ness to  have  attempted  any  alteration  or  improvement. 
According  to  my  present  arrangement,  T  shall  want 
no  more  than  eleven  hundred  pounds  of  the  two  thou- 
sand ;  and  I  suppose  you  will  direct  Goshng  to  lay  out 
the  remainder  in  India  bonds,  that  it  may  not   lie 
quite  dead  while  I  am  accountable  to  *   *  *  *  for 
the  interest.     The  elderly  lady  in  a  male  habit,  who 
informed  me  that  Yorkshire  is  a  register  county,  is  a 
certain  judge,    one   sir   William   Blackstone,   whose 
name  you  possibly  may  have  heard.     After  stating 
the  danger  of  purchasers  and  creditors  with  regard 
to  the  title  of  estates  on  which  they  lay  out  or  lend 
their    money,     he   thus   continues  : — "  In    Scotland 
every   act    and  event  regarding  the  transmission  of 
property  is  regularly  entered  on  record  ;  and  some  of 
our  own   provincial   divisions,    particularly   the   ex- 
tended country  of  York,  and  the  populous  county  of 
Middlesex,  have  prevailed  with  the  legislature  to  erect 
such  registers  in  their  respective  districts."     (Black- 
stone's  Commentaries,  vol.  ii.  p.  343,  edition  of  1/74, 
in  quarto.)     If  I  am  mistaken,  it  is  in  pretty  good 
company;  but  I  suspect  that  we  are  all  right,  and 
that  the  register  is  confined  to  one  or  two  ridings. 
As  we  have,  alas !  two  or  three  months  before  us,"  I 
should  hope  that  your  prudent  sagacity  will  discover 
some  sound  land,  in  case  you  should  not  have  time 
to  arrange  another  mortgage.     I  now  write  in  a  hurry. 
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as  I  am  just  setting  out  for  Rolle,  where  I  shall  be 
settled  with  cook  and  servants  in  a  pleasant  apart- 
ment till  the  middle  of  November.  The  Severys 
have  a  house  there,  where  they  pass  the  autumn.  I 
am  not  sorry  to  vary  the  scene  for  a  few  weeks,  and 
I  wish  to  be  absent  while  some  alterations  are  making 
in  my  house  at  Lausanne.  I  wish  the  change  of  air 
may  be  of  service  to  Severy  the  father,  but  we  do  not 
at  all  like  his  present  state  of  health.  How  com- 
pletely, alas,  hov/  completely,  could  I  now  lodge 
you!  But  your  firm  resolve  of  making  me  a  visit 
seems  to  have  vanished  like  a  dream.  Next  summer 
you  will  not  find  five  hundred  pounds  for  a  rational 
friendly  expedition  ;  and  should  parliament  be  dis- 
solved, you  will  perhaps  find  five  thousand  for  . 

I  cannot  think  of  it  with  patience.  Pray  take  serious 
strenuous  measures  for  sending  me  a  pipe  of  excellent 
Madeira  in  cask,  with  some  dozens  of  Malmsey  Ma- 
deira. It  should  be  consigned  to  Messrs  Romberg, 
voituriers,  at  Ostend  ;  and  I  must  have  timely  notice 
of  its  march.  We  have  so  much  to  say  about  France, 
that  I  suppose  we  shall  never  say  anything.  That 
country  is  now  in  a  state  of  dissolution.     Adieu. 

Lausanne,  December  15th,  1789. 
Yo  u  have  often  reason  to  accuse  my  strange  silence 
and  neglect  in  the  most  important  of  my  own  aflfairs ; 
for  I  will  presume  to  assert  that  in  a  business  of 
yours,  of  equal  consequence,  you  should  not  find  me 
cold  or  careless.  But  on  the  present  occasion  my 
silence  is  perhaps  the  highest  compliment  1  ever 
paid  you.  You  remember  the  answer  of  Philip  of 
Macedon :  "  Philip  may  sleep,  while  he  knows  that 
Pannenio  is  awake."  I  expected,  and,  to  say  the 
truth,  I  wished,  that  my  Parmenio  would  have  de- 
cided and  acted  without  expecting  my  dilatory 
answer  ;  and  in  his  decision  I  should  have  acquiesced 
with  imphcit  confidence.  But  since  you  wiU  have  my 
opinion,    let   us   consider  the   present   state   of  my 
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affairs.  In  the  course  of  my  life  I  have  often  known, 
and  sometimes  felt,  the  difficulty  of  getting  money; 
but  I  now  find  myself  involved  in  a  more  singular 
distress — the  difficulty  of  placing  it ;  and  if  it  con- 
tinues much  longer,  1  shall  almost  wish  for  my  land 
again. 

I  perfectly  agree  with  you,  that  it  is  bad  manage- 
ment to  purchase  in  the  funds  when  they  do  not  yield 
four  pounds  per  cent.  ****** 
**»         **#»*»# 

Some  of  this  money  I  can  place  safely  by  means  oi 
my  banker  here  ;  and  I  shall  possess,  what  I  have 
always  desired,  a  command  of  cash,  which  I  cannot 
abuse  to  my  prejudice,  since  I  have  it  in  my  power 
to  supply  with  my  pen  any  extraordinary  or  fanciful 
indulgence  of  expense.  And  so  much,  much  indeed, 
for  pecuniary  matters.  What  would  you  have  me  say 
of  the  affairs  of  France  ?  We  are  too  near,  and  too 
remote,  to  form  an  accurate  judgment  of  that  won- 
derful scene.  The  abuses  of  the  court  and  government 
called  aloud  for  reformation  ;  and  it  has  happened,  as 
it  will  always  happen,  that  an  innocent  well-disposed 
prince  has  paid  the  forfeit  of  the  sins  of  his  prede- 
cessors ;  of  the  ambition  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  ot 
the  profusion  of  Louis  the  Fifteenth.  The  French 
nation  had  a  glorious  opportunity,  but  they  have 
abused,  and  may  lose,  their  advantages.  If  they  had 
been  content  with  a  liberal  translation  of  our  system, 
if  they  had  respected  the  prerogatives  of  the  crown 
and  the  privileges  of  the  nobles,  they  might  have 
raised  a  solid  fabric  on  the  only  true  foundation,  the 
natural  aristocracy  of  a  great  country.  How  different 
is  the  prospect  1  Their  king  brought  a  captive  to 
Paris,  after  his  palace  bad  been  stained  with  the  blood 
of  his  guards  ;  the  nobles  in  exile  ;  the  clergy  plun- 
dered in  a  way  which  strikes  at  tlie  root  of  all  pro- 
perty ;  the  capital  an  independent  republic  ;  the  union 
of  the  provinces  dissolved ;  the  flames  of  discord 
kindled  by  the  worst  of  men  (in  that  light  I  consider 
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Mirabeau ;)  and  the  honestest  of  the  assembly,  a  set 
of  wild  visionaries  (like  our  Dr  Price)  who  gravely 
debate  and  dream  about  the  establishment  of  a  pure 
and  perfect  democracy  of  five-and-twenty  millions, 
the  virtues  of  the  golden  age,  and  the  primitive 
lights  and  equality  of  mankind,  which  would  lead, 
in  fair  reasoning,  to  an  equal  partition  of  lands  and 
money.  How  many  years  must  elapse  before  France 
can  recover  any  vigour,  or  resume  her  station  among 
the  powers  of  Europe  !  As  yet  there  is  no  sym})tom 
of  a  great  man,  a  Richelieu  or  a  Cromwell,  arising, 
either  to  restore  the  monarchy  or  to  lead  the  com- 
monwealth. The  weight  of  Paris,  more  deeply  en- 
gaged in  the  funds  than  all  the  rest  of  the  kingdom, 
will  long  delay  a  bankruptcy ;  and  if  it  should  happen, 
it  will  be,  both  in  the  cause  and  the  effect,  a  measure 
of  weakness  rather  than  of  strength.  You  send  me 
to  Chambery,  to  see  a  prince  and  an  archbishop. 
Alas  !  we  have  exiles  enough  here,  with  the  marshal 
de  Castries  and  the  duke  de  Guignes  at  their  head ;  and 
this  inundation  of  strangers,  which  used  to  be  con- 
fined to  the  summer,  will  now  stagnate  all  the  winter. 
The  only  ones  whom  I  have  seen  with  pleasure  are 
Mr  Mounier,  the  late  president  of  the  national  as- 
sembly, and  the  count  de  Lally;  they  have  both 
dined  with  me.  Mounier,  who  is  a  serious  dry  poli- 
tician, is  returned  to  Dauphine.  Lally  is  an  amiable 
man  of  the  world,  and  a  poet  :  he  passes  the  winter 
here.  You  know  how  much  I  prefer  a  quiet  select 
society  to  a  crowd  of  names  and  titles,  and  that  I 
always  seek  conversation  with  a  view  to  amusement 
rather  than  information.  ^Vhat  happy  countries  are 
England  and  Switzerland,  if  they  know  and  preserve 
their  happiness  ! 

I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  my  lady,  Maria, 
and  Louisa ;  but  I  can  only  add  a  short  postscript 
about  the  Madeira.  Good  Madeira  is  now  become 
essential  to  my  health  and  reputation.  May  your 
hogshead  prove  as  good  as  the  last  -,  may  it  not  be 

K  x'2 
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intercepted  by  the  rebels  or  the  Austrians  !  What  a 
scene  again  in  that  country !  Happy  England  1 
Happy  Switzerland  !  I  again  repeat.    Adieu. 

Lausanne,  January  27th,  1790. 
Your  two  last  epistles,  of  the  7th  and  11th  instant, 
were  somewhat  delayed  on  the  road  ;  they  arrived 
within  two  days  of  each  other,  the  last  this  morning 
(the  27th  ;)  so  that  I  answer  by  the  first,  or  at  least 
by  the  second  post.  Upon  the  whole,  your  French 
method,  though  sometimes  more  rapid,  appears  to 
me  less  sure  and  steady  than  the  old  German  high- 
way, &c.  *****  But  enough  of 
this.  A  new  and  brighter  prospect  seems  to  be 
breaking  upon  us,  and  few  events  of  that  hind  have 
ever  given  me  more  pleasure  than  your  successful 
negociation  and  ****'s  satisfactory  answer.  The 
agreement  is,  indeed,  equally  convenient  for  both 
parties  ;  no  time  or  expense  will  be  wasted  in  scruti- 
nizing the  title  of  the  estate ;  the  interest  will  be 
secured  by  the  clause  of  five  per  cent. ;  and  I  lament 
with  you  that  no  larger  sum  than  eight  thousand 
pounds  can  be  placed  on  Beriton,  without  asking 
(what  might  be  someAvhat  impudent)  a  collateral 
security,  &.c.  &c.  *  *  But  I  wdsh  you  to  choose 
and  execute  one  or  the  other  of  these  arrangements 
■with  sage  discretion  and  absolute  power.  I  shorten 
my  letter,  that  I  may  dispatch  it  by  this  post.  I  see 
the  time,  and  I  shall  rejoice  to  see  it  at  the  end  of 
twenty  years,  when  my  cares  will  be  at  an  end,  and 
our  friendly  pages  will  be  no  longer  sullied  with  the 
repetition  of  dirty  land  and  vile  money  ;  when  we 
may  expatiate  on  the  politics  of  the  world  and  our 
personal  sentiments.  Without  expecting  your  answer 
of  business,  I  mean  to  write  soon  in  a  purer  style, 
and  I  wish  to  lay  open  to  my  friend  the  state  of  my 
mind,  which  (exclusive  of  all  worldly  concerns)  is  not 
perfectly  at  ease.  In  the  meanwhile  I  must  add  two 
or  three  short  articles.     I  am  astonished  at  Elmsley's 
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silence,  and  the  immobility  of  your  picture.  Mine 
should  have  departed  long  since,  could  1  have  found 
a  sure  opportunity,  &c.  &c.     Adieu,  youi's. 

Lausanne,  May  15th,  1790. 

Since  the  first  origin  (ah  ovo)  of  our  connection  and 
correspondence,  so  long  an  interval  of  silence  has  not 
intervened,  as  far  as  I  remember,  between  us. 

From  my  silence  you  conclude  that  the  moral  com- 
plaint, which  I  had  insinuated  in  my  last,  is  either 
insignificant  or  fanciful.  The  conclusion  is  rash. 
But  the  complaint  in  question  is  of  the  nature  of  a 
slow  lingering  disease,  which  is  not  attended  with  any 
immediate  danger.  As  I  have  not  leisure  to  expatiate, 
take  the  idea  in  three  words  :  "  Since  the  loss  of  poor 
Deyverdun,  I  am  alone;  and  even  in  Paradise  soli- 
tude is  painful  to  a  social  mind.  When  I  was  a  dozen 
years  younger,  I  scarcely  felt  the  weight  of  a  single 
existence  amidst  the  crowds  of  London,  of  parliament, 
of  clubs  ;  but  it  will  press  more  heavily  upon  me  in 
this  tranquil  land,  in  the  decline  of  life,  and  with  the 
increase  of  infirmities.  Some  expedient,  even  the 
most  desperate,  must  be  embraced,  to  secure  the 
domestic  society  of  a  male  or  female  companion.  But 
I  am  not  in  a  hurry;  there  is  time  for  reflection  and 
advice."  During  tliis  winter  such  finer  feelings  have 
been  suspended  by  the  grosser  evil  of  bodily  pain. 
On  the  ninth  of  February  I  was  seized  by  such  a  fit  of 
the  gout  as  1  had  never  known,  though  I  must  be 
thankful  that  its  dire  effects  have  been  confined  to  the 
feet  and  knees,  without  ascending  to  the  more  noble 
parts.  With  some  vicissitudes  of  better  and  worse,  I 
have  groaned  between  two  and  three  months  ;  the 
debility  has  survived  the  pain  ;  and,  though  now  easy, 
I  am  carried  about  in  my  chair,  without  any  power, 
and  with  a  very  distant  chance,  of  supporting  myself, 
from  the  extreme  weakness  and  contraction  of  the 
joints  of  my  knees.     Yet  I  am  happy  in  a  skilful 
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physician,  and  kind  assiduous  friends;  every  evening, 
during  more  than  three  months,  has  heen  enlivened 
(excepting  when  I  have  been  forced  to  refuse  them) 
by  some  cheerful  visits,  and  very  often  by  a  chosen 
party  of  both  sexes.  Hov/  different  is  such  society 
from  the  solitary  evenings  which  I  have  passed  in  the 
tumult  of  London  !  It  is  not  worth  while  fighting 
about  a  shadow ;  but  should  I  ever  return  to  England, 
Bath,  not  the  metropolis,  would  be  my  last  retreat. 

Your  portrait  is  at  last  arrived  in  perfect  condition, 
and  now  occupies  a  conspicuous  place  over  the  chim- 
ney-glass in  my  library.  It  is  the  object  of  general 
admiration;  good  judges  (the  few)  applaud  the  work  ; 
the  name  of  Reynolds  opens  the  eyes  and  mouths  of 
the  many  ;  and  were  I  not  afraid  of  making  you  vain, 
I  would  infoiTn  you  that  the  original  is  not  allowed  to 
be  more  than  five -and- thirty.  In  spite  of  private 
reluctance  and  public  discontent,  I  have  honourably 
dismissed  myself*  I  shall  arrive  at  sir  Joshua's  before 
the  end  of  the  month  ;  he  will  give  me  a  look,  and 
perhaps  a  touch  ;  and  )'ou  will  be  indebted  to  the 
president  one  guinea  for  the  carriage.  Do  not  be 
nervous,  I  am  not  rolled  up  ;  had  I  been  so,  you 
might  have  gazed  on  my  charms  four  months  ago. 
I  want  some  account  of  yourself,  of  my  lady  (shall  we 
never  directly  correspond?)  of  Louisa,  and  of  IMaria. 
How  has  the  latter  since  her  launch  supported  a  quiet 
winter  in  Sussex  ?     I  so  much  rejoice  in  your  divorce 

from  that  b Kitty  Coventry,  that  I  care  not  what 

marriage  you  contract.  A  gi'eat  city  would  suit  your 
dignity;  and  the  duties  which  would  kill  me  in  the 
first  session,  would  supply  your  activity  with  a  con- 
stant fund  of  amusement.  But  tread  softly  and 
surely  ;  the  ice  is  deceitful,  the  water  is  deep,  and 
you  may  be  soused  over  head  and  ears  before  you  are 
aware.     Why  did  not  you  or  Elmsley  send  me  the 

*  His  portrait. 
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African  pamphlet*  by  the  post  ?  It  would  not  have 
cost  much.  You  have  such  a  knack  of  turning  a 
nation,  that  I  am  afraid  you  will  triumph  (perhaps 
by  the  force  of  argument)  over  justice  and  humanity. 
But  do  you  not  expect  to  work  at  Belzebub's  sugar 
plantations  in  the  infernal  regions,  under  the  tender 
government  of  a  negro-driver  ?  I  should  suppose 
both  my  lady  and  miss  Firth  very  angry  with  you. 

As  to  the  bill  for  prints,  which  has  been  too  long 
neglected,  why  will  you  not  exercise  the  power,  which 
I  have  never  revoked,  over  all  my  cash  at  the  Gos- 
lings ?  The  Severy  family  has  passed  a  very  favour- 
able winter  ;  the  young  man  is  impatient  to  hear  from 
a  family  which  he  places  above  all  others  :  yet  he  will 
generously  write  next  week,  and  send  you  a  drawing 
of  the  alterations  in  the  house.  Do  not  raise  your 
ideas  ;  you  know  /  am  satisfied  with  convenience  in 
architecture,  and  some  elegance  in  furniture.  I  ad- 
mire the  coolness  with  which  you  ask  me  to  epistolize 
Reynell  and  Elmsley,  as  if  a  letter  were  so  easy  and 
pleasant  a  task  ;  it  appears  less  so  to  me  every  day. 

1790. 

Youu  indignation  will  melt  into  pity,  when  you 
hear  that  for  several  weeks  past  I  have  been  again 
confined  to  my  chamber  and  my  chair.  Yet  I  must 
hasten,  generously  hasten,  to  exculpate  the  gout,  my 
old  enemy,  from  the  curses  which  you  already  pour 
on  his  head.  He  is  not  the  cause  of  this  disorder, 
although  the  consequences  have  been  somewhat 
similar.  1  am  satisfied  that  this  effort  of  nature  has 
saved  me  from  a  very  dangerous,  perhaps  a  fatal, 
crisis  ;  and  I  listen  to  the  flattering  hope  that  it  may 
tend  to  keep  the  gout  at  a  more  respectful  distance, 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

The  whole  sheet  has  been  filled  with  dry  selfish 

*  Observations  on  the  Project  for  abolishing  the  Slave 
Tra<ic.     By  Lord  Shellield. 
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business  ;  but  1  must  and  will  reserve  some  lines  of 
the  cover  for  a  little  friendly  conversation.  I  passed 
fom-  days  at  the  castle  of  Copet  with  Necker ;  and 
could  have  wished  to  have  shewn  him,  as  a  warning 
to  any  aspiring  youth  possessed  with  the  demon  of 
ambition.  With  all  the  means  of  private  happiness 
in  his  power,  he  is  the  most  miserable  of  human 
beings  :  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future,  are 
equally  odious  to  him.  When  I  suggested  some  do- 
mestic amusements  of  books,  building,  &c.  he  answered, 
with  a  deep  tone  of  despair,  "  Dans  I'^tat  oil  je  suis, 
je  ne  puis  sentir  que  le  coup  de  vent  qui  m'a  abbatu." 
How  different  from  the  conscious  cheerfulness  with 
which  our  poor  friend  lord  North  supported  his  fall ! 
Madame  Necker  maintains  more  external  composure, 
mais  le  dinble  n'y  perd  rien.  It  is  true  that  Necker 
wished  to  be  carried  into  the  closet,  like  old  Pitt,  on 
the  shoulders  of  the  people ;  and  that  he  has  been 
ruhied  by  the  democracy  which  he  had  raised.  I 
believe  him  to  be  an  able  financier,  and  know  him  to 
be  an  honest  man ;  too  honest,  perhaps,  for  a  minister. 
His  rival  Calonne  passed  through  Lausanne  in  his 
way  from  Turin,  and  was  soon  followed  by  the  prince 
of  Conde,  with  his  son  and  grandson  ;  but  I  was  too 
much  indisposed  to  see  them.  They  have,  or  have 
had,  some  wild  projects  of  a  counter-revolution : 
horses  have  been  bought,  men  levied  :  and  the  canton 
of  Berne  has  too  much  countenanced  such  foolish 
attempts,  which  must  end  in  the  ruin  of  the  party. 
Burke's  book  is  a  most  admirable  medicine  against 
the  French  disease,  which  has  made  too  much  pro- 
gress even  in  this  happy  country.  I  admire  his  elo- 
quence, I  approve  his  pohtics,  I  adore  his  chivalry, 
and  I  can  forgive  even  his  superstition.  The  primi- 
tive church,  which  I  have  treated  with  som.e  freedom, 
was  itself  at  that  time  an  innovation,  and  I  was  attached 
to  the  old  Pagan  estabhshment.  The  French  spread 
so  many  lies  about  the  sentiments  of  the  English 
nation,  that  I  wish  the  most  considerable  men  of  all 
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parties  and  descriptions  would  join  in  some  public 
act,  declaring  themselves  satisfied  with,  and  resolved 
to  support,  our  present  constitution.  Such  a  declara- 
tion would  haA»e  a  wonderful  effect  in  Europe ;  and, 
were  I  thought  worthy,  I  myself  would  be  proud  to 
subscribe  it.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  send  you  some- 
thing of  a  sketch,  such  as  all  thinking  men  might 
adopt. 

I  have  intelligence  of  the  approach  of  my  Madeira. 
I  accept  with  equal  pleasure  the  second  pipe,  now  in 
the  torrid  zone.  Send  me  some  pleasant  details  of 
your  domestic  state,  of  INlaria,  &c.  If  my  lady  thinks 
that  my  silence  is  a  mark  of  indifference,  my  lady  is  a 
goose.     I  must  have  you  all  at  Lausanne  next  summer. 

Lausanne,  August  7,  1790. 
I  ANSWER  at  once  your  two  letters;  and  I  should 
probably  have  taken  earlier  notice  of  the  first,  had  I 
not  been  in  daily  expectation  of  the  second.  I  must 
begin  on  the  subject  of  what  really  interests  me  the 
most,  your  glorious  election  for  Bristol.  Most  sin- 
cerely do  I  congratulate  your  exchange  of  a  cursed 
expensive  jilt,  who  deserted  you  for  a  rich  Jew,  for 
an  honourable  connection  with  a  chaste  and  virtuous 
matron,  who  will  probably  be  as  constant  as  she  is 
disinterested.*  In  the  whole  range  of  election,  from 
Caithness  to  St  Ives,  I  much  doubt  whether  there  be 
a  single  choice  so  tmly  honourable  to  the  member  and 
the  constituents.  The  second  commercial  city  in- 
vites, from  a  distant  province,  an  independent  gentle- 
man, known  only  by  his  active  spirit,  and  his  wiitings 

*  Lord  Sheffield  continued  to  represent  the  city  of  Bristol, 
until  he  was  removed  to  the  British  house  of  peers,  in  1802. 
He  can  never  sufficiently  acknowledge  the  liberality  and 
kindness  which  he  experienced,  during  the  whole  period, 
from  the  citizens  of  Bristol.  He  was  not  suffered  to  incur 
the  least  expense,  not  even  for  the  printing  of  an  adver- 
tisement.    S. 
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on  the  subject  of  trade,  and  names  him,  without 
intrigue  or  expense,  for  her  representative  :  even  the 
voice  of  party  is  silenced,  while  factions  strive  which 
shall  applaud  the  most. 

You  are  now  sure,  for  seven  years  to  come,  of 
never  wanting  food — I  mean  business  :  what  a  crowd 
of  suitors  or  complainants  will  besiege  your  door  I 
What  a  load  of  letters  and  memorials  will  be  heaped 
on  your  table  !  I  much  question  whether  even  you 
will  not  sometimes  exclaim,  Ohel  jam  satis  est!  But 
that  is  your  affair.  Of  the  excursion  to  Coventry  I 
cannot  decide,  but  T  hear  it  is  pretty  generally  blamed : 
but,  however,  I  love  gratitude  to  an  old  friend,  and 
shall  not  be  very  angry  if  you  damned  them  with  a 
farewell  to  all  eternity.  But  I  cannot  repress  my 
indignation  at  the  use  of  those  foolish,  obsolete, 
odious  words.  Whig  and  Tory.  In  the  American 
war  they  might  have  some  meaning,  and  then  your 
lordship  was  a  Tory,  although  you  supposed  yourself 
a  Whig :  since  the  coalition,  all  general  principles 
have  been  confounded ;  and  if  there  ever  was  an 
opposition  to  men,  not  measures,  it  is  the  present. 
Luckily  both  the  leaders  are  great  men ;  and,  what- 
ever happens,  the  country  must  fall  upon  its  legs. 
"\^liat  a  strange  mist  of  peace  and  war  seems  to  hang 
over  the  ocean  !  W^e  can  perceive  nothing  but  se- 
crecy and  vigour  ;  but  those  are  excellent  qualities  to 
perceive  in  a  minister.  From  yourself  and  politics  I 
now  return  to  my  private  concerns,  which  I  shall 
methodically  consider  under  the  three  great  articles 
of  mind,  body,  and  estate. 

1 .  I  am  not  absolutely  displeased  at  your  firing  so 
hastily  at  the  hint,  a  tremendous  hint,  in  my  last 
letter.  But  the  danger  is  not  so  serious  or  imminent 
as  you  seem  to  suspect ;  and  I  give  you  my  word, 
that  before  1  take  the  slightest  step  which  can  bind 
me  either  in  law,  conscience,  or  honour,  I  will 
faithfully  communicate,  and  we  will  freely  discuss, 
the  whole  state  of  the  business.    But  at  present  there 
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is  not  anything  to  communicate  or  discuss;  I  do 
assure  you  that  I  have  not  any  particular  object  in 
view :  I  am  not  in  love  with  any  of  the  hyaenas  of 
Lausanne,  though  there  are  some  who  keep  their 
claws  tolerably  v/ell  pared.  Sometimes,  in  a  solitary 
mood,  I  have  fancied  myself  married  to  one  or  another 
of  those  whose  society  and  conversation  are  the  most 
pleasing  to  me  ;  but  when  I  have  painted  in  my  fancy 
all  the  probable  consequences  of  such  an  union,  I 
have  started  from  my  dream,  rejoiced  in  my  escape, 
and  ejaculated  a  thanksgiving  that  I  was  still  in  pos- 
session of  my  natural  freedom.  Yet  I  feel,  and  shall 
continue  to  feel,  that  domestic  solitude,  however  it 
may  be  alleviated  by  the  world,  by  study,  and  even 
by  friendship,  is  a  comfortless  state,  which  will  grow 
more  painful  as  I  descend  in  the  vale  of  years.  At 
present  my  situation  is  very  tolerable;  and  if  at 
dinner-time,  or  at  my  return  home  in  the  evening, 
I  sometimes  sigh  for  a  companion,  there  are  many 
hours,  and  many  occasions,  in  which  I  enjoy  the 
superior  blessing  of  being  sole  master  of  my  own 
house.  But  your  plan,  though  less  dangerous,  is 
still  more  absurd  than  mine  :  such  a  couple  as  you 
describe  could  not  be  found,  and,  if  found,  would 
not  answer  my  purpose;  their  rank  and  position 
would  be  awkward  and  ambiguous  to  myself  and  my 
acquaintance ;  and  the  agreement  of  three  persons  of 
three  characters  would  be  still  more  impracticable. 
My  plan  of  Charlotte  Porten  is  undoubtedly  the  more 
desu'able  ;  and  she  might  either  remain  a  spinster 
(the  case  is  not  without  example)  or  marry  some 
Swiss  of  my  choice,  who  would  increase  and  enliven 
our  society ;  and  both  would  have  the  strongest  mo- 
tives for  kind  and  dutiful  behaviour.  But  the  mother 
has  been  indirectly  sounded,  and  will  not  hear  of  such 
a  proposal  for  some  years.  On  my  side,  I  would  not 
take  her  but  as  a  piece  of  soft  wax  which  I  could 
model  to  the  language  and  manners  of  the  country  :  I 
must  therefore  be  patient. 

VOL.  1.  B   B 
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Young  S every' s  letter,  which  may  be  now  in  your 
hands,  and  which  for  these  three  or  four  last  posts 
has  furnished  my  indolence  with  a  new  pretence  for 
delay,  has  already  informed  you  of  the  means  and 
circumstances  of  my  resurrection.      Tedious  indeed 
was  my  confinement,  since  I  was  not  able  to  move 
from  my  house  or  chair  from  the  ninth  of  February 
to  the  first  of  July,    very  nearly  five  months.     The 
first  weeks  were  accompanied  -with  more  pain  than  I 
have  ever  known  in  the  gout,  with  anxious  days  and 
sleepless  nights  ;  and  when  that  pain  subsided,  it  left 
a  weakness  in  my  knees  which  seemed  to  have  no 
end.      My  confinement  was  however    softened   by 
books,  by  the  possession  of  every  comfort  and  con- 
venience, by  a  succession  each  evening  of  agreeable 
company,  and  by  a  flow  of  equal  spirits  and  general 
good  health.      During  the  last  weeks   I    descended 
to  the   ground  floor,  poor  Deyverdun's  apartment, 
and   constructed   a  chair  like    Merlin's,   in  which  I 
could  wheel  myself  in  the  house  and  on  the  terrace. 
My  patience  has  been  universally  admired  ;  yet  how 
many  thousands  have  passed  those  five  months  less 
easily  than  myself !     I  remember  making  a  remark 
perfectly  simple,  and  perfectly  true  :    **  At  present 
(I  said  to  madame  de  Severy)    I  am  not  positively 
miserable,    and    I   may  reasonably  hope  a  daily  or 
weekly  improvement,  till  sooner  or  later  in  the  sum- 
mer I  shall  recover  new  limbs,  and  new  pleasures, 
which  I  do  not  now  possess  :  have  any  of  you  such  a 
prospect  ?"     The  prediction  has  been  accomplished, 
and  I  have  arrived  to  my  present  condition  of  strength, 
or  rather  of  feebleness  :  I  now  can   walk  with  toler- 
able ease  in  my  garden  and  smooth  places  ;  but  on 
the  rough  pavement  of  the  town  I  use,  and  perhaps 
shall  use,  a  sedan  chair.     The  Pyrmont  waters  have 
performed  wonders ;  and  my  physician   (not  Tissot, 
but  a  very  sensible  man)  allows  me  to  hope  that  the 
term  of  the  interval  will  be  in  proportion  to  that  of 
the  fit. 
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Have  you  read  in  the  English  papers,  that  the  go- 
vernment of  Berne  is  overturned,  and  that  ^ve  are 
divided  into  three  democratical  leagues  P  True  as  what 
I  have  read  in  the  French  papers,  that  the  Enghsh 
have  cut  off  Pitt's  liead,  and  aboHshed  the  House  of 
Lords.  The  people  of  this  country  are  happy ;  and 
in  spite  of  some  miscreants,  and  more  foreign  emis- 
saries, they  are  sensible  of  their  happiness. 

Finally — Inform  my  lady,  that  I  am  indignant  at  a 
false  and  heretical  assertion  in  her  last  letter  to 
Severy,  **  that  friends  at  a  distance  cannot  love  each 
other,  if  they  do  not  write."  I  love  her  better  than 
any  woman  in  the  world  ;  indeed  I  do  ;  and  yet  I  do 

not  write.     And  she  herself but  I  am  calm.     We 

have  now  nearly  one  hmidred  French  exiles,  some  of 
them  worth  behig  acquainted  with,  particularly  a 
count  de  Schomberg,  who  is  become  almost  my  friend ; 
he  is  a  man  of  the  world,  of  letters,  and  of  sufficient 
age,  since  in  1/53  he  succeeded  to  marshal  Saxe's 
regiment  of  dragoons.  As  to  the  rest,  I  entertain 
them,  and  they  flatter  me  :  but  I  wish  we  were  re- 
duced to  our  Lausanne  society.  Poor  France !  the 
state  is  dissolved,  the  nation  is  mad  !    Adieu. 

Lausanne,  April  9,  1791. 
First,  of  my  health  :  it  is  now  tolerably  restored: 
my  legs  are  still  weak,  but  the  animal  in  general  is  in 
a  sound  and  lively  condition ;  and  we  have  great 
hopes  from  the  fine  weather  and  the  Pyrmont  waters. 
I  most  sincerely  wished  for  the  presence  of  Maria, 
to  embellish  a  ball  which  I  gave  the  29th  of  last 
month  to  all  the  best  company,  natives  and  foreigners, 
of  Lausanne,  with  the  aid  of  the  Severys,  especially 
of  the  mother  and  son,  who  directed  the  economy, 
and  performed  the  honours,  of  the  fete.  It  opened 
about  seven  in  the  evening ;  the  assembly  of  men  and 
women  was  pleased  and  pleasing,  the  music  good,  the 
illumination  splendid,  the  refreshments  profuse :  at 
twelve  one  hundred  and  thirty  persons  sat  down  to  a 
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very  good  supper ;  at  two  I  stole  away  to  bed  in  a 
snug  corner ;  and  I  was  informed  at  breakfast,  that 
the  remains  of  the  veteran  and  young  troops,  with 
Severy  and  his  sister  at  their  head,  had  concluded  the 
last  dance  about  a  quarter  before  seven.  This  mag- 
nificent entertainment  has  gained  me  great  credit ; 
and  the  expense  was  more  reasonable  than  you  can 
easily  imagine.  ITiis  was  an  extraordinary  event;  but 
I  give  frequent  dinners,  and  in  the  summer  I  have 
an  assembly  every  Sunday  evening.  What  a  wicked 
wretch !  says  my  lady. 

I  cannot  pity  you  for  the  accumulation  of  business, 
as  you  ought  not  to  pity  ine,  if  I  complained  of  the 
tranquillity  of  Lausanne ;  we  sufter  or  enjoy  the 
effects  of  our  own  choice.  Perhaps  you  will  mutter 
something  of  our  not  being  born  for  ourselves,  oi 
public  spirit,  (I  have  formerly  read  of  such  a  thing,) 
of  private  friendship,  for  which  I  give  you  full  and 
ample  credit,  &c.  But  your  parhamentary  operations, 
at  least,  vAW  probably  expire  in  the  month  of  June ; 
and  I  shall  refuse  to  sign  the  Newhaven  conveyance, 
unless  I  am  satisfied  that  you  will  execute  the  Lau- 
sanne visit  this  summer.  On  the  15th  of  June,  sup- 
pose lord,  lady,  Maria,  and  maid  (poor  Louisa  !)  in 
a  post  coach,  with  Etienne  on  horseback,  set  out 
from  Downing  street  or  Sheffield  place,  cross  the 
channel  from  Brighton  to  Diep])e,  visit  the  National 
Assembly,  buy  caps  at  Paris,  examine  the  ruins  of 
Versailles,  and  arrive  at  Lausanne,  without  danger  or 
fatigue,  the  second  week  in  July ;  you  will  be  lodged 
pleasantly  and  comfortably,  and  will  not  perhaps  de- 
spise my  situation.  A  couple  of  months  will  roll, 
alas  !  too  hastily  away :  you  will  all  be  amused  by 
new  scenes,  new  people ;  and  whenever  Maria  and 
you,  with  Severy,  mount  on  horseback  to  visit  the 
country,  the  glaciers,  &c.,  my  lady  and  myself  shall 
form  a  very  quiet  tete-^-tete  at  home.  In  September, 
if  you  are  tired,  you  may  return  by  a  direct  or  in- 
direct way;  but  I  only  desire  that  you  will  not  make 
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the  plan  impracticable  by  grasping  at  too  much.  In 
return,  I  promise  you  a  visit  of  three  or  four  months 
in  the  autumn  of  ninety- two :  you  and  my  book- 
sellers are  now  my  principal  attractions  in  England. 
You  had  some  right  to  growl  at  hearing  of  my  Sup- 
plement in  the  papers :  but  Cadell's  indiscretion  was 
founded  on  a  hint  which  I  had  thrown  out  in  a  letter, 
and  which  in  all  probability  will  never  be  executed. 
Yet  I  am  not  totally  idle.     Adieu. 

Lausanne,  May  18,  1791. 
I  WRITE  a  short  letter  on  small  paper,  to  inform  you 
that  the  various  deeds,  which  arrived  save  and  in  good 
condition,  have  this  morning  been  sealed,  signed,  and 
delivered,  in  the  presence  of  respectable  and  well- 
known  English  witnesses.  To  have  read  the  afore- 
said acts  would  have  been  difficult ;  to  have  under- 
stood them,  impracticable.  I  therefore  signed  them 
with  my  eyes  shut,  and  in  that  implicit  confidence 
■which  we  freemen  and  Britons  are  humbly  content  to 
yield  to  our  lawyers  and  ministers.  I  hope  however, 
most  seriously  hope,  that  everything  has  been  care- 
fully examined,  and  that  I  am  not  totally  ruined.  It 
is  not  without  much  impatience  that  I  expect  an  ac- 
count of  the  payment  and  investment  of  the  purchase 
money.  It  was  my  intention  to  have  added  a  new 
edition  of  my  will :  but  I  have  an  unexpected  call  to 
go  to  Geneva  tomorrow  with  the  Severys,  and  must 
defer  that  business  a  few  days  till  after  my  return. 
On  my  return  I  may  possibly  find  a  letter  from  you, 
and  will  write  more  fully  in  answer :  my  posthumous 
work,*  contained  in  a  single  sheet,  will  not  ruin  you 
in  postage.  In  the  meanwhile  let  me  desire  you 
either  never  to  talk  of  Lausanne,  or  to  execute  the 
journey  this  summer  :  after  the  dispatch  of  public  and 
private  business,  there  can  be  no  real  obstacle  but  in 
yourself.  Pray  do  not  go  to  war  with  Russia ;  it  is 
very  foolish.     I  am  quite  angry  with  Pitt.    Adieu. 

*  Mr  Gibbon's  will. 

B  B  2 
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Lausanne,  May  31,  1791. 

At  length  I  see  a  ray  of  sunshine  breaking  from  a 
dark  cloud.  Your  epistle  of  the  13th  arrived  this 
morning,  the  25th  instant,  the  day  after  my  return 
from  Geneva  ;  it  has  been  communicated  to  S every. 
We  now  believe  that  you  intend  a  visit  to  Lausanne 
this  summer,  and  we  hope  that  you  will  execute  that 
intention.  If  you  are  a  man  of  honour,  you  shall  find 
me  one;  and,  on  the  day  of  your  arrival  at  Lausanne, 
I  will  ratify  my  engagement  of  visiting  the  British 
isle  before  the  end  of  the  year  1 792,  excepting  only 
the  fair  and  foul  exception  of  the  gout.  You  rejoice 
me  by  proposing  the  addition  of  dear  Louisa  ;  it  was 
not  without  a  bitter  pang  that  I  threw  her  overboard, 
to  lighten  the  vessel  and  secure  the  voyage  :  I  was 
fearful  of  the  governess,  a  second  carriage,  and  a 
long  train  of  difficulty  and  expense,  which  might  have 
ended  in  blowing  up  the  whole  scheme.  But  if  you 
can  bodkin  the  sweet  creature  into  the  coach,  she  will 
find  an  easy  welcome  at  Lausanne.  The  first  arrange- 
ments which  I  must  make  before  your  arrival  may  be 
altered  by  your  own  taste  on  a  survey  of  the  premi- 
ses, and  you  will  all  be  commodiously  and  pleasantly 
lodged.  You  have  heard  a  great  deal  of  the  beauty 
of  my  house,  garden,  and  situation ;  but  such  are 
their  intrinsic  value  that,  unless  I  am  much  deceived, 
they  will  bear  the  test  even  of  exaggerated  praise. 
From  my  knowledge  of  your  lordship,  I  have  always 
entertained  some  doubt  how  you  would  get  through 
the  society  of  a  Lausanne  winter ;  but  I  am  satisfied 
that,  exclusive  of  friendship,  your  summer  visit  to 
the  banks  of  the  Leman  Lake  will  long  be  remembered 
as  one  of  the  most  agreeable  periods  of  your  life  ;  and 
that  you  will  scarcely  regret  the  amusement  of  a 
Sussex  committee  of  navigation  in  the  dog  days. 
You  ask  for  details  :  what  details  ?  A  map  of  France 
and  a  post -book  are  easy  and  infallible  guides.  If  the 
ladies  are  not  afraid  of  the  ocean,  you  are  not  igno- 
rant of  the  passage  from  Brighton  to  Dieppe :  Paris 
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will  then  be  in  your  direct  road  ;  and  even  allowing 
you  to  look  at  the  Pandaemonium,  the  ruins  of  Ver- 
sailles, &c.,  a  fortnight  diligently  employed  will  clear 
you  from  Sheffield  place  to  Gibbon  castle.  What 
can  I  say  more  ? 

As  little  have  I  to  say  on  the  subject  of  my  worldly 
matters,  which  seem  now,  Jupiter  be  praised,  to 
be  drawing  towards  a  final  conclusion  ;  since  when 
people  part  with  their  money,  they  are  indeed  serious. 
I  do  not  perfectly  understand  the  ratio  of  the  precise 
sum  which  you  have  poured  into  Gosling's  reservoir, 
but  suppose  it  will  be  explained  in  a  general  account. 

You  have  been  very  dutiful  in  sending  me  what  I 
have  always  desired,  a  cut  Woodfall  on  a  remarkable 
debate ;  a  debate  indeed  most  remarkable !  Poor 
Burke  is  the  most  eloquent  and  rational  madman  that 
I  ever  knew.  I  love  Fox's  feelings,  but  I  detest  the 
political  principles  of  the  man,  and  of  the  party. 
Formerly  you  detested  them  more  strongly  during  the 
American  war  than  myself.  I  am  half  afraid  that 
you  are  corrupted  by  your  unfortunate  connections. 
Should  you  admire  the  National  Assembly,  we  shall 
have  many  an  altercation ;  for  I  am  as  high  an  aristocrat 
as  Burke  himself,  and  he  has  truly  observed,  that  it 
is  impossible  to  debate  with  temper  on  the  subject  of 
that  cursed  revolution.  In  my  last  excursion  to 
Geneva  I  frequently  saw  the  Neckers,  who  by  this 
time  are  returned  to  their  summer  residence  at  Copet. 
He  is  much  restored  in  health  and  spirits,  especially 
since  the  publication  of  his  last  book,  which  has  pro- 
bably reached  England.  Both  parties,  who  agree  in 
abusing  him,  agree  likewise  that  he  is  a  man  of  virtue 
and  genius ;  but  I  much  fear  that  the  purest  inten- 
tions have  been  productive  of  the  most  baneful  con- 
sequences. Our  military  men,  I  mean  the  French, 
are  leaving  us  every  day  for  the  camp  of  the  Princes 
at  Worms,  and  support  what  is  called* 

*  The  words  in  the  original  letter  are  torn  off  by  the  seal. 
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representation.  Tlieir  hopes  are  sanguine ;  I  will  not 
answer  for  their  being  well  grounded  :  it  is  certain 
however  that  the  emperor  had  an  interview  the  19th 
inst.  with  the  count  of  Artois  at  INIantua;  and  the 
aristocrats  talk  in  mysterious  language  of  Spain, 
Sardinia,  the  empire,  four  or  five  armies,  &c.  They 
will  doubtless  strike  a  blow  this  summer :  may  it 
not  recoil  on  their  own  heads !  Adieu.  Embrace 
our  female  travellers.     A  short  delay  ! 

Lausanne,  June  ly,  1791. 
I  NOW  begin  to  see  you  all  in  real  motion,  swimming 
from  Brighton  to  Dieppe,  according  to  my  scheme, 
and  afterwards  treading  the  direct  road,  which  you 
cannot  well  avoid,  to  the  turbulent  capital  of  the  late 
kingdom  of  France.  I  know  not  what  more  to  say, 
or  what  further  instructions  to  send  ;  they  would  in- 
deed be  useless,  as  you  are  travelling  through  a  coun- 
try which  has  been  sometimes  visited  by  Englishmen: 
only  this  let  me  say,  that  in  the  midst  of  anarchy  the 
roads  were  never  more  secure  than  at  present.  As 
you  will  wish  to  assist  at  the  National  Assembly,  you 
will  act  prudently  in  obtaining  from  the  French  in 
London  a  good  recommendation  to  some  leading  mem- 
ber ;  Cazales,  for  instance,  or  the  abbe  Maury.  I 
soon  expect  from  Elmsley  a  cargo  of  books ;  but  you 
may  bring  me  any  new  pamphlet  of  exquisite  flavour, 
particularly  the  last  works  of  John  lord  Sheffield,* 
which  the  dog  has  always  neglected  to  send.  You 
will  have  time  to  write  once  more,  and  you  must 
endeavour,  as  nearly  as  possible,  to  mark  the  day  of 
your  arrival.  You  may  come  either  by  Lyons  and 
Geneva,  by  Dijon  and  les  Rousses,  or  by  Dole  and 
Pontarliere.  The  post  will  fail  you  on  the  edge  of 
Switzerland,  and  must  be  supplied  by  hired  horses. 
I  wish  you  to  make  your  last  day's  journey  easy,  so 
as  to  dine  upon  the  road,  and  arrive  by  tea-time. 

*  Observations  on  the  Corn  Laws.     . 
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The  pulse  of  the  counter-revolution  beats  high,  but 
I  cannot  send  you  any  certain  facts.  Adieu.  I  want 
to  hear  my  lady  abusing  me  for  never  writing.  All 
the  Sever ys  are  very  impatient. 

Notwithstanding  the  high  premium,  I  do  not  ab- 
solutely wish  you  dro^yned.  Besides  all  other  cares, 
I  must  marry  and  propagate,  which  v/ould  give  me  a 
great  deal  of  trouble. 

Lausanne,  July  1,  1791. 
In  obedience  to  your  orders,  I  direct  a  flying  shot  to 
Paris,  though  I  have  not  anything  particular  to  add, 
excepting  that  our  impatience  is  increased  in  the  in- 
verse  ratio  of  time  and  space.  Yet  I  almost  doubt 
whether  you  have  passed  the  sea.  The  news  of  the 
king  of  France's  escape  must  have  reached  you  before 
the  28th,  the  day  of  your  departure ;  and  the  prospect 
of  strange  unknown  disorder  may  well  have  suspended 
your  firmest  resolves.  The  royal  animal  is  again 
caught,  and  all  may  probably  be  quiet.  I  was  just 
going  to  exhort  you  to  pass  through  Brussels  and  the 
confines  of  Germany  ;  a  fair  Irishism,  since,  if  you 
read  this,  you  are  already  at  Paris.  The  only  rea- 
sonable advice  which  now  remains,  is  to  obtain,  by 
means  of  lord  Gower,*  a  sufficiency,  or  even  super- 
fluity, of  forcible  passports,  such  as  leave  no  room  for 
cavil  on  a  jealous  frontier.  The  frequent  intercourse 
with  Paris  has  proved,  that  the  best  and  shortest  road, 
instead  of  Besanqon,  is  by  Dijon,  Dole,  les  Rousses, 
and  Nyon.  Adieu.  I  warmly  embrace  the  ladies. 
It  would  be  idle  now  to  talk  of  business. 

•  Then  British  ambassador  at  Paris. 
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It  has  appeared  from  the  foregoing  letters,  that  a 
visit  from  myself  and  my  family  to  Mr  Gibbon  at 
Lausanne,  had  been  for  some  time  in  agitation.  This 
long-promised  excursion  took  place  in  the  month  of 
June  1791,  and  occasioned  a  considerable  cessation  of 
our  correspondence.  I  landed  at  Dieppe  immediately 
after  the  unfortunate  Louis  XVI  was  brought  captive 
to  Paris.  During  my  stay  in  that  capital,  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  the  extraordinary  ferment  of 
men's  minds  both  in  the  National  Assembly  and  in 
private  societies,  and  also  in  my  passage  through 
France  to  Lausanne,  where  I  recalled  to  my  memory 
the  interesting  scenes  I  had  witnessed,  by  frequent 
conversations  with  my  deceased  friend.  I  might  have 
wished  to  record  his  opinions  on  the  subject  of  the 
French  revolution,  if  he  had  not  expressed  them  so 
well  in  the  annexed  letters.  He  seemed  to  suppose, 
as  some  of  his  letters  hint,  that  I  had  a  tendency  to 
the  new  French  opinions.  Never  was  suspicion  more 
unfounded ;  nor  could  it  have  been  admitted  into  ]\Jr 
Gibbon's  mind,  but  that  his  extreme  friendship  for 
me,  and  his  utter  abhorrence  of  these  notions,  made 
him  anxious  and  jealous,  even  to  an  excess,  that  I 
should  not  entertain  them.  He  was  however  soon 
imdeceived  :  he  found  that  I  was  fully  as  averse  to 
them  as  himself.  I  had  from  the  first  expressed  an 
opinion,  that  such  a  change  as  was  aimed  at  in  France 
would  derange  all  the  regular  governments  in  Europe, 
hazard  the  internal  quiet  and  dearest  interests  of  tliis 
country,  and  probably  end  in  bringing  on  mankind  a 
much  greater  portion  of  misery  than  the  most  san- 
guine reformer  had  ever  promised  to  himself  or  others 
to  produce  of  benefit  by  the  visionary  schemes  of 
liberty  and  equality  with  which  the  ignorant  and 
vulgar  were  misled  and  abused. 
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Mr  Gibbon  at  first,  like  many  others,  seemed 
pleased  witli  the  prospect  of  the  reform  of  inveterate 
abuses;  but  he  very  soon  discovered  the  mischief 
which  was  intended,  the  imbecility  with  which  con- 
cessions were  made,  and  the  ruin  which  must  arise 
from  the  want  of  resolution  or  conduct  in  the  admi- 
nistration of  France.  He  lived  to  reprobate,  in  the 
strongest  terms  possible,  the  folly  of  the  first  reform- 
ers, and  the  something  worse  than  extravagance  and 
ferocity  of  their  successors.  He  saw  the  mid  and 
mischievous  tendency  of  those  pretended  reforms 
which,  while  they  professed  nothing  but  amendment, 
really  meant  destruction  to  all  social  order  ;  and  so 
strongly  was  his  opinion  fixed  as  to  the  danger  of 
hasty  innovation,  that  he  became  a  warm  and  zea- 
lous advocate  for  every  sort  of  old  establishment, 
which  he  marked  in  various  ways,  sometimes  rather 
ludicrously ;  and  I  recollect,  in  a  circle  where  French 
affairs  were  the  topic,  and  some  Portuguese  present, 
he,  seemingly  with  seriousness,  argued  in  favour  of 
the  inquisition  at  Lisbon,  and  said  he  would  not,  at 
the  present  moment,  give  up  that  old  establishment. 

It  may  perhaps  not  be  quite  uninteresting  to  the 
readers  of  these  Memoirs,  to  know  that  I  found  Mr 
Gibbon  at  Lausanne  in  possession  of  an  excellent  house ; 
the  view  from  which,  and  from  the  terrace,  was  so 
uncommonly  beautiful,  that  even  his  o-v\ti  pen  would 
with  difficulty  describe  the  scene  which  it  com- 
manded. This  prospect  comprehended  everything 
vast  and  magnificent  which  could  be  furnished  by 
the  finest  mountains  among  the  Alps,  the  most  ex- 
tensive view  of  the  lake  of  Geneva,  with  a  beautiful 
varied  and  cultivated  country,  adorned  by  numerous 
villas  and  picturesque  buildings,  intermixed  with 
beautiful  masses  of  stately  trees.  Here  my  friend 
received  us  with  an  hospitality  and  kindness  which  I 
can  never  forget.  The  best  apartments  of  the  house 
were  appropriated  to  our  use ;  the  choicest  society  of 
the  place  was  sought  for  to  enliven  our  visit,  and 
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render  every  day  of  it  cheerful  and  agreeable.  It  was 
impossible  for  any  man  to  be  more  esteemed  and  ad- 
mired than  Mr  Gibbon  was  at  Lausanne.  The  pre- 
ference he  had  given  to  that  place,  in  adopting  it  for 
a  residence  rather  than  his  own  country,  was  felt  and 
acknowledged  by  all  the  inhabitants ;  and  he  may 
have  been  said  almost  to  have  given  the  law  to  a  set 
of  as  willing  subjects  as  any  man  ever  presided  over. 
In  return  for  the  deference  shewn  to  him,  he  mixed 
without  aflfectation  in  all  the  society,  I  mean  all  the 
best  society,  that  Lausanne  afforded ;  he  could  in- 
deed command  it,  and  was  perhaps  for  that  reason  the 
more  partial  to  it ;  for  he  often  declared  that  he  liked 
society  more  as  a  relaxation  from  study  than  as  ex- 
pecting to  derive  from  it  amusement  or  instruction  ; 
that  to  books  he  looked  for  improvement,  not  to  liv- 
ing persons.  But  this  I  considered  partly  as  an  an- 
swer to  my  expressions  of  wonder  that  a  man  who 
might  choose  the  most  various  and  most  generally 
improved  society  in  the  world,  namely,  in  England, 
should  prefer  the  very  limited  circle  of  Lausanne, 
which  he  never  deserted  but  for  an  occasional  visit 
to  M.  and  madame  Necker.  It  must  not  however  be 
understood,  that  in  choosing  Lausanne  for  his  home, 
he  was  insensible  to  the  value  of  a  residence  in  Eng- 
land ;  he  was  not  in  possession  of  an  income  which 
corresponded  with  his  notions  of  ease  and  comfort  in 
his  own  country.  In  Switzerland  his  fortune  was 
ample.  To  this  consideration  of  fortune  may  be 
added  another  which  also  had  its  weight ;  from  early 
youth  Mr  Gibbon  had  contracted  a  partiality  for  fo- 
reign taste  and  foreign  habits  of  life,  which  made 
him  less  a  stranger  abroad  than  he  was,  in  some  re- 
spects, in  his  native  countr)^  This  arose  perhaps 
from  having  been  out  of  England  from  his  sixteenth 
to  his  twenty- first  year;  yet,  when  I  came  to  Lau- 
sanne, I  found  him  apparently  without  relish  for 
French  society.  During  the  stay  I  made  with  him 
lie  renewed  his  intercourse  with  the  principal  French 
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who  were  at  Lausanne,  of  whom  there  happened  to 
be  a  considerable  number  distinguished  for  rank  or 
talents ;  many  indeed  respectable  for  both.*  I  was 
not  absent  from  my  friend's  house,  except  during  a 
short  excursion  that  we  made  together  to  M.  Necker's 
at  Copet,  and  a  tour  to  Geneva,  Chamouny,  over  the 
Col  de  Balrae,  to  Martigny,  St  Maurice,  and  round 
the  lake  by  Vevay  to  Lausanne.  In  the  social  and 
singularly  pleasant  months  that  I  passed  with  Mr 
Gibbon,  he  enjoyed  his  usual  cheerfulness,  with  good 
health.  After  he  left  England  in  1/88,  he  had  had  a 
severe  attack,  mentioned  in  one  of  the  foregoing 
letters,  of  an  erisipelas,  which  at  last  settled  in  one 
of  his  legs,  and  left  something  of  a  dropsical  tendency ; 
for  at  this  time  I  first  perceived  a  considerable  degree 
of  swelling  about  the  ancle. 

In  the  beginning  of  October  I  quitted  this  delight- 
ful residence ;  and  some  time  after  my  return  to 
England  our  correspondence  recommenced. 

*  Marshal  de  Castries  and  several  branches  of  his  fa- 
niiiy,  due  de  Guignes  and  daughters,  due  and  duchess  de 
Guiche,  madamede  Grammont,  princesse  d'Henin,  princesse 
de  Bouillon,  duchesse  de  Biron,  prince  de  Salm,  comte  de 
Schomberg-,  comte  de  Lally  Tolendal,  M.  Mounier,  nmdame 
d'Aguesseau  and  family,  M.  de  Malsherbes,  &c.  &c. 
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ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION, 

BY    THE    SAME. 


It  will  be  remembered  that  the  Memoirs  were  com- 
posed and  formed  from  six  different  sketches,  and 
from  notes  and  memoranda  on  loose  unconnected 
papers  and  cards,  all  in  Mr  Gibbon's  handwriting. 
This  new  edition  of  his  posthumous  works  has  fur- 
nished me  with  the  opportunity  of  interweaving 
several  additional  extracts  from  the  same  sources ; 
ilhistrating  and  enlarging  the  Memoirs,  where  they 
were  most  scanty,  by  notes  principally  selected  from 
his  Journal. 

To  the  letters  printed  in  the  former  edition  a  con- 
siderable number,  both  from  himself  and  many  other 
distinguished  persons,  are  introduced  in  the  present 
publication.* 
********* 

SHEFFIELD. 

Sheffield  Place, 
24th  Nov.  1814. 

*  In  regard  to  these  letters,  see  preceding  remarks  of 
the  Editors  of  the  AiUobiography. 
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